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PREFATORY NOTICE. 


A roCT of an artificial a gc> and of artificial life, ^^ho is truly 
a poet, IS a possession to be proud of* England can claim 
in Pope such a poet of her own The question whether 
Pope was a poet was alrcadj familiar to critical readers m 

I the time of Dr. Johnson, and was re-debated nith some ^ 
acrimony about half a century* ago Some \ cry able and « 
acute ^vnters of that time, such as Leigh Hunt and Charles 
j Lamb, fcn’id with, admiration for our older authors, and 
able to appeal to so great an authority as Wordsworth, and 
to so strong a manifestation as Keats of very different in- 
fluences in actual poetic production, were then prominent, 
and not Inclined to allow much m favour of such concep- 
tions and methods as Pope had more especially exemplified 
T]hc chief chamnion-howevcr, of the anti-Pope sect was the 
Jtev. hfr. Bowles, himself an accredited w ntcr of vi'rtr. 
With him Wtip. . and few things speak more 

strongly for the intnnsic sanity and toughness of Byron’s 
judgment than the fact that he, a poet whose genius deve- 
loped in such entirely dificrcrit forms, stood up vigorously 
and unyieldingly f or the poetic name and fame of Pope . It 
may indeed be said that he somewhat ovetdid the thing, 
and expressed for “the little Queen Anne’s man ” an excep- 
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tional and enthusiastic homage which might certainly ha\c 
been tendered with more absolute appropnatcncss to some 
other among the great names of England’s and the world’s 
literature But, however this maj be, B>Ton stemmed a 
dood of semi-sincere and semi-disceming ca\ ils against the 
object of his worship, and we should all be grateful to him 
for having done so, and thus vindicated— across the lapse 
of a century, and the inevitable changes in direction of 
thought and models of wTiting— the essential and indefeas- 
ible communion of poetic mind After Byron, no o ne, need 

be ashamed to confess, in the face of all ide a h^ts, siihtilizcrs^ 
adorers of couUut locaU n r "wnrd.pamtmtr.” votaries of 
J^lature, mediaaval romanticists, or classical nunsts (and 
among these classes will be found all orders of mind, from 
the most exalted to mere hocuspocus-mongers), that he re- 
gard s Pope as a poet, and even a great one To consider 
''merely antecedent likelihood, a strong case might be 
'^madc out for the psobablc assumption of Pope’s being 
a poet He was recognised as such by his ovvn genera- ^ 
tion. and even the most inveterate obiectors mav be 
j nepected to allow that, between the days of Drvden nr|d 
those of Blake and Bums, there wras no ope to contest the 

f m of supr^acY with Pone.*. Now it is frnnA facie bj , 
means hkdy that, in a penod which we all know to 

I suppose the nomes that trould most nearly be pul ra competition are 
those of Allan Kamsaj , Thomson, Gray, Collins, Cowper, and bj some persons 
Chatterton (dates of birth tanEmg from 1686 to 75*) . scarcely Young or Gold 
snath (16S4, 1731) These names I must leave to the suffrages of their respec- 
tive zealots conscious that somellimg might be said in iin our of Gray, and 
certam thatsomethmg ewi<£f be said in &vour of Conrper, upon whom, as the 
reviver of "nature’ in poetry, there has been a considerable run for mmy 
years past. Tor my own part, I could not at all allow the daims of Cowper as 
malcmghead against those of Pope but it may farther her* obsened that the 
penod of Cowpei's poetic activity began la fact after icax of Blake, and only 
four years before that of Bums, so that he is barely to be reckoned in the com 
panson, even in point of date 
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have been one of great literary exertion, more than two 
;gencrations of men should have passed away without pro- 
ducing one veritable poet , which nevertheless we affirm to 
have been the case in our country, if we say that Pope beats 
all his versc-wTiting competitors between Diyden and Blake 
or Burns, and yet w’as himself no poet after all Perhaps 
the sum of intellect,^ and the potentialities of its achieve- 
ment, are v cry nearly the same m any one generation as in 
another ; and, after the literarj sense has been thoroughly 
aroused in a countrj, and the poetic art shown forth and 
even consummately reahzed, i t is difficult to suppose that 
Uie V e iy best man of his time, practising poetry with all the 
ardourb l a g enuine vocation, wnth a correspondinp- convic- 
tion on his own part, with bnimHlogg nrpppf ^nre frpm his 
contem porari g, and with uncontested and utterly incontest- 
able slall an^iastcrv of both the intellectual and technical 
l>inds, should nevertheless have been something other than 
a poet — devoid of that single faculty, or exquisite and inex- 
pressible integer of faculties, which severs the poet from the 
many men of letters, and qualifies him to be the singer for 
his own time, and for long processionary- years ensuing 
Thn fart is that, in a very artificial age fand such was the I 
of Po r**)! poet IS the truest poet attainable I 

his very artificiality of matter and style is his authentication | 
^ as poet This may sound like a paradox yet it is hardly 
more paradoxical than the statement that a gold coin is 
equally gold, whether stamped with the effigy of Alexander 
the Great or of Louis Quinzc, of Cromwell or of Charles the 
Second, of Napoleon the First or Napoleon the Thud The 
only condition, then, on which w'e can have real poets m an 
artificial age, is that they also should be in a measure arti- 
ficial on that condition w s can have them, and in Pope 
England had one truly supereminent The artificiality of 


have been as natural ns i ncocn ivft, nsromtu.- ■n.yruxin*;. 
as austere' as Lucretius, as supernal as Pant CtAsJknighlh 
as Chaucer, as noble as Milton, was^ simply and totally im- 


possible na y, had it c\en been possible, such a rem its 
nould in him ha\e been in some degree 'spunous, for H 


could only have ensued from_his nrepcnsely and pcrtina- 


I eiously going out of his age and of himself— and that is no t 
the process vhich makes a poet, or c\cr did make one 
There seems to be something both shortsighted and ungra- 
cious in denying the laurel to Pope shortsighted, for the 
^ondiQons ^ihich affected his poetic position arc intrinsicall) 
the same irhich must operate m any and c\cry’ high!} arti- 
ficial age, and to reject Pope •would go far tow.irds the 
tement} of banning poetry out of all such recurrent periods , 
us the best outcome of 



was a poet — the only sort of noet that we •were likch to pm 


I out oLthe roigns nf Anne and George the First . and more- 
1 o\er, not only the sole sort forthcoming, but an ampl\ good 
I sort for all persons who would enlarge instead of restricting 
the area of the art, and would fain contemplate the mightj 
Poetic Spirit working marvellously m all guises and dis- 
guises rather than onl> uttenng remote inspirations m some 
Iterated monotone 


vv as bom m Lombard Street, London, on 
the 2ist of May j688 His father, named also Alexander, 
was a hnen-draper m the Strand, and acquired a handsome 
competence It has been said that he belonged to the game 
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family of iihich the Earl of Downc Mas the head : the con- ' 
ncMon, hoiveier, is dubious, and must at any rate have 
been extremely remote The mother, Edith Turner, Mas a 
daughter of the Lord of the hlanor of ToMthorpe, York- 
shire she M-as one of seventeen children, and survived all 
the others — as indeed she mcU might, seeing that she died 
at the immense age of nmetj'-threc, li\ ing no day too long 
for the tender affection Mith mIucIi her illustnous son 
cherished and surrounded her He did not slight her for 
being “a poor feeble-minded 'thing,” if indeed she Mas such, 
nor count her “ unM’orthy any one’s care or esteem ” these 
notxer^' feeling expressions are the description of old vener- 
able Mrs. Pope handed doun to us by Mrs Piozzi Both 
Pope's parents Mere Roman Catholics, the father being a 
devout religionist • some have alleged, but no one has fur- 
nished proof, that he Mas a comert to Catholicism Of the 
large Turner brood, some had been brought up as Catholics, 
including Mrs Pope, others as Protestants The familj 
had been strenuous royalists m the time of Charles I. 

Alexander ivas an . exceedingly delicate boy from his birth , 
and in childhood noted for gentlenes s He M^as ” protuber- 
ant behind and before ,” and remained s o stunted in stature 
that, Mhcn groMTi up, he could not sit at table M’lthout a 
raised scat he was also ven’’ nearsighte d In a word, his 
outer man Mas a deplorable sample of Nature’s handnvork , 
and, if MC stop short of calling hi m duar fish and deformed 
we concede as much to courtesy as to truth Yet his lace 
in manhood, lit up m ith ver>' Mind eyes, could not be called 
displeasing the attenuated features M'cre sufficiently har- 
monious, and m an eminent degree expressive and intellec- 
tual His smile M'as 3weet, but to see him laugh was a 
ranty indeed 

Pope’s father retired from trade on his earnings towards 

h 


win 
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the date of the Resolution of 1688, still at acomparath erj 
early age At first he lived at Kensington, and then moved 
off to Binficld, in the dislnct of Windsor Forest. His for- 
tune was about ;^20,ooo As he had conscientious scruples 
against investing It in Government securities, non that the 
adversaries of Catholicism were so greatl) m the ascendant, 
he simply kept his money by him in a chest, and used it as 
occasion arose , and a great part of it had naturally disap- 
peared at the time of his death 
The child showed extraordinary precocity to which per- 
haps an aunt of his intended to bear her witness when she 
made him, at the age of five, the reversionary legatee of all 
her books, pictures, and medals By the age of seven or 
^ht, up to which time, it appears, he had not pone to ^ 
school, he was a preat devourcr of books.. When about 
tight 7 ears of age, he was placed under a priest named 
JBaniste r. in Hampshire, and began learning Latin and 
Greek Thence he went to a school at Tvvy ford, near Win- 
chester , and afternards to anotlKr near Hyde Park Corner, 
havang left the Tvvyford establishment in some disgrace, 
caused by his writing a versified lampoon upon the master 
— an incident truly predictive of his after career, if the facts 
have been stated with unembelhshed accuracy At the 
London school he made a kind of play out of Ogilby’s 
Homer, eked out with some verses of his own— another 
omen, as it might seem this dramatic cento was acted by 
his schoolfellows When about fifteen years old, after an 
interval of a couple of years at home, he returned to London 
for some further s chooling m Fren ch_aa iL Ttalmn jt is 
doubtful, however, whether at any date he fully mastered 
either language, although he could read a F reach book w ith 
case Indeed, it should be understood that^ apt pupil n<; h>» 

. proved under all his ma sters, Pope, as a grow»n up man, wa< 
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JTlMnlv self-educated, and was never tn Tip ralTpil a 
whether in modern or classical literature, or any other study 
No doubt, the little Roman Catholic schools to which, under 
the legal oppressions then in force, he was practically re- 
stricted, were far from being of such a grade as to make the 
utmost of his shining natural abilities After a few more 
months in London, he returned to his family at Binfield , 
and then followed five or six years nf rlnup-g tudy, mostly of 
the ancient and English poe ts 
Pope began writing verses so early that he could not 
aftenVards remember how far back the beginning dated 
Melody, indeed, seemed inborn in the Tms-shapen bodv^ for 
m boyhood his voice was so sweet as to earn him the appel- 
lation of “ the Little Nightingale ” m later years, neverthe- 
less, he appeared to be indifferent to music ^ When he re- 
turned home to Bmfield from his first London school, aged 
about twelve, he already aimed to become a poet, making 
Dryden his chief model of versification and his father seems 
never to have thwarted the lad’s mclmation, whatever direc- 
tion of literary or other culture it may have pointed in. One 
of Pope’s earliest poems was an epic on Alcander, Prince of 
Rhodes, begun about his thirteenth year He ivrote some 
4000 lines of this ponderous performance ; then dropped it, 
and finally burned the manuscript Some of the lines, how- 
ever, appear, and they were good enough to appear ui- 
altered, in the Essay on Crihctsm and the DunCiad His 
earliest composition, preserved in a complete form, is appa 
rently the Ode io Solitude, which is hardly distinguished by^ 
any rawness from the mature work of Pope himself, or of 
poetic -writers generally. This preceded rather than sue 
ceeded the Alcander Another juvenile effort was the 
translation of the ist Book of the Thehais of Statius, exe- 
cuted at the age of fourteen , but even this had been fore- 


pu - 
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XX 


PRCFATORY NOTICL 


stalled by other renderings from the same poet, beginning 
as far back, it is stated, as Pope’s ninth jear' Other 
■\\ orks, the modernizations from Chaucer, a lost corned) and 
tragedy, might further be cited among the products of his 
precocity but to enlarge on this matter were nou super- 
fluous 

At the age of sixteen or sci'entccn Pope tvrotc his-J 3 g,fj. 
torals these were at once shown about and admired, but 
their publication only ensued after an interval of five years 
(1709) Sir William Tnimball, of East Hamstead near 
Bmfield, was perhaps the first person to recognize Pope’s 
great hteraiy promise, m t 7 ot- h e introduced him to the 
dramatist Wychcrle^ wh o SO far valued and conflded 
m his juvenile fnend as to entrust him with the revision of 
his nuscellaneous poems The task w as probably too faith- 
fully executed, and the natural consequence followed— 
ruffled self-esteem and alienation. Besides Tnimball, 
Walsh, the poetical wnter and cntic, encouraged Pope and 
Ills Pastorals j also Henry Cromwell, an amateur cntic and 
country gentleman, partly domiciled in London, whose 
acquaintance Pope made towards 1708, and with whom he 
earned on a correspondence Which aftenvards had an im- 
portant influence on the current of the poefls eelebnty and 
conduct It was at the age of se vente en that he prel uded 
his p ublic appearance among literary adv enturers by f rr. 
quentmg the noted rendesvous of such personages — Will’s 
Coffeehouse m Russell Str eet. Covent Gard en 
The lustory of Pope’s writings is the historj of h is 
quarrg ls He was far too conspicuousl) gifted to be an 
object of indifference to other men of letters, whether mag- 
nates, aspirants, or pretenders those who looked dnwT> 
i^on his person with dcnsion had to look up to his p en 
with envy, or with trepidation. And he himself, supremely 
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touchy, splenetic, and dauntless, and endowed with a terri- 
fic power of the lash, of which he was naturally as conscious 
as were all the victims who writhed beneath it, was no 
sooner touched than he was touched to the quick on his 
thin skin a scratch was a scanfication, and woe be to the 
wretch who, in spite, wantonness, or inadvertence, hap- 
pened to inflict It As we have seen already, he could not 
so much as oblige W3rcherley by annotating the margins of 
his verse wothout offending him and his first publication, 
the Pastorals, soon ge nerate d an amount of bad blood such 
as seems to have been uniformly and surprisingly absent 
from the Done competitions of Corydon and Menalchas 
These poems w’ere published in Tonson's Poetical Miscel- 
lany, which volume contained a few other pieces by Pope, 
and the Pastorals of Ambrose Philips The last-named 
performances were reviewed with great applause in The 
Guardian, a paper with w'hich Philips, as a zealous Whig, 
stood in high favour. Pope \vas nettled at this , and, with a 
delicious ingenuity of malice (which both the moralist and 
the prudcntialist must, however, note with displeasure, as 
shoiving that Pope it was who took the first step, equally 
superfluous and irretrievable, in that lettered and personal 
warfare which, passing on from skirmish to skirmish, and 
from ambush to mel^e, lasted out the remainder of his life) 
he wrote another review of ^Philips, contrastmg the ments 
of his Pastorals with those of Pope’s own, and professing 
throughout to give the palm to Philips, although the con- 
trast really presented is manifestly, to a discerning reader, 
in Pope’s favour. The irony was so _ finely masked that 
Steele supposed the whole thing to be bond fide, and, receiv- 
ing the anonymous article, withheld it out Of regard to Pope 
It was however published in also in The Guatdian 
and. Its true drift being soon recognized, as well as the hand 
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from which it came, the critique so cKaspcratcd Philips that, 
m an ulterior stage of the quarrel, he hung up a rod at 
Button’s Coffeehouse, threatenmg to punish his detractor 
with it The latter, we maj be sure, was not behindhand 
in hostilities, and incited his cas> -going friend Gay to unto 
his well-known Shepherd^ s Week in ridicule of his foe 
The foremost cnt <c of the John Dennis, is said to 
have regarded Pope’s Pastorals shghtingly \y ith him there - 
fore the •poet, in his next publication , thn - /Trtav ^ K . G . i ti - 
cum. tried a fall This work, written in 1709, was issued in 
1711, and Dennis naturally rctahated Next came the cicr 
fresh and fascinating masterpiece. The Rape of ihe Loci, 
wntten in 1711 In its original form, this poem was in 
only two cantos, which Pope executed in a fortnight its 
publication ensued in 1712 It was at a later date that he 
conceived and earned out the poetical machinery of the 
sylphs and gnomes — “any nothings” created bj a fancj 
which has almost passed into frivolity, and all the more 
genuine for that, in their relation to the entire poetical 
scheme of the work, ^ddison, now the arch-ruler in the 
world of letter s, mor e especially in all its Whiggish regions, 
to whom Pope was introduced in 1712, and with whom he w as 
on very friendly terms, advised him agamst introducing this 
supernatural by-play , and (if we regard merely the structural 
value of the poem, without being biased by the question of 
its dimensions, and consequent elaboration and importance) 
I am not certain but that most readers of the present day 
w ould agree w ith Addison The author however stood firm, 
and earned the public with him , some degree of ruffled 
amour propre, arising from this incident, may perhaps have 
conduced to the idter-breach of amity between the two emi- 
nent alhes ' The briefest reference to the facts whereon the 
poem of the Rape of the Loch founded must here sufflee. 
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The real hcioine of the incident, which had recently pro- 
duced a few winkles of excitement on the surface of that 
shallow pool Fashionable Society, was Miss Arrabella Fer- 
mor the authoi of the “rape” itself was Lord Petie — both 
belonging to the Catholic aristocracy. Miss Fermor, who 
shortly afterwards became Mrs Perkins, was naturally 
elated by so splendid a celebration of her charms ; elated, 
and yet it would seem also partly offended that a mere no- 
body of a poet should have made so free in print with her 
adventures — In 17 13 the poem of Wt 7 idsor Forest, partly x 
iirittcn at the age of si\teen, was published It was about 
this time that Pope made some attempts m the art of paint- 
ing, being inclined to add that accomphslunent to his more 
special gift of verse He studied under the nortrait-painter 
Jegasj and got some of his friends to sit for their likenesses ; 
but he never proceeded far in this occupation, his near- 
sightedness being a serious obstacle. 

The great undertaking of Pope in the translation of the 
lUad, which led to the most overt acts of his hostility with 
Addison, was preceded by some otheF incidents telling in 
the same direction In his wnting a prologue to Addison’s 
Cato (1713) there was indeed nothing but friendliness and 
handsome literary support ; nor yet in his shortly afterwards, 
when his old enemy Dennis had fallen foul of the pompous 
tragedy of the Whig dramatist, wnting and publishing 
anonymously The Narrative of Dr Robert Norris on the 
Frenzy of John Dennis — Norris being a quack physician of 
the time, and the idea of the skit boldly borrowed from that 
of Swift upon the prophet Partridge But it was not quite 
pleasant to Pope to find Addison (who may or may not have 
known the real authorship of the pamphlet, and who had at 
any rate a nght to dishke an excess 'of “volunteered zeal 
which ran over into scurrility) writing to the publisher to 
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express disapprobation of the performance The publica- 
tion of the Homeric translation was dcfinitel> projected in 
the same year, 1713, the work having been commenced in 
1712 , the first four Books issued from the press m 1715, and 
the whole came to a conclusion in 1720 The Rev William 
Broomeand some others helped Pope in the notes. The poet 
obtained 575 subscribers for hts xiork, and recened from 'it 
the large sum of / 5320 45 this relieved him from many 
difficulties, and was usefully invested in annuities on his life 
'The year 1715, which witnessed the publication of the first 
four Books of Pope’s version, saw also the appearance of the 
first Book in a translation executed by Addison’s familiar 
fnendandhteraryj>ro/' 4 r^TickeU A far less suspicious coin- 
cidence would have sufficed to fire Pope’s mind with jeal- 
ous and angry misgmngs He attributed the rival publica- 
tion to Addison’s influence, and even to the latter’s own pen, 
sneakingly active under the name of Tickcll and in fact 
Addison did so far espouse the cause of the less famous bard 
as to affirm that Tickell’s Iltad “had more of Horner”^ 
However, it is not now believed that Addison had any direct 
concern in Tickell’s work. Besides this supposed cause of 
offence. Pope fancied that Addison had set on a Mr Gildon 
to malign him Embittered by these ideas, he wTOte off the 
memorable lines on"Atticus” — or rather the first draft of 
them — ^now forming a portion (verses 193 to 214) of the 
Epistk to Dr Arbuihnot, published in 1735 > “"<1 sent 
the manuscript to his distrusted friend Whether through 
shame, fear, or let us prefer to believe through his own sub- 

l No onepethtpslcnon$ at the present dxy— I at any nte do not— whether 
Addison vrasnsht or ivronff in this assertion, for Tickelfs tnnslation prosed 
but an abortive embryo, ahich, overpowered by the populmty of Pope's, lived 
no longer than its first Boole. But, as Pope’s version has little indeed of 
Homer, Hckells might certatnlj have had more, and jet have been a very 
poor performance . 
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swnual fituUlcssncss, “'Mr Addison used me” (so said 
Pope) "‘very civiUy e\cr after." indeed, he wrote m the 
Fneholifer of Pope’s /had as competing with Dryden’s 
,K$i£uh The bond of cordmlitx hnwpvrr \tnc hrfttrpn. not 


tn be rc-knit. Steele endeavoured to effect a reconciliation 
between the two* but Addison pro\cd to be distant m a 
personal intcr\*icw. and Pope was haughtj. The tr ansla: 
tion of the liud was enormously adm ired, and ga\c its 
Walt er such a 

Jill, original poems, how e\cr brilliant and popular , 
wmiW wholly ha\ c ax-ailcd t o procure him, 1 1 w as follow cd 
by the \cfsIoh of the completed in 1725 : the con- 

tract for this work was somewhat less advantageous than 
that for the liiad^ nor were Pope's personal labours upon it 
equally great. Broome and Elijah Fenton, who rcccncd 
between ;^700 and £Zoo for their work, while Pope retained 
about £yfOO, were his confederates m the translation, the 
former writing also the notes; twelve Books alone are the 
work of Pope.* Having achieved this task, he determined 
totranskitc no more. Between these two translations, he 
had brought out, in 1 72 1 , his edition of Shaksoearc. 1 1 w as 
far fro m l)Cing the w ork of a thorough scholar.in the litcra- 
mre of that per idd^ nd, as a standard edition, has sunk into 
dcscn ’ cd disregard . nevertheless it contains many acute 
remarks and suggestions, including several conjectural 
emendations which have been generally adopted Theo- 
b.ild pointed out the defects of tlie work this mortified 
Pope, and he regretted having ever engaged m so extran- 
eous an undertaking Neither had Theobald, after a while, 
much icason to congratulate himself upon having intermixed 


1 / t I5ool.< 3, s. 7. 9. *0. *3i »4. *5. »7. »«> as. *4 BooU a, 6, 8 , ii, ra, i 6 , 
j8, a3, are lo nroome, and i, a , 19. *" 1 ^ s®. Fenton 
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■ We have reached the year 1 725, the JJiiriyiCighthjlEoEc’s 
life , and ivill now take a bnef glance at his domestic cir- 
cumstances In 1715 he had pcrsuad jidJus_fathcr_t.p sell, 
the estate at Bmfield. and he himself purchased a house a t 
Chiswick, t o which he removed with both hi_sj>jtre 7 il 5 — an^ 
in no great Iiterar> personage docs deep unaffected filial 
piety, m the ordinar) wea r and tear of life, shine bnghter 
land pu rer than in Pope, the exasperated satirist, courted 
associate of ifcniuscs and of pnnccs. The father died in 
October 1717 The mother, then, in 1 7 1 8, remoi cd w ith the 
noe t to a house in Twickenham, of which he bought the 
lease — being the villa, with its grounds of five acres, which 
became so famous to contcmporancs and to posterity The 
grounds received great alterations, and the addition of a 
from Pope’s assiduous care, the house itself 
but little change Mrs Pope, as we have al- 
' ready seen, survived till the age of ninety-three, expiring in 
^2^wlten the life of Pope himself was within eleven years 
of Its term The other enduring affection of his life (apart 
from fnendships with men of letters or of society, among 
whom he had several close intimates) was wnth Miss Martha 
Blount His relation to this lady has been matter of much 
speculation, conjecture, scrutiny, and suspicion The 
Blounts were a Roman Catholic family at Mapledurham in 
Oxfordshir.c,-with whom Pope had been familiar in early 
youth, from the year 1707. The head of the family w as Mr 
Lister Blount his two daughters. TeVesa^and Marfiia!worc 
bom respective ly in 1688 and i6qo. and were therefore of 
very much the same age as the poet He, it seems, had at 
first shown a p redilection for the elder and handsomer 
sister, Teresa, and this continued for some years , but 
eventually he taxed her with pmdishness, and also with the 
very opposite misdemeanour of intriguing with a mamed 


- “grotto,” 
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man, and hU strong likmg turned into distinct aversion 
Martha then nilctl supreme; although indeed at one time, 
toward s t7S2-5_v. rone appeared to be somewhat enamoured 
of Miss Tuditll Cowpgr,thg tiier.g of the Lord Chnnr.HIni 
She married another person m the latter jear. His inti- 
macies with Martin Hlount, who in his later ) cars was to 
be found domiciled in Ins house from time to time, were a 
topic of scandal with many, and the opinions even of his 
more recent biographers have differed as to the facts, or 
probable facts, of the case On the whole, the more likely 
opinion appears to be lint the crippled lalctudinanan was 
not m this instance cither a gay Lothario or an atKouuux 
he regarded Martha Blount with a sentiment m 
whiclt love coloured but did not absorb friendship, and she 
responded with kindred feelings — not, it may well be be- 
lieved, smelly untrue or self-interested, although it has been 
strongly affirmed that towards the close ‘of his life she 
treated him with careless, and on occasion even with cal- 
lous, neglect. There seems to be no adequate ground for 
the stor)' that on his deathbed he offered her mamage 
What IS certain is that he left her the bulk of liis property, 
out of sincere regard and long fricndsliip for her," as his 
will said ; and what is reluctantly surmised by those who 
tender his good-name is that on one occasion, washing to 
make an investment for Martha’s benefit, he descended to 
accepting a sum from the Duchess of Marlborough, 

as hush-money to escape the publication of attacks w'hich 
he had W’fittcn against the Duke, and probably against the 
Duchess herself as well. The ineffaceable lines on “Atossa” 
{Chaiactos of Women) were perhaps chc.iply bought off by 
her Grace at ;^iooo they were suppressed dunng the 
author’s lifetime, but at his death w'ere found to be already 
in print, in preparation for a new edition 
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The complicated affair of Pope’s letters next demands 
our attention it still remains in some degree mysterious, 
but unfortunately the leading facts are now understood onl> 
too clearly for the poet’s reputation The less the mjster}*, 
the less the respect uhich can be accorded to him _ln _ 
1726 Pope’s early letters addressed to Mr. Cro m we l L s verd . 
published by one of the notorieties of the day, the piratical. 
booksel ler Curll, to whom they liad becTi_c onsicncd_l» 
Cromwell’s mistress In 173S the same foul bibliopolical 
hands ushered into the world a volume of the correspond- 
ence that had passed between Pope and various friends 
The poet— poor injured undesigmng creature — tried the 
effect of a prosecution of the publisher before the House of 
Lords for breach of privilege, as letters from some of the 
Peers were included in the volume but this effort failed. 
Then Pope, denouncing the inaccuracj of the surreptitious 
edition, as well as the ivrongful interference w'lth his pri- 
vacy, professed that the only course open to him for sclf- 
vindication ivas to bnng out another authorized and correct 
edition and this he accordingly produced in 1737 These 
letters overflowed with friendship, philanthropy, moral 
rectitude, and the finest sentiments in the repertory they 
reflected the highest credit upon Pope in the eyes of an 
adminng and believing public, and subserved his literary 
fame as well — ^the publication of any senes of letters, and 
such w'ell-composed letters to boot, being at that time an 
innovation But what if it should turn out that the whole 
affair of the garbled piratical edition was a got-iip scheme 
of Pope's own — a mere device to satisfy his itch for applause, 
by paving the way to the production of his oim nominally 
enforced, but m reality forecast and eagerly desired, edition 
z. plot conceived with as much tortuous disingenuousness 
as it was based on uneasy vanity, and earned out with 
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effronter}'? This, doleful to relate, is what does turn out 
Cm 11, and the respectable bookseller Lintot, who Mas Pope’s 
accustomed publisher, testified that they had received 
simultaneous clandestine offers of the correspondence, be- 
fore Curll closed ivith the proposal, and issued the pirated 
edition : and a pamter named VVorsdale professed to have 
been the messenger who sought out Curll, and this at the 
instance of Pope himself ‘When the minutiae of the autho- 
rized edition are examined, this correspondence proves to 
be hardly more honourable to the writer than the petty 
scheming connected ivith the onginal issue both equally 
evmce his readiness to adopt any small arts which ivould 
assist him in posing for effect For instance, he induced 
one of his friends, a Sussex squire of no particular import- 
ance named Caryll, to send back to Pope the letters which 
the latter had addressed to him, on the pretext of the danger » 
of their falling into the hands of Curll or some other such 
pirate . and these same letters appear m the authorized 
edition, nommally directed to persons of greater worldly 
consequence than Caryll j gn other letters he not only 
altered- passages, but even changed them into the precise 
contra ry of thei r onginal purpo rt, Thf» whnip pf this affair. 
i n Its plannin g, execution, and d etails, is alike discreditable 
(Xo Pope but, while frankly and emphatically allowing thu s, 
much, w e should guard against an excess of censure, such 
as some of the most recent investigators of the facts seem 
,to lapse into Pope, it is plain, plumed himself on his 
letter -wnting (ivhich indeed so good a judge as Thackeray 
has viewed with rnrHial admiration, though he does not 
*deny"its being m some degree artificial) ; he felt inclined to 
produce it to the ivorld , and, not finding any obvious 
straightfonvard grounds for doing so, he schemed and 
finessed until the thing was managed, traversing m the pro- 
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cess majiy quaking bogs of equivocation, verbal and acted, 
nnd plunging every now and then into a too undeniable quag- 
mire of mendacity The small and pertinacious trickiness, 
m its mam purpose unharmful enough, desen’ed punishment, 
and has amply received it for this is, of all the transactions 
of Pope’s contentious life, the one nhich to the present day 
raises the greate st clamour of disdain and reprobatio n 
.Another unpleasant episode is his quarrel mth Lady Mary 
Wortley Montaeu e T his handsome and brilliant lady 
I'made his acquaintance soon after his removal to Chispick 
in at which date she was about -Iwenty-five \cars of 
age For a while they saw one another with mutual de- 
light ; and Pope ventured to address her ladyship by letter 
in a style more befitting a lo\er than a literar)' intimate of 
the infirmest physique It nas probably on account of this 
very personal insignificance, as well as in unison with the 
manners of the age, that Lady Mary tolerated such a mode 
of address, to which she replied with a bantering rccipro; 
» city for at the present day no taint of real scandal clings 
round the connexion, whatever uncertainties ma> m earlier 
times have existed She returned from abroad to Logland 
in i7i8. and the friendship continued. ^Fma ll>\ however, it 
ceased ’ whether brought to a sudden close (as some have 
jntimated l bv an open and mortifying repulse on some occa- 
sion when Pope’s expressions offallantry-exceeded a rea son- 
able, measure. nr pr aduallv •worn away bv recumpg c p Hi_- 
sions and contradic tions in the commerce of soci ety. Pope, 
in ceasing to be a fnend, became a spiteful enemy, and no 
one can count to his praise the verses wherein he insulted 
(see the Moral Essays, Epistle 2) nor was Lady 
Mary wanting in animus when she retorted 
To return to the sequence of Pope’s literary labours In 
1727 his prosfijyork The Art of Stnkzne tn Poetry was nub. 
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lished m a volume of Miscellanies, wherein Swift also bore 
a part. .A number of authors’ names are here given under 
their initial letters only . those who perceived the cap to fit 
put It on, and complained of Pope’s malicious attack — 
which he however denied, alleging that the imtials meant 
nobody in particular, and had been inserted at random It 
is no marvel that this plea lacked behev ers The assailed 
became in their turn assailants, and numerous diatnbes 
against Pope flowed from the press The armoury of his 
satire now: furnished forth in revenge the most terrible of all 
Its weapons, T/te Dtmctad This splendid che/-(Posuvre wns 
published* in 1728, and in that edition Theobald, w'ho had 
censured Pope’s editorship of Shakspeare, figured as the 
arch-Dunce some of the notes were written by Pope’s m> 
timate fnend, the highly estimable Dr Arbuthnot The 
effect of the satire was gradual,’ but extremely detnmental 
to its victims . Thackeray indeed has expressed his opinion 
that this w’ork, and the others m which Pope and Swift at- 
tacked the smaller fey of wnters, on whom they- fixed the 
nickname of “Grub Street authors,” caused a real direct 
low’enng of the social position of professional literary men, 
reducing their emoluments, and onginating the conception, 
^ till then only casual and indeterminate, of the “ragged 
author ” The Dunctad was followed up by a senes of fur- 
ther attacks on vanous persons in the paper entitled the 
Grtth Street yountal for 1730 to 1737 In 1742 Pope added 
to the Dunciad'a. fourth Book using up certain materials 
which had long been m his mind, but which he now*, 
owing to asthma and other increasing infirmities, aban- 
doned the project of moulding into an independent poem 
His idea had been to write a series of- Epistles as a 
kind of sequel to the Essay on Man, exhibiting the limits 
of human reason, thp -different capacities -and tendencies 


xxxii 


PREFA TORY NOTICE 


of individuals, and other the like subject-matter This 
fourth Book of the Dunctad was particularly seiere on 
Colley Cibber, the dramatist, now poet laureate Cibber 
replied in a pamphlet, tracing back Pope's animosity to a 
somewhat remote date, 1717, and tnnal circumstance Pope 
had in that year been concerned in a play named Three 
Hours after Marnage, which found no favour with the 
audience, chiefly through the fiasco of an incident of two 
lovers disguising themselves in a mummy and a crocodile 
Cibber, m afterwards acting the character of Bayes in The 
Rehearsal, made a sufficiently harmless allusion to this 
topic of the day, by way of “gag," and thereby roused the 
ire of Pope, who had an immediate altercation with him be- 
hind the scenes Cibber’s pamphlet now proved a fresh 
cause of oflence , and Pope, issuing one more edition of the 
Dunciad, substituted Cibber as its hero for Theobald — ^not 
however taking the trouble of rcadapting to the frivolous 
playwnght the accessory details which had been drawn up 
to suit the ponderous commentator This was the last lite- 
rary act of Pope, occumng in 1743, only a year before his 
death. 

It remains for us to mention the other works of Pope, in- 
termediate between the first and the last editions of the 
Dtinaad His poem regarding The Use of Riches (Epistle 
Four of the Moral Essays), published in 1731, was regarded 
as attacking the Duke of Chandos under the name of Timon 
This would have been— or wc must probably say was — an 
ungrateful and wanton act on the poet’s part, as the Duke 
had been at any rate civil and obliging to him, if indeed not 
munificent, as there is some reason to think severe reflec- 
tions were made upon Pope’s misdeed, but he denied, with- 
out convmcing any one, that he had aimed his shaft against 
Chandos In i 733 > before the appearance of the surrepti- 
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tious edition of his letters, Pope brought out anon}inously 
the first Part of the Essay on Jlfa/i, a grandiose undertafanpr 
jihich he had tippn Tnpdifatir.ff fr.r r| n^ 1^.^.; 

eight years The real authorship of the poem iias not at 
first dmned, many precautions hanng been taken against 
identification of it, and consequent hostilit}’- * it attained, 
even in its anommious stasre. a large measure of success 
The second and third Epistles of this iiork followed, the 
authorship being still unavowed, but now more and more 
shrewdly suspected uhen the fourth came out in 17.34, 
JpQpe’s name appeared on the tulp-pagp. T. nrd Bolmgbroke, 
■with whom the poet was now e\tremely mtimate, prompted 
the general philosophical scheme of the poem he is said 
to have laughed at Pope for not perceiving that its positions, 
if followed out to their logical consequences, w'ere antagon- 
istic to Chnstian revelation This was discerned b y M., 
Crousaz, a Swiss professor, who wrote a cnticism attacking 
the principles of the £ssay oh Man as being nothing better 
than natural rehgion The Anglican clergj-man. Dr War- 
burton, afterwards a Bishop, came forward unsohcited to 
defend Pope in the journal niuncd The Repubhc of Lettets 
So opportune a service became the ongm of a close inti- 
macy between the tw’o writers Pope founded Warburton’s 
fortunes, saw in his last years more of him than of any other 
friend, and left him the copjTight of all such published works 
of his as Warburton had then already annotated, or should 
thereafter be concerned with In 1733 Pope brought out 
^S Epistle on Th/' TTxe of Prrhi’^. thp otiTv wnting which — 
liiTitg at Viig Tieing f» raf hniir; in 171.1 that on The Cha-_ 
racters of Men. foUow^ed by the smgularlv powerful and fine 
on e on The Choraciets of Women. He proiected treating 
in blank v^erse an epic subiect w'hich seems hardly adapted 
to his genius — ^the fabulous legend of King-Brut of Britain • 
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lie aiso had an idea of composing a Historj’ of British 
Poetrj These designs were not to be fulfilled 
At the time when Pope had first begun publishing in 
/709, the literary men of the Tory partj were in faiour his 
own early patrons, however, were chiefly IVhigs, and the 
Whig statesman Lord Halifax, subsequently to the fall of the 
Tones in 1 7 1 4, offered the poet a pension, which he had suffi- 
cient independence of spirit to decline 1 n the latter portion 
of his life he was definitely and even closely connected wnih 
the Tones, more especially with Bohngbrdkc after the re- 
turn of the latter in 1723 from his first exile , and he had 
ready access to Fredenck Prince of Wales, then the hope 
of all who craved after a change in the politics of George 
the Second’s reign It may with truth be said that Pope 
was more of a Tory in his later y cars than he had been of a 
Whig in his youth but in fact he was from first to last 
alien from politics, and, if he adopted anything of a party 
tone, it»camc from his surroundings more than from him - 
self, nor did he at any time commit himself so far with 
cither faction as to become ohnoximis to thnsp of the other 
yvith_whom he was ncrsonallv in contac t The year 1723, 
when Bolingbroke returned from exile, was the same in 
which Atterbuiy, Bishop of Rochester, was banished as 
being concerned in a plot favouring the Pretender on that 
occasion Pope, who knew him well, appeared in court, as a 
witness in his behalf As his political opinions, so als o 
Pone’s religions v'fpwg npp<-ir tn been s0Tncw h.1l m- 
-^istmct A strict and unb ending Roman Catholic he a s- 
, suredly was not, and ceriainlv nt times lug attitud^f mind 
regarding the general body of Christian dogma was more 
sceptical than orthodox to call him a resolute nnbehever 
would however be going too far, and he tna v^wxhape on 
the whole be termed a Christian conformist* w ho sinccrelv 
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.respected and accepted “the religious idea," an d acquiesced 
m the form which this has recened from Christianity, and, 
in a minor degree, from the Catholic Church. Atte r bury 
pressed him to relinquish the Catholic for the Anglican form 
of the faith but tins he refused, being in especial unwilling 
to pain his mother, then still living- On his deathbed he | 
expressed confidence m a future state and, being asked I 
whether a Catholic priest should be called in, he promptly 
assented, though he added that he did not regard such a 
course as essential In 1729 he had imtten to Swift “ I 
am of the religion of Erasmus, a~Catirolic so I liv e, so I 
shall die , and hope one day to meet you, Bishop Atterbury , 
the younger Craggs, Dr Garth. Dean Berkeley, and M r. 
Hutchenson. m heaven ” This is a wide extent of compre- 
hension . It is not ecclesiastically orthodox, but neither is 
It anti-religious, and it is at least charitable 
In 1744- the frail unsightly frame which had for fifty-five 
years been kindled inth so bright and mounting a spirit 
x\as visibly wearing away . Pope was always so weak that 
he uore ^tays (or, as Thackeray expresses it, “ was sewed 
UP m a buckram suit every morning ”) when in a boat on 
the river, he sat in a sedan chair On one occasion, being 
9\prtiirnpft intfi the wntp.r'as hlS COach w as y.rnssing a 
bridge, he had had a narrow escape with his life He com- 
pared his own form to a spider’s • his loving fnend Lord 
Orrery, going a step further, wrote of him one of the most 
ill-natured designations on record, “ Mens curva in corpore 
curvo ” He used to suffer especially severe headaches, 
which ^vere somewhat mitigated by inhalin g the fumes of 
coffee _ He was extremely sensitive to col(L- One of his 
sides was contracted, and he could not dress or get to bed 
without help With such a person and ronstitutionf Popels 
physical enjoyments must necessarily have been few it_ 
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seems he took what he could get, and was too indulgent to 
his appetite, more particularly as regards eating Some 
have even said that the immediate cause of his death was a 
surfeit of potted lampreys, eaten from a silver saucepan 
which he regarded with predilection This is more than 
dubious but Dr King at anv rate opined that Pope had 
shortened bis davs bv partaking of high-seasoned dishes, 
and bv dnnhintr spints In May I7A4 life was flickering 
down The poet had attacks of delirium, and ivas pecu- 
liarly distressed bv an inability to fix his thoughts Boling- 
broke viewed him with keen commiseration Spence, the 
author of the well-known Anecdotes^ told this sympathizer 
that Pope, when still rational, was ahvaj s saying something 
kind of his friends . and Bolmgbroke rephed, “ I never in 
my life knew a man that had so tender a heart for his parti- 
cular faend fi. nr mor e general friendship for mankind” — a 
judgment which should be counted as some considerable 
testimony to the poet’s credit, as the intnguing and bat- 
tered politician was not exactly the man to be hoodwinked 
by mere \ erbal platitudes of philanthropic geniality Pope 
recened the last sacraments according to the ntes of his 
ychurch , he aftenvards said, “There is nothing that is me ri- 
torious but virtue, and frien dship, and indeed fnends hip is 
only a part of virtueZ’ On Qie evening of the 3 0th of May 
12 ^4 he expired, so placidly th at the moment when h is 
brrath cease d w^as not observed He is buried at Tw icken- 
ham 

Pope appointe d Lord Bolmgbroke and the Earl of March- 
mont hi s executors, the former being entrusted with his 
manuscripts and unpnnted papers These w ere not gi\ en 
to the public , partl>, it appears, because Lord Bolmgbroke 
took great offence at finding that Pope had caused to be 
printed not only, as authorized, a few -copies, but an entire 
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and copious edition, of the pamphlet written by his Lordship 
named The Paittot Kmg That Pope exceeded his in- 
structions in the matter, and violated his promise, is unde- 
niable it is not hoMCver apparent that he had any inte- 
rested or mean, still less an}' hostile or treacherous, motive 
in this act, — nhich may therefore most fairly be ascribed to 
his sccrctiNC and scheming habit of mind, as summed up in 
the phrase quoted by Dr Johnson, “ He hardly drank tea 
mlhout a stratagem” On the whole he a as a faithful 
In end. and had some genuine attachments — none more so ~ 
Jlian in the cases of Gay and Swift he sur\ivcd the bo dy 
of the fonner. and the mind of the latter. In his own family 
he w as, and desen cd to be, greatly beloved. _His half-si sten. 
Mrs Rackett spoke up for his courage, saying he knew not 
what fear was, nor is there anythi ng m his career to belie 
this domestic attestation, ^oo capable though he certainly 
was of shuffling and circum\cnting to attain any aim m 
X icw', he never hung back from attacking w'hcn an object 
for his pugnacity presented itself like that most trallant of 
small beasts, the hamster, he took all antagonists as they ^ 
came — mouse rabbit, horse, bull, wild-cat, wolf, or bear, all 
jicrc equally flown at and pinned Yet he was placable too 
to a fallen foe In 1733, poor old John Dennis, with whom 
he had had many a tooth-and-nail encounter, being blind and 
in distress. Pope w rote a prologue for his benefit-night and 
the reader who turns to it m our pages will not, I think, 
agree with those who consider it sneenng and ungenerous 
Some banter, no doubt, there is in it but this appears to 
be the kindl} banter of one who pities and forgives. 

Notwithstanding his brilliant powers of wit and of expres- 


sion, Pope w'as not distinguished m conversation . nor had 
he the taste, so prevalent m his timCj fnr rard-playintr. and 
other such social if trivial pastimes He had a fine memory 






PREFATORY NOTICE 


/ 

XXXVIU 

an d preat diligence, spanng no pains in the revision ;md 
IY>ii<;>iiTif r ' rf — Tt -is-said that-he «g\cr 

■pnnted anything til l some two 3 ears from the writing of 
I t had elapsed and m the intenm he would pay neca t'o 
the suggestions of fricndsj a s well as to his own sccond_ 
thoughts He was a great admir er of Dridcn. and to some 
extent took that poet^s I^Iac FIccKhoc as the model of his 
Duiicta d T’rii^lity nas one of Pope’s charactenstics, hut 
rpria mly Tint miserlioess^ He Wrote Ins Iltad,^ he w ent 
along h- gnala tingj < ^he backs of letters addressed to him 
and there was some degree of stint in the table he spread 
before his ordinary << [uests. although at ti mes he would give 
a truly handsome dinner, well supported m all respects 
His income standing, at /800 a year, he svstematicallv.be- 
stoned /loo in rbantvr That m his maturer years he lived 
on terms of great familiarity wth many men of high rank 
and station nas no more than the fact It iras open to all 
people to say as much, and to himself among others, al- 
though he may have proclaimed it with increasing frequency, 
and sdf-complacencj rather more than needful but he did, 
and most truthfully could, add the affirmation that he had 
purchased and secured these intimacies by no sort of servi- 
lity. HiM-BgarH nf his-nwn poetry^ an d indifference to criti- 
cism. are two favourite themes in his lettcrs.| QnS.'as> vera- 
cious as the other f ■'fl . 


^Pope maybe termed the Poet of the UnderstanSmck, n ot 
merely m the limited though strictly true acceptation in 
which Johnson says that g ood sense was the fundamental 
principle nf.his intellec t, but m something of the same spirit 
in which Kant distinguishes the Understanding, as the 
faculty for knowledge in man, from the Reason, as the pri- 
mary or intuitional cognitive power The range of the 
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^Ihor of the Rape of the Loch, the Elotsa to Abehvd, the 
Dtmctad, the Essay on Man, and the Homeric translations, , 
^as Jicrtain ly nnt a narrow thnn«r]i it appears to flip ^ 

reader more restricted tlian it really is, seeing that the riter 
passed all his subject-matter through a somenhat uniform 
and incxpansivc mould of evccution . _but alike in tlicse 
sc\ oral excellent works the Understanding nredominates— 
c\cr>’thing is brought to the test nf th<» jnrt^Tin p- nnd compar- 
ing nund.._ We can all say, and say w ith the utmost truth 
that a great creatUc or emotional nature has a largei 
share in uhal is highest in poesy . the riches and strength 
of Pope were not m that direction His it was to discern y' 
to analisc and to express This he did with admirable 
force of mind and of speech, and with amplest posses - 
sion and skilfullcst use of such means of poetry as were 
more specially germane to his time He, will always oc- 
cup> a great position — the position of that one among the 
Understanding Intellects who has most clearly appreciated 
his own true pronnee in Poetic Art, and has w’rung from a 
reluctant and partlj a hostile goddess the -largest results, 
conformable wholly to his own mental natuic, and m no 
disproportionate measure to hers 

W. M. ROSSETTI 
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I v^r inclined to thinly that boA Otc n nters of boohs, and the 
renders of thcm,^are gencrallj not a little unreasonable m their ex« 
pectations T. he first se em tofanej that the n orld must approve 
]vviraEc\cfIliey pro luce, and the latfcTlo ffnagine that authors are 
obliged to please them at any rate Mcthjnk^ as on the one 
hand, no single man is bom n ith a nght of controlliii^thc opinions 
of all the nat , so on the other, the world has no title to demand, 
_that.Uie whole care and time of.®*iy particular person should be 
sacrificed to its entefTainment Therefore I cannot but believe 
'llfat winters and readers arc under equal obligations, for as much 
fame, or pleasure, as each afibrds the other 

Eierj' one acknowledges, it would be a wild notion to expert 
perfection in any work of man and }et one w’ould think the con* 
inry w as taken for granted, bj the judgment commonly passed upon 
poems. , A c ritic .supposes he has done, his part, if he pro\es a 
writer to ha\e failed in an expression, or erred m any particular 
point and can it then be w ondered ab if the poets in general seem 
rc’.olved not to own themsches m any error? For as long as one 
side will make rio allowances, the other will be brought to no 
acknowledgments 

I am afraid this extreme zealjon bot^ades is ill-plai^j jlpetry 
and criticism being by no means the universal concern of the world, 
but ^ly,thc aflair of idle^men who wnte m tha;^closets,_and ot 
idle men who rend there 

Yet sure upon the whole, a bad author deserves better usage 

A 
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than a had cntic for a wntcr’s endcaa onr, for the most par! is to 
please his' readers, and >e fads merel> throngh the misfortune of 
an ill judgment , but such a cntic’s is to put them out of humour , 
a he could never go upon uithout both that and an ill 

temper 

I think a good deal may be said to extenuate the fault of bad 
poets What ue call a genius, is hard to be distinguished by a 
man himsdf, from a strong inclination and if Ins genius be cier 
so great, he cannot at first discover it any other vray, than by giving 
Wiy to that prevalent propensity which renders bun the more 
liable to be mistaken. The only method he has, is to make the 
c-rperiment by writing, and appi '^ing to the judgment of others 
non if he happens to ivnte ill {w.-3ch is certainly no sin in itself) 
he is immediately made an object of ridicule. I wish we had the 
humanity to reflect that even the worst authors might, in their en- 
deavour to please us, deserve something at our hands We have 
no cause to quarrel with them but for their obstmacy m persisting 
to wnte , and this too may admit of allcvaabng circumstances. 
Their particular friends may be either ignorant, or insincere , and 
the test of the world in general is too w ell bred to shock tlicm wnth 
a truth, which generally their booksellers ore the first that mform 
them of This happens not tiU they have spent too much of their 
time, to apply to any profession which might better fit their talents , 
and till such talents as they have are so far discredited as to be but 
of small service to them For (what is the hardest case imagin-^ 
able) the reputation of a man generally depends upon the first 
steps he makes in the world, and people w ill estabh^ their opinion \ 
of us, from what we do at that season when we have least judg- 
ment to direct ua 

On the other hand a good poet no sooner conunumcates Iiis 
works with the same desire of infonridtion^ut it is imagmed he is 
a vain young creature given np to the nmbition of fame , when 
perhaps the poor man is all Jthe while tremhling wath the fear of 
being ridiculous If he is made to hope he may please the w orld, 
befalls under very unlucky circumstances for, from the moment 
he prints, he must expect to hear no more truth, than if he w cie a 
pnne^ or a beauty If he has not very good sense (and indeed 
JhS£S.are_twaii^ men of wat for one man of se nse) lus livang thus 
m a courseoniattety' may put him m nt small dm^er of becoming 
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a coxcomb • if he has, he will consequently have so much diffidence 
as not to reap any great satisfaction from his praise , since, if it be 
given to his face, it can scarce be distinguished from flattery, and 
if in his absence, it is hard to be certain of it Were he sure to be 
^ commended,bytheb[est and most knowing, he 'is”« sure'^being 
envied by the worst and most i^orant, wluch'Mq the m^onty , 
for it IS ruth a fine genius as with a fine fashion, all those arc dis- 
pleas ed at it w ho are not able to foll ow it and it is to be feared 
■^liaf^estecm wilT'seiSom do any jnan so much good, as iU-\^l” 
does himjiarm ~ Then there is a third class of people who make 
*" largest part of mankind, those of ordinary or indiffe rent capa- 
citiesTahcTtliese (to a man! will hate, jor suspect lum. a hundred 
honest gentlemen wiiy rca^him asji wit, and a hundred innocent 
"'womenlis a satirist In a word, whatever be Ins fate in poetry, »t# 
islcn to one but he must give up all the reasonable aims of life fort 
it There are indeed some advantages accruing from a genius to* , 
poetry, and they are all I can think of the agreeable power of | 
self-amusement when a man is idle or alone, the privil^e of/ 
being admitted into the best company , and the freedom of saying 
as many careless things as other people, without being] so severely I 
remarked upon 

I believe, if any one,''f 'rly in his life, should contemplate the 
dangerous fate of authors, he would scarce be of their number on 
any consideration _The life .o f a wit is a warfare upon earth , and 
Jlie pr^ent spint of the learned world is^such, that to attempt .to 
serve it (any way) one must have the constancy of a martyr, and a 
resolutmntolsuflerTor'' ifTsakeT I could wisli^bple'would believe 
what I am pretty" certain they will not, that I have been much less 
concerned about fame than I durst declare till this occasion, when 
methinks I should find more credit than I could heretofore since 
my writings have had their fate already, and it is too late to think 
of prepossessing the reader in their favour JjK.ould>plead,it-as 
some ment in me,' that the wor ld has never bee n prepared for 
These trifles Jjy prefaces, biassed by recohimendations, d^zled until 
'^"names of great paFrons/wIieedled with fine reasons and pro- ' 
tcnces, or troubled with excuses _I^onfes5,it 3vas want of consider - ' ^ 
Ji^njamt made me an autho r.., IjSgpte.becaus^it am^ . I - 
'"cwectedliecause it was,as.pleasant to me Jtp .correct JStq,^vnte,^ 
and I j^bhshed because lyras told I migh t please such a^t was 
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a credit to please To what degree I have done this, I am really 
Ignorant , I had too much fondness for my productions to judge of 
them at first, and too much judgment to be pleased with them at 
last But I have reason to think they can have no reputation 
which will continue long, or which deserves to do so for they 
have always fallen short not only of what I read of others, but 
even of my owm ideas of poetry 

If any one should imagine I am not in earnest, I desire him to 
reflect, that the ancients (to say the least of them) had as much 
genius as we and that to take more pains, and employ more time, 
cannot fail to produce more complete pieces They constantly 
applied themselves not only to that art, but to that single Tiranch 
of an ait, to which their talent was most powerfully bent , and it w as 
the business of their lives to correct and finish their works for pos* 
tenty If we can pretend to have used the same industiy, let us 
expect the same immortality though if we took the same care, we 
should still lie under a farther misfortune they w rote in languages 
that became universal and everlasting, while ours arc extremely 
limited both in extent and in duration A mighty foundation for 
our pnde ' when the utmost we can hope, is but to be read m one 
island, and to be throwai aside at the end of one age 

All that IS left us is to recommend our productions by the imi- 
tation of tlie ancients atid it will be found true, that, m every 
s^e, the highest character for sense and Teaming has been obtained 
by those who have been most indebted to them For, to say 
truth, whatever is very good sense, must have been common sense 
in all times , and what we call learning, is but the knowledge of 
the sense of our predecessors Therefore they who say our i 
thoughts are not our own, because they resemble the ancients, may 1 
as well say our faces are not our own, because they are like our f 
fathers and indeed it is very unreasonable, that people should t 
expect us to be scholars, and yet be angiy to find us so ^ 

I fairly confess that I have served myself all I could by reading, 
that I made use of the judgment of authors dead and living , that 
I omitted no means m my power to be informed of my errors, both 
by my fnends and enemies but the true reason these pieces 
are not more correct, is owing to Uie consideration how short a 
time they, and 1, have to live one may be ashamed to consume 
half one’s^ays in bnnging sense and rhyme together, and what 
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critic can be so unreasonable, as not to leave a man time enough 
for any more serious emploj’ment, or more agreeable amusement? 

The only plea I shall use for the favour of the public, is, that I 
ha\e as great a respect for it, as most authors have for themselves, 
and that I ha^e sacrificed much of my own self-love for its in 
preventing not only many mean things from seeing the light, but 
many which I thought tolerable I would not be like those 
authors, who forgiie themselves some particular lines for the sake 
of a VI hole poem, and vice versa a whole poem for the sake of some 
particular lines J believe no one qualification is so likely to make 
a good MTiter, as the' po wer ofjrejecting-his own thoughts , and it 
.musr~Tie~tfiis (if. anythmg ) th at can give me a chance to .he one 
. For nh atXbave-published..I'Can onlyjmpejio be pardoned^ but 
_ for what I have burned, I deserve to be praised. On this account 
the world is under some obligation to me, and owes me the justice 
in return, to look upon no verses as mine that arc not inserted in 
this collection And perhaps nothing could make it worth my 
while to own what are really so, but to avoid the imputation of so 
many dull and immoral things, as partly by malice, and partly by 
Ignorance, have been ascribed to me. I must farther acquit myself 
of the presumption of having lent my name to recommend any 
miscellanies or works of other men , a thing I never thought be- 
coming a person who has hardly credit enough to answer for his 
own. 

In this office of collecting my pieces, I am altogether uncertain, 
rvheflier toloolrupon mjself as_a man building a monument, or 
Juiy mg th^’dead 

*~lniiriFSliall'make it the former, may these poems (as long as ^ 
they last) remain as a testimony, that their author never made liis | 
t^nts^^^servient,toJhe_mean and unworthy ends of party or S 
self-imer«t, thc^gratificatiqn of public prejudices, or private pas- | 
'slons , the flattery of the undeserving, or the_insult of the unfor- ( 
'tunade*" If I have witten well, let it be considered that it is what 
no man can do without good sense, a quality that not only renders 
one capable of being a good wnter, but a good man. And if I 
have made any acquisilion in tlie opinion of any one under the 
notion of the former, let it be continued to me under no other title 
than that of the latter 

But if this publication be only a more solemn fa neral of my 


g PREFACE 

reiTiams, I desire it may be known that I die in chanty, and in my 
senses , without any murmurs against the justice of this age, or any 
mad appeals to posterity I declare I shall think the world in the 
nght, and quietly submit to every truth which lime shall discover 
to the prejudice of these writings , not so much as wishing so ir- 
rational a thing, as that everybody should be deceiv'ed merely for 
my credit However, I desire it may then be considered, that 
there arc very few things m this collection, which were not written 
under the age of five and twenty so that my youtli may be made 
(as it never fails to be m caccutions) a case of compassion That'^'^ 
I was never so concerned about my works as to vindicate them m i 
print, believing, if anything was good, it would defend itself, and ' 
what was bad could never be defended That I used no artifice to i 
raise or continue a reputation, depreciated no dead author I was 
obliged to, bribed no living one with unjust praise, insulted no ad- 
versary vvitli ill language , or when I could not attack a rival’s 
works, encouraged reports against his morals To conclude, if 
this volume pensh, let it sene as a warning to the critics, not to 
take too much pains for the future to destroy such things as will 
die of themselves , and a vianmto wort to some of my vain con- 
tcmporancs the poets, to teach them that, when real ment is 
wantmg, it avails nothing to have been encouraged by the great, 
cbiumended by the eminent, and favoured by the public in general 
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AN ESSAY ON 

WRiriEN IN THE 

/. ’Tis hard to say, if greater 

Appear in writing or in judging ill; 

But, of the two, less dangerous is thi^ojfence 
To tire our patience, than mislead our sense 
Some few in that, but numbers err m this, 

Ten censur e TOong for one who imtes amiss 
A fool might once himself alone expose. 

Now one in verse makes many more in prose 
’Tis wth our judgments as our watches, none 
Go just alike, yet each believes his own. lo 

In poets as true genius is but rare. 

True taste as seldom is the critic’s share ; 

Both must alike from heaven denve their light, 

These bom to judge, as well as those to write, 

I Let such teach others who themselves excel. 

And censure freely who have written well 
Authors are partial to then wit, 'tis true. 

But are not critics to their judgment too? 

Yet if we look more closely, we shall find 
Most have the seeds of judgment in their mina so 
Nature affords at least a glimmering light; 

The lines, though touched but faintly, are drawn right 
But as the slightest sketch, if justly traced, 
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Is by ill-colounng but the more disgraced, 

So by false learning is good sense defaced • 

Some are bewildered in the maze of schools, 

And some made coxcombs nature meant but fools 
In search of wit these lose their common sense, 

And then turn critics in their own defence . 

Each burns alike, nho can, or cannot write, 30 
Or ivith a rival’s, or an eunuch's spite. 

All fools have still an itching to deride, 

And fain would be upon the laughing side. 

If Msevius scribble in Apollo’s spite, 

There are who judge still worse than he can write 
Some have at first for wits, then poets past, 

Turned critics next, and proved plain fools at last 
Some neither can for wits nor critics pass, 

As heavy mules are neither horse nor ass 
Those half-learned witlings, numerous in our isle, 40 
As half-formed insects on the banks of N’’.* , 
Unfinished things, one knows not what to call, 

Their generation’s so cquuocal 

To tell 'em, would a hundred tongues require. 

Or one vain wit’s, that might a hundred tire 
But you who seek to give and ment fame. 

And justly bear a critic’s noble name, 

Be sure yourself and jour own reach to know, 

How far your genius, taste, and learning go. 

Launch not beyond your depth, but be discreet, 50 
And mark that point where sense and dulncss meet 
Nature to all things fixed the limits fit, 

And wisely curbed proud man’s pretending wit 
As on the land while here the ocean gains, 

In other parts it leaves wide sandy plains , 

Thus in the soul while memory prevails. 
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The solid po^^ er of understanding fails ; 

Where beams of warm imagination play," 

The memory’s soft figures melt away. 

One science only will one genius fit, 6o 

So vast IS art, so narrow human wit 
Not only bounded to peculiar arts. 

But oft in those confined to single parts 
Like kings we lose the conquests gained before. 

By vain ambition still to make them more , 

Each might his several province well command. 
Would all but stoop to what they understand 

First follow nature, and your judgment frame 
By her just standard, which is still the same . 
Unerring Nature, still divinely bright, 70 

One clear, unchanged, and universal light, 

Life, force, and beauty, must to all impart. 

At once the source, and end, and test' of art 
Art from J^|?fund each just supply provides. 

Works w’lthout show', and ivitliout pomp presides ; 

In some fair body thus the informing soul 
With spirits feeds’, with vigour fills the whole. 

Each motion guides, and every nerve sustains; 

Itself unseen, but in the effects, remains 

Some, to whom Heaven in wit has been profuse, 80 

Want as much more, to turn it to its use , 

For wit and judgment often are at strife, 

Though meant each other’s aid, like man and w'lfe. 
'Tis more to guide, than spur the muse’s steed , 
Restrain his fury, than provoke his speed , 

The winged courser, like a generous horse, 

Shows most true mettle-when you check his couise. 

Those rules of old discovered, not devised, 

Are nature still, but nature methodized , 
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Nature, like liberty, is but restrained 9 ° 

By the same laws which first herself ordained ^ 

Hear how learned Greece her useful rules indites. 
When to repress, and when indulge our flights 
High on Parnassus’ top her sons' she showed, 

And pointed out those arduous paths they trod. 

Held from afar, aloft, the immortal prize, 

And urged the rest by equal steps to rise 
Just precepts thus from great examples given. 

She drew from them what they derived from Heaven 
The generous cntic fanned the poet’s fire, loo 

And taught the world with reason to admire 
Then cnticism the muse’s handmaid proved. 

To dress her charms, and make her more beloved 
'But follomng wits from that intent'on strayed. 

Who could not win the mistress, w'ooed the maid , 
Against the poets their own arms they turned, 

Sur 3 > to hate most the laen from whom they learned 
. So modem ’Pothecanes, taught the art 
By doctor’s bills to play the doctor’s part. 

Bold in the practice of mistaken rules, i lo 

Prescnbe, apply, and call their masters fools 
Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey. 

Nor time nor moths e’er spoiled so much as they 
Some dnly plain, wuthout invention’s aid. 

Write dull receipts how poems may be made 
These leave the sense, them learning to display. 

And those explain the meaning quite away 
You then whose judgment the right course would 
steer. 

Know ■well each Ancient’s proper character , 

His fable, subject, scope in every page , 120 

Religion, country, genius of his age 
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Without all these at once before your eyes, 

Casal you may, but never criticise ^ - 

Be Homer’s works your study and delight, 

Read them by day, and meditate by night. 

Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims 
bring. 

And trace the muses upward to their spring 
Still uith itself compared, his text peruse , 

And let your comment be the Mantuanjnuse 
‘\ATien first young Maro in his boundless mind^ 130 
A work to outlast immortal Rome designed. 

Perhaps he seemed above the cntic’s law. 

And but from nature’s fountains scorned to draw : 
But when to examine eveiy part he came. 

Nature and Homer were, he found, the same 
Convinced, amazed, he checks the bold design , 

And rules as stnct his laboured work confine. 

As if the Staginte o’erlooked each Ime. 

Learn hence for ancient rules a just esteem; 

.To copy nature is to copy them 140 

Some b^ubes yet no precepts can declare. 

For there’s a happiness as well as care. 

Music resembles poetiy, in each 

^ The author after this verse onginally inserted the follomng, 
•I’hich he has, hove^er, omitted in all the editions — 

Zoilus, had these been known without a name, 

Had died, and Perault ne’er been damned to fame ; 

The sense of sound antiquity had reigned. 

And sacred Homer yet been unprofaned 
None e’er had thought his comprehensive mind 
To modem customs, modem rules confined , 

Who for all age writ, and all mankind 
^ It is a tradition preserved by Servius, that Virgil began with 
WTTiting a poem of the Alban and Roman affairs ; w'hich he found 
above his years, and descended first to imitate Theocntus on rural 
subjects, and aftenvatds to Copy Homer in Heroic poetry. 


£SSA y OJ^ CRITICISM 


!I0 


220 


Pnde, where wits fails, steps in to our defei^cc, 

And fills up all the mighty void of sense. 

If once nght reason drives that cloud aA\ay, 

Truth breaks upon us mth resistless day 
Trust not yourself, but your defects to know, 

Make use of every ftiend — and every foe 
A little learning is a dangerous thing 
Dnnk deep, or taste not the Pierian spring 
Their shallow draughts intoxicate the brain; 

And drinking largely sobers us again 
Fired at first sight with what the muse impartS; 

In fearless youth we tempt the heights of arts, 

AVhile from the bounded level of our mind 
Short views we take, nor see the lengths behind, 

"But more advanced, behold with strange surprise 
New distant scenes of endless science nse ' 

So pleased at first the toivenng Alps we try 
Mount o’er the vales, and seem to tread the sky, 

The eternal snows appear already past, 

And the first clouds and mountains seem the last , 
But, those attained, we tremble to survey 
The growing labours of the lengthened way, 230 
The increasing prospect tires our uandenng eyes. 
Hills peep o’er hills, and Alps on Alps arise ! 

A perfect judge will read each w'ork of ivit / \ 

With the same spirit that Us author writ < 

Survey the whole, nor seek slight faults to find 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms tlie mind , 

' ‘Nor lose, for that malignant dull delight. 

The generous pleasure to be charmed with wit 
Bjut m su ch la ys as neither ebb, nor flow, ^ 

- Correct!} cold, and regularly low, 

' That shunning faults, one quiet tenor keep , 


240 



JESS AY ON CRITICISM 




We cannot blame indeed but we may sleep. 

In wit, as nature, what affects our hearts 
Is not the exactness of peculiar parts , 

}|Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 
flSut the joint force and full result' of all 
Thus when we view some well-proportioned dome, 

(The world’s just wonder, and even thme, 0 Roipe') 

No single parts unequally surprise. 

All comes united to the admiring eyes \ 250 

No monstrous height, or breadth, or length appear. 

The whole at once is bold, and regular 
Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see. 

Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er shall be. 

In every work regard the writer’s end. 

Since none can compass more than they intend ; 

And if the means be just, die conduct true. 

Applause, in spite of tnvial faults, is due ; 

As men of breeding, sometimes men of wit. 

To avoid great errors, must the less commit* 260 , 
^Neglect the rules each verbal critic lays, 'J' 

For not to know some trifles, is a praise / , ' - 1 

Most cntics, fond of some subservient art, ~j < f 
Still make the whole depend upon a part : J , 

They talk of principles, but notions pnze, * U . 

And all to one loved folly sacrifice ^ i, ' ' 

Once on a time, La Mancha^s knight,^ they say,'' 
jA certain bard eucou'atexmg on the way, 

Discoursed in terms jas just, with looks as sage, 

:As e’er could*^^^n1s oFtlie Gr^aji at^age^c.^ 270 ; 

Concluding all were desperate ^ts and fools, ^ } 

Who durst depart from Aristode’s rules. ■' 

^ The incident is taken from the second part of Don Quixote, 

5t written by Don Alonzo Fernandez de Avellanada. , , 
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Our author, happy in a judge so nice, 

Produced his play, and begged the hnight’s jidMce, 
Made him observe the subject, and the plot, 

The manners, passions, unities ; what not? 

All ivhich, e\act to rule, were brought about, 
tVere but a combat m the lists left out 
“ What’ leave the combat out?’’ exclaims the knight j 
Yes, or we must renounce the Stagintc ' ' 280 

‘'Not so by Heaven” (he answers m a rage), 

“ Knights, squires, and steeds, must enter on the stage.” 

Sc vast a throng the stage can ne’er contain 
“ Then build a new, or act it in a plain ” 

Thus critics, of less judgment than can^cc, 

Curious not knowing, not exact but nice. 

Form short ideas , and offend in arts, 

(As most in manners) by a love to parts. 

Some to conceit alone them taste confine, 

A.nd glittering thoughts struck out at ever} line, 290 
Pleased with a work where nothing’s just or fit. 

One glaring chaSs and wild heap of wit 
Poets like painters, thus, unskilled to trace 
The naked nature and the living grace, 

With gold and jewels cover everj' part. 

And hide with ornaments their want of art* \ ^ 

True writ is nature to advantage dressed, ' ~ 

What oft was thought, but ne’er so well expressed , 
Something, whose truth convinced at sight we find. 
That gives us back the image of our mind 300 | 
As shades more swreetly recommend the light. 

So modest plainness sets off sprightly w it. 

For works may have more wit than does them good, 
‘’"As bodies perish through excess of blood. 

X Others for language all'their care exnress. 
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And \‘nliic boolcs, as women men, for dress • 

Their praise is still,—ihc style »s excellent : 

7 'he sense, they humbly lake upon content 
UVords arc like leaxes j and nhere they most aboimif 
^{ucli fruit of sense beneath is rarely found, 
j False eloquence, like the prismat ic glass, 

' Ip: gaudy colours spreads on cverj-^ place; - 
*1110 face of inturc n c no more surx cy, 

- All glares alike, wihout distinction gay : 

' Bill true expression, like the unchanging sun, 

Clears jind improxcs xyhate’er it shines upon,' 

It gilds alljobjccts, but i\altm none. 

Exprc<^on is the dress of thought, and still ^ 
Appears niorc decent, as more suitable ; 

, A vile conceit in pompous xxords expressed, ; 320 

’ Is like a clown in regal purjile dressed : 

For different styles nith different subjects sort. 

As scxcral garbs xxitli countrj, town, and court 
Some by old x\ ords to fame have made pretence, 
Ancients in phrase, mere moderns m their sense , 
Such laboured nothings, in so strange a style, 

Amaze the unlearned, and make the learned smile 
Unluckj', as Fungoso m the play,' 

These sparks mth nxxkxx.ard -vanity display 

Wiat the fine gentleman wore yesterday, 330 

And but so mimic ancient wits at best. 

As apes our grandsircs, in their doublets dresL 
In -words, as fashions, the same rule will hold ; 

Alike fantastic, if too new, or old : 

Be not the first by whom the new arc tried, 

Kor yet the last to lay the old aside 

* Stc Ben Jenson's F.very Man otti of hts Jlnmom 
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But most by numbers judge a poet’s song , 

And smooth or rough, with them is right or Mrong 
In the bright muse though thousand charms conspire, 
Her voice is all these tuneful fools admire , 340 

Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear. 

Not mend their minds , as some to church repair. 

Not for the doctrine, but the music there. 

These equal syllables alone require. 

Though oft the ear the open vowels tirej 
While expletives their feeble aid do join 
And ten low w ords oft creep in one dull line 
While they ring round the same umaried chimes, 

With sure returns of still expected thjmcs. 

Where'er you find “ the cooling w’cstcm breeze,” 350 
In the next line, it “whispers through the trees ” 

If crystal streams “with pleasing murmurs creep," 
The reader's threatened (not in lain) with “ sleep • 
Then, at the last and only couplet fraught 
With some unmeaning thing they call a thought, 

A needless Alexandnne ends the song , 

That, like a wounded snake, drags its sloiv length 
along 

Leave such to tune their own dull rhjmes, and know 
What’s roundly smooth or languishmgly slow' , 

And praise the easy ngour of a line, 360 

Where Denham’s strength, andWalleds sw'cetness join 
\ True ease in writing comes from art, not chance, 

I As those move easiest who have learned to dance 
’Tis not enough no harshness gives offence, 

The sound must seem an echo to the sense 
Soft is the strain when zephyr gently blow'S, 

^ Thebeiuty of tValler's versification is impaired by the ^cry 
frequent use of the expletwe c/o 
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And the smooth stream in smoother numbers flows , 
But when loud surges lash the sounding shore, 

The hoarse, rough \erse should like the torrent roar 
When Ajax stn\ es some rock’s »'astn eight tothrow, 370 
The line too labours, and the words move slow; 

Not so, when swift Camilla scours the plain. 

Flies o’er tlie unbending com, and skims along the 
mam 

Hear how' Timotheus* varied lays surprise,^ 

And bid alternate passions fall and rise • 

While, at each change, the son of Libyan Jove 
Now bums with glory, and then melts with love. 

Now his fierce ej es wuth sparkling fury glow, 

Now sighs steal out, and tears begin to flow . 
Persians and Greeks like turns of nature found, 380 
And the world’s nctor stood subdued by sound ' 

The pow'cr of music all our hearts allow, 

And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 

Avoid extremes , and shun the fault of such, 

Who still are pleased too little or too much 
At e\ ery tnfle scorn to take offence. 

That always shows great pnde, or little sense , 

Those heads, as stomachs, are not sure the best. 

Which nauseate all, and nothing can digest 

Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move , 390 

For fools admiie, but men of sense approve 

As things seem large which we through mists descry, 

Dulness is ever apt to magnify. 

Some foreign wnters, some our ow'ii despise , 

The ancients only, or the modems pnze 

^ See Alexanders Feast, or the Power of Mnstc, an Ode by Mr 
Diydcn Timotheus the dithyrambic poet of Miletus really died 
three years before the birth of Alexander, in 359 
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Thus wit, like faith, by each man is applied 
To one small sect, and all are damned beside. 

Meanly they seek the blessing to confine, 

And force that sun but on a part to shine, 

Which not alone the southern wit sublimes, 40® 
But ripens spirits in cold northern climes , 

Which from the first has shone on j^es past, 

Enlights the present, and shall warm the last , 

Though each may feel increases and decays. 

And see now clearer and now darker days 
Regard not then if wit be old or new. 

But blame the false, and value still the true 
Some ne’er advance a judgment of their own. 

But catch the spreading notion of the town j 
They reason and conclude by precedent, 410 

And own stale nonsense which they ne’er invent 
Some judge of authors’ names, not works, and then 
Nor praise nor blame the writings, but the men 
Of all this servile herd the worst is he 
That in proud dulness joins ivith quality. 

A constant critic at the great man’s board. 

To fetch and carry nonsense for my lord. 

What woeful stuff this madngal Mould be. 

In some starved hackney sonneteer, or me ? 

But let a lord once own the happy lines, 420 

How the wit bnghtens ' how the style refines 
Before his sacred name flies every fault. 

And each exalted stanza teems with thought • 

The vulgar thus through imitation err , , 

As oft the learned by being singular ; 

So much they scorn the crowd, that if the throng 
By chance go right, they purposely go wrong , 

So schismatics the plain believers quit. 
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And arc but damned for ha\ing too much wit 
Some praise at morning ^\hat they blame at night , 
But always think the last opinion nglit 431 

A muse by these is like a mistress used, 

This hour she’s idolised, the ne\t abused , 

While their weak‘ heads like towns unfortified, 

’T\M\t sense and nonsense daily change their side 
Ask them the cause , they’re wiser still, they say , 
And still to-morrow's wiser than to-day. 

We think our fathers fools, so wise we grow. 

Our wiser sons, no doubt, will think us so 

Once school-divmes this zealous isle o’erspread , 440 

Who knew most sentences, was deepest read , ^ 

Faith, gospel, all, seemed made to be disputed. 

And none had sense enough to be confuted . 

Scotists and Thomists, now, in peace remain;’ 
Amidst their kindred cobwebs m Duck Lane.® 

If faith Itself has different dresses worn, 

^^^lat W’onder modes in wit should take their turn ? 
Oft, leaving w'hat is natural and fit. 

The current folly proves the ready wit; 

And authors think their reputation safe, 450 

Which lives as long as fools are pleased to laugh 
Some valuing those of their own side or mind. 

Still make themselves the measure of mankind ; 
Fondly we think we honour ment then, 

When we but praise ourselves m other men 

* le Passages from the fathers. Peter Lombard who made a 
collection of these received the name of “the Master of the Sen- 
tences ” 

- The greatest of the schoolmen were the Dommican Thomas 
Aquinas, and the Francjscan Duns Scotus 
^ A place where old and second-hand boohs were sold formerly, 
near Smilhficld 
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Parties in ivit attend on those of state. 

And public faction doubles private hate 
Pnde, malice, folly, against Dryden rose. 

In various shapes of parsons, cntics, beaux 

But sense survived, when merry jests were past , 460 

For rising merit will buoy up at last 

Might he return, and bless once more our eyes, 

New Blachmores^ and new Milboums® must anse 
Nay, should great Homer lift his awful head, 

Zoilus again would start up from the dead 
Envy will merit, as its shade, pursue. 

But like a shadow, proves the substance true. 

For envied wit, like Sol edipsed, makes knowm 
The opposing body's grossness, not its own, 
l\Tien first that sun too powerful beams displays, 470 
It draws up vapours which obscure its rays , 

But even those clouds at last adorn its way 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day 
Be thou the first true merit to befriend , 

Ills praise is lost, who stays, till all commend 
Short IS the date, alas, of modem rhymes. 

And 'tis but just to let them live betimes. 

No longer now that golden age appears, 
llTien patnarch-wits survived a thousand years 
Now length of fame (our second life) is lost, 480 
And bare threescore is all even that can boast j 
Our sons their fathers’ failing language see. 

And such as Chaucer is, shall Dryden be 

^ The paison alluded to •nas Jeremy Collier, the author of A 
Viorl VteM, , of ike Englah Sta^, the cntic and hean u-as the 
Duke of Buchingham, the author of the Rekeanal 
" Sir Richard Bla^tnore, the author of a philosophical poem 
'.ailed The Creation 
" The Rev Mr Luke Milboum. 
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So when the faithful pencil has designed 
Some bnght idea of the master’s mind, 

A\Tiere a new world leaps out at his command. 

And ready nature waits upon his hand , 

^Vhen the npe colours soften and unite. 

And sweetly melt into just shade and light, 

When mellowmg years their full perfection give, 490 
And each bold figure just begins to live. 

The treacherous colours the fair art betray, 

And all the bnght creation fades away ’ 

Unhappy wit, like most mistaken Aings, 

Atones not for tliat envy -which it brings 
In youth alone its empty praise we boast, 

But soon the short-lived rarnty is lost • 

Like some fair flower the early spring supplies, 

That gaily blooms, but even in blooming dies 
IVhat IS this -nut, tv Inch must our cares employ? 500 
The owner’s wife, that other men enjoy; 

Then most our trouble still when most admired, 

And still the more we give, the more required , 
Whose fame with pains Tve guard, but lose with 
ease. 

Sure some to vex, but never all to please , 

^Tis what the -vicious fear, the virtuous shun. 

By fools ’tis hated, and by knaves undone ' 

If wit so much from ignorance undergo, 

Ah, let not leammg too commence its foe ' 

Of old, those met rewards who could excel, 510 
And such were praised who but endeavoured w’ell 
Though triumphs were to generals only due. 

Crowns were reserved to grace the soldiers too 
Now^, they who reach Parnassus’ lofty crowm. 

Employ their pams to spurn some others down. 
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And while self-love each jealous wnter rules, 
Contending wits become the sport of fools 
But still the worst with most regret commend, 

For each ill author is as bad a fnend 
To what base ends, and by what abject wa)s, 520 
Are mortals urged through sacred lust of praise 1 
Ah, ne’er so dire a thirst of glory boast, 

Nor in the critic let the man be lost 
Good-nature and good-sense must ever join ; 

To err is human, to forgne, divine 
But if m noble minds some dregs remain 
Not yet purged off, of spleen and sour disdain j 
Discharge that rage on more provoking crimes. 

Nor fear a dearth in these flagitious times 
No pardon vile obscenity should find, 530 

Though wit and art conspire to move your mind , 

But dulness with obscenity must prove 
As shameful sure as impotence in love 
In the fat age of pleasure, wealth, and case. 

Sprung thfe rank weed, and thrived with large increase • 
^Vhen love was all an easy monarch’s care , 

Seldom at council, never in a war 

Jilts ruled the state, and statesmen farces wnt , 

Nay, wits had pensions, and young lords had wit 
The fair sat panting at a courtier’s play, 540 

And not a mask went unimproved away ^ 

The modest fan was lifted up no more, 

And virgins smiled at what they blushed before 
The following licence of a foreign reign 
Did all the drees of bold Soemus dram ; 

•* Alluding to fne cc%tom in dial age of ladici going m ni'isks to 
Uic play 
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^ Then unbelieving priests reformed the nation, 2 
And taught moie pleasant methods of salvation] 
Where Heaven’s free subjects might their rights dispute, 
Lest God himself should seem too absolute : 

Pulpits their sacred satire learned to spare, 550 
And vice admired to find a flatterer there ' 
Encouraged thus, wit’s Titans braved the skies, 

And the press groaned with licensed blasphemies 
These monsters, critics* with your darts engage. 

Here point your thunder, and exhaust your rage ! 

Yet shun their fault, who, scandalously nice,' 

Will needs mistake an author into vice ] 

All seems infected that the infected spy, 

As all looks yellow to the jaundiced eye 

77ZI 

Learn then what morals critics ought to show, 560 
For ’tis but half a judge’s task, to know. 

’Tis not enough, taste, judgment, learning, join , 

In all you speak, let truth and candour slnne . 

That not alone what to your sense is due 
All may allow , but seek your friendship too. 

Be silent always when you doubt ypur sense , 

And speak, though sure, with seeming diffidence • 
Some positive, persisting fops we know. 

Who, if once wrong, will needs be always so , 

But you, with pleasure own your errors past, 570 
And make each day a cntic on the last 
’Tis not enough, your counsel still be true , 

Blunt truths more mischief than nice falsehoods do , 

^ The author has omitted two lines which stood here, as con- 
taining a national reflection, which in his stricter judgment he 
could not but disapprove on any people whatever 
® Viz. the “Latitudinanan” divmes of the Low Church paity. 
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Men must be taught as if you taught them not, 

And things unknown proposed as things forgot. 
Without good breeding, truth is disapproved. 

That only makes supenor sense beloved 

Be niggards of advice on no pretence , 

For the worst avarice is that of sense 
With mean complacence ne’er betray your trust, 5S0 
Nor be so cml as to prove unjust 
' Fear not the anger of the wise to raise , 

Those best can bear reproof, who merit praise. 

'Twere well might critics still this freedom take. 

But Appius reddens at each word you speak. 

And stares, tremendous, with a threatening eye,*^ 

Like some fierce tyrant in old tapestry' 

Fear most to tax an honourable fool, 

Whose right it is, uncensured, to be dull , 

Such, without wit, are poets when they please, 590 
As without learning they can take degrees 
Leave dangerous truths to unsuccessful satires. 

And flattery to fulsome dedicators, 

"Whom, when they praise, the w orld believes no more, 
Than when they promise to give scribbling o’er 
’Tis best sometimes your censure to restrain, 

And chantably let the dull be vain 
Your silence there is better than your spite. 

For who can rail so long as they can w’nte ? 

“ This picture was taken to himself by John Dennis, a furious 
old critic by profession, who, upon no other proiocation, wrote 
against this essay and its author, in a manner perfectly lunatic for, 
as to the mention made of him in ver 270, he took it os a com- 
yhment and said it was treacherously meant to cause him to oa er- 
look this abuse of his person Dennis is alluded to by the name of 
Appius in consequence of his tragedy of Appius and Viiginia w Inch 
wa- damned in 1709 • 
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Still humming on, their drowsy course they keep, 600 
And lashed so long, like tops, are lashed asleep. 
False steps but help them to renew the race, 

As, after stumbling, jades will mend their pace. 

What cron ds of these, impemtently bold. 

In sounds and jinghng syllables grown old, 

Still run on poets, in a raging vein, 

Even to the dregs and squeezings of the brain. 

Strain out the last dull droopmgs of their sense, 

And rhyme with all tlie rage of impotence 
Such shameless bards we have, and yet ’tis true, 610 
There are as mad abandoned critics too. 

The bookfiil blockhead, ignorantly read. 

With loads of learned lumber in his head, 

With his own tongue still edifies his ears. 

And always listening to himself appears 
All books he reads, and all he reads assails, 

From Dryden’s fables down to Durfe/s tales 
With him, most authors steal their works, or buy , 
Garth did not wnte liis own Dispensary ' 

Name a new play, and he’s the poet’s friend, 620 
Nay, showed his faults — but when would poets mend? 
No place so sacred from such fops is barred, 

Nor IS Paul’s church more safe than Paul’s churchyard.® 
Nay, fly to altars , there they’ll talk you dead . 

For fools rush in where angels fear to tread 
Distrustful sense with mo®est caution speaks. 

It still looks home, and short excursions makes , 

^ A common slander at that time in prejudice of that deserving 
author Our poet did him this justice, when that slander most pr^ 
vailed and it is now (perhaps the sooner for this veiy verse) dead 
and forgotten . , , .v 

* Before the fire of London, St Paul’s churdiyard was the 
headquarters of the boolcsellers 
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But rattling nonsense in full volleys breaks, 

And never shocked, and never turned aside, 

Bursts out, resistless, with a thundering tide 630 
But where’s the man, who counsel can bestow, 

Still pleased to teach, and yet not proud to know? 
Unbiassed, or by favour, or by spite ; 

Not dully prepossessed, nor blindly nght ; 

Though learned, well-bred j and though well-bred 
sincere. 

Modestly bold, and humanly severe • 

Who to a friend his faults can freely show, 

And gladly praise the merit of a foe? 

Blest with a taste exact, jet unconfined j 
A knowledge both of books and human kind 640 
Generous converse , a soul exempt from pride , 

And love to praise, with reason on his side ? 

Such once were cntics , such the happy few, 
Athens and Rome in better ages knew’. 

The mighty Stagirite first left the shore, 

Spread all his sails, and durst the deeps explore 
He steered securely, and discovered far, 

Led by the light of the Mmonian star 
Poets, a race long unconfined, and free, 

Still fond and proud of savage liberty, 650 

Received his laws , and stood convinced ’twas fit. 
Who conquered nature, should preside o’er wit 
Horace still charms with graceful negligence, 

And without method talks us into sense. 

Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 
The truest notions m the easiest way 
He, who supreme in judgment, as in wit. 

Might boldly censure, as he boldly wnt 

Yet judged with coolness, though he sung with fire , 
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His precepts teach but what his works inspire. 660 
Our cntics take a contrary extreme, 

They judge with fury, but they wnte with phlegm . 
Nor suifers Horace more in. wrong translations 
By wits, than critics in as wrong quotations. 

See Dionj^ius Homer’s thoughts refine,^ 

And call new beauties forth from every lint 
Fancy and art in gay Petronius please. 

The scholar’s learning, with the courtier’s ease. 

In grave Quintilian’s copious work, ive find 
The justest rules, and clearest method joined : 670 

Thus useful arms in magazines w’e place. 

All ranged in order, and disposed with grace. 

But less to please the eye, than arm the hand. 

Still fit for use, and ready at command. 

Thee, bold Longinus ' all the nine inspire. 

And bless their cntic with a poet’s fire 
An ardent judge, who zealous in his trust. 

With warmth gives sentence, yet is always just j 
IVhose own example strengthens all his laws , 

And is himself that great sublime he draws 6S0 
Thus long succeeding cntics justly reigned. 

Licence repressed, and useful laws ordained. 

Learning and Rome ahke in empire grew j 
And arts still followed where her eagles flew j 
From the same foes, at las^ both felt their doom, 

And the same age saw learning fall, and Rome. 

With tjnranny, then superstition joined. 

As that the body, this enslaved the mind , 

Much was believed, but htUe understood. 

And to be dull was construed to be good , 65° 


' Of Halicamassus 
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A second deluge learning thus o’er-run, 

And the Monks finished what the Goths begun 
At length Erasmus, that great injured name, 

(The glory of the priesthood, and the shame *) 
Stemmed the wild torrent of a barbarous age. 

And drove those holy Vandals off the stage 
But see ' each muse, m Leo’s golden dajs. 

Starts from her trance, and trims her withered bays, 
Rome's ancient genius, o’er its mins spread. 

Shakes off the dust, and rears his reverend head 700 
Then sculpture and her sister-arts reviv e ; 

Stones leaped to form, and rocks began to live j 
With sweeter notes each nsing temple mng, 

A Raphael painted, and a Vida sung ^ 

Immortal Vida on whose honoured brow 
The poet’s bays and cntic’s ivy grow • 

Cremona now shall ever boast thy name. 

As next in place to hlantna, next in fame ' 

But soon by impious arras from Latium chased. 
Their ancient bounds the banished muses passed, 710 
Thence arts o’er all the northern world advance, 

But cntic-leaming flourished most in France 
The rules a nation, bom to serve, obejs. 

And Boileau still in right of Horace sways 
But we, brave Britons, foreign laws despised. 

And kept'unconquered, and unavihzed. 

Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, 

We still defy the Romans, as of old 
Yet some there were, among the sounder few 
Of those who less presumed, and better knew, 720 
Who durst assert the juster ancient cause. 


' Chiefly laK-'in by his Artc/Ecelty 
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And here restored wit’s fundamental laws 
Such was the muse, whose rules and practice tell,^ 

" Nature’s chief master-piece is writing well " 

Such was Roscommon, not more learned than good. 
With manners generous as his noble blood. 

To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, 
And every author’s merit, but his own. 

Such late was Walsh — the muse’s judge and friend, 
Who justly knew to blame or to commend , 730 

To failings mild, but zealous for desert; 

The clearest head, and the sincerest heart 
This humble praise, lamented shade • receive, 

This praise at least a grateful muse may give 
- The muse, lYhose early voice you taught to sing. 

Prescribed her heights, and pruned her tender wing, 

/ 

* Essay on Poetry by the Duke of Buckingham Our poet !s 
not the only one of his time who complimented this essay, and its 
noble author Mr Dryden had done it very largely in the dedica- 
tion to his tfhnslation of the Aineid : and Dr Garth in the first 
edition of his Dispensary says, — 

'' “ The Tiber now no courtly Gallus see^ 

But smiling 1 hames enjoys his Normanbys 
Though aftenvards omitted, when parties were earned so high in 
the reign of Queen Anne, as to allow no commendation to an 
opposite in politics The Duke was all his life a steady adherent 
to the Church of England party, yet an enemy to the extravagant 
measures of the court in the reign of Charles II On whicli account 
after having strongly patronized Mr Dryden, a coolness succeeded 
between them on that poet’s absolute attachment to the court, 
which earned him some lengths beyond what the Duke could 
approve of This nobleman’s true character had been very veil 
marked by Mr Dryden before, 

“The muse’s friend, 

Himself a muse In Sanadnn’s debate 
True to his pnnee, but not a slave of state ” 

Ais and Achit 

Our author was more happy, he ws honoured very young with his 
friendship, and it continued till his death in all the circumstances 
of a familiar esteem. 
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(Her guide now lost) no more attempts to nsc, 

But in low numbers short evcursions tries * 

Content, if hence the unlearned their uants may •vie^\, 
The learned reflect on what before they knew • 740 

Careless of censure, nor too fond of fame ; 

Still pleased to praise, yet not afraid to blame, 

Averse alike to flatter, or offend ; 

Not free from faults, nor yet loo vain to mend. 


THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 


AN HEROI-COMICAL POEM 

Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violare capillos , 
bed juvat, hoc precibos me tnbiusse tuis ' 

Mart , Eptgr \ii S4. 

TO MRS ARABELLA FERMOR.= 

Madam, — It m ill be in vain to deny that T have some regard for 
this piece, since I dedicate it to yon Yet you may bear me wit- 
ness, it was intended only to divert a few young ladies, who have 
good sense and good humour enough to laugh not only at their 

^ It appears, by this motto, that the following poem was written 
or published at the lady’s request But there are some further ar- 
cumstances not iimiorthy relating Mr Caiyl (a gentleman who 
Mas secretary to Queen Mary, wiie of James II , vbose fortunes he 
followed into France, author of the comedy of Str Solomon Single, 
and of several translations in Dryden’s Miscellanies) originally 
proposed the subject to him in a view of putting an end, by this 
piece of ridicule, to a quarrel that u as nsen between two noble 
families, those of Lord Petre and of Mrs Fermor, on the trifling 
occasion of his having cut off a lock of her hair The author sent 
it to the lady, with whom he was acquainted , and she took it so 
w ell as to give about copies of it That first sketch (w e learn from 
one of his letters) was wTitten in less than a fortnight, in 1711, in 
two cantos only, artd itivas so pnnted , first, in a miscellany of 
Bern, Lintot’s, without the name of the author But it was 
receiied so well that he made it more considerable the next year 
by the addition of the machinery of the sylphs, and extended it to 
five cantos - 

This insertion he always esteemed, and justly, the greatest effort 
of his slill and arl as a poet — Warburion 

- Miss Arabella Femior ivas, in 1714, married to Francis Per- 
kins, Esq of Ufton Court, Berks Her portrait is still preserved 
at het father’s seat, Tusmore. 0 
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sex's little unguarded follies, but at Uicir own. But as it \s as com 
municalcd Mith the aw of a seact, it soon found its way into the 
world An imperfect copy having been offered to a boohscllcr^ 
you had the good nature for my sake to consent to the publication 
of one more correct This I was forced to, before 1 had executed 
half my design, for the machinery aias entirely wanting to com- 
plete It 

The raadiincty, madam, is a term invented by the critics, to sig- 
nify that part which the deities, angels, or demons are made to 
act in a poem For the ancient poets arc m one reject like many 
modem ladies let an action be neaer so tniial in itself, they 
all! ays make it appear of the utmost importance These machines 
1 determined to raise on a aery new and odd foundation, the Rosi- 
crucian doctrine of spirits 

1 know how disagreeable it is to make utc of hard words licforc 
a lady, but it is so much the concern of a poet to have his works 
understood, and particularly by your sex, that you must give me 
leaie to explain two or three difhcuU terms. 

The Rosicructans arc a people I must bring y on acquainted w ith 
The best account I know of them is in a French book called La 
Comte de Cobalts, whidi both m its title and size is so like a no\ cl, 
that many of the fair sex base read it for one by mistake. Accord 
mg to these gentlemen, the four elements arc inhabitcil by spirits, 
which they call ^Iphs, gnomes, nymphs, and s.alamandcrs. The 
gnomes or demons of earth delight in mischief, but the sylphs, 
whose habitation is m the air, arc the best conditioned creatures 
imi^nable. For they say, any mortals may enjoy the most intimate 
familiarities wath these gentle spints, upon a condition aery easy to 
all true adepts, an inviolate presen ation of chastity 
As to the following cantos, all the passages of them arc as fabu- 
lous, as the vision at the beginning, or the transformation at the 
end, (except the loss of your hair, which I always mention with 
rcNcrence) The human persons arc as fictitious as the airy ones , 
and the character of Belinda, as it is now managed, resembles you 
m nothing hut in beauty 

If this poem had as many graces as there are m your person, or 
in your mind, yet I could never hope it should pass through the 
world half so uncensured as you have done But let Us fortune be 
what it M ill, mine is happy enough, to have given me this occasion 
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ofassunng }'ou that I am, with the truest esteem, Madam, Your 
most obedient, humble servant, A PorE 


The original idea of tins poem was confessedly due to Pope’s 
friend Car}]], and the cliaracters which carry on its action all 
belong to the circle of Catholic families in whicli Pope at tlic time 
mo\cd Tlialcstns was Mrs. Morlcy, and Sir Plume her brother 
Sir George Brown. In its origiml form it was published in 1712, 
in its present complete form, containing tlie addition of the 
ranchineiy of the s}lphs, in 1714 The K^> to the Lock, put forth 
in the following jear by “Esdras Bamevett Apo h,” which ex- 
pHincd the whole poem as a co\crt satire upon Queen Anne and 
the Barrier Treaty, was onJj mystification 

CANTO L 

What dire oflfence from amorous causes spnngs, 

'\^’hat mighty contests rise from trivial things, 

I sing — This verse to Carjl,* Muse ' is due 
This, even Belinda, may vouchsafe to view . 

Slight is the subject, but not so the praise, 

If she inspire, and he approve my lays. 

Say what strange motive, goddess ' could compel 
A w'ell-bred lord to assault a gentle belle ? 

O say what stranger cause, yet unexplored, 

Could make a gentle belle reject a lord? 10 

In tasks so bold, can little men engage. 

And in soft bosoms divells such mighty rage ? 

Sol through white curtains shot a timorous ray, 

And oped those eyes that must eclipse the day 
Now lap-dogs give themselves the rousing shake, 

And sleepless lovers, just at twelve, awake . 

Thrice rung the bell, the slipper knocked the ground, 

* John Caryl, n gentleman of an ancient Catholic family in 
biuscx, and lill his dcaih in 1736 a most inlimalt. friend of Pope s 
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And the pressed watch returned a silver sound 
Belinda still her donmy pillow prest, 

Her guardian sylph prolonged the balmy rest 
'Twas he had summoned to her silent bed 
The moming-dream that hovered o’er her head , 

A youth more glittering than a birth-night beau, 

(That even in slumber caused her cheek to glow) 
Seemed to her ear his winning lips to lay, 

And thus in whispers said, or seemed to say — 
Fairest of mortals, thou distinguished care 
Of thousand bnght inhabitants of air ' 

If e’er one vision touched thy infant thought, 

Of all the nurse and all the pnest have taugWt ; 

Of airj' elves by moonlight shadows seen. 

The silver token, and the orcled greejn, t 

Or virgins visited by angel-powers, 

With golden crowns and wreaths of heavenly flowen- , 
Hear and believe > thy oivn importance know, 

Nor bound thy narrow views to things below 
.Some secret truths, from lea rned p nde concealed. 

To maids'alone and children are revealed \ - 

What though no cred it douhtoigjwits may give? ' 

The fair and innocent shall still believe. 

' Know, then, unnumbered spints round thee fly, ■■ 
The light nulitia of the lower sky 
These, though unseen are ever on the wing, ' 

Hang o’er the box, and hover round the ring^j^^. 
Think what an equipage thou hast in air, ' 

And view with scorn two pages and a chair , ^ 
As now your own, our beings n ere of old, 

And once enclosed in woman’s beauteous mould ^ 
j Thence, by a soft transition, we repair ' 

From earthly vehicles to these of air. 
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Think not, when noman’s transient breath is fled, 
That all her unities at once are dead , 

Succeeding vanities she still regards. 

And though she pla}'s no more, o'erlooks the cards 
Her joy m gilded chariots, nhen ali\e, 

-Vnd love of onibre. ^tler death survive 
For when thejair in all their pnde expire. 

To their first elements their souls retire . 

The sprites of fierj' temagants in flame ^ 

Mount up, and take a salamander’s name.'c 
Soft j-ielding minds to water glide away. 

And s’p. nith nymphs, their elemental lea 
Tne graver pnide sinks downward to a gnome, ' < 

In search of mischief still on earth to roam ' . 

The light coquett es in sjlphs aloft repair. 

And sport and flutter in the fields of air 
Know further jet j whoever fair and chaste 
Rejects mankind, is by some sjlph embraced : 

For spmts, freed fropa mortal laws, with ease 
j Assume what sexes and what shapes they please 
I MTiat guards the purity of melting maids, . 

I In courtly balls, and midnight masquerades, - 
5 Safe from the treacherous fnend, the daring spark, 

I The glance by day, the whisper in the dark, ' 

I When kind occasion prompts dieir warm desires, 
When music softens, and when dancing fires? 

’Tis but their sylph, the w ise celestials know. 

Though honour is the word with men below 

j o 

e 3 Some njanphs there are, too co nscious of their face 
^.^For life predestined to the gnomes’ embrace, i-v-- ' 
These swell their prospects exalt their pnde , 
When offers are disdained, and love denied , 

Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain, 
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While peers, and dukes, and all their siveeping tram. 

And garters, stars, and coronets appear. 

And in soft sounds, your grace salutes their ear 
'Tis these that early taint the female soul, 

Instruct the eyes of young coquettes to roll. 

Teach infant-checks a bidden blush to know, 

And little hearts to flutter at a beau ~s.- ^ t. 

Oft, when the world imagine women stay, 

The sylphs through myshc mazes guide tiieir way. 
Through all the giddy circle they pursue, 

And old impertinence expelled by new ' " 

What tender maid but must a victim fall 
To one man’s treat, but for another’s ball? 

When Flono speaks what vii^n could withstand,-' 

If gentle Damon did not squeeze her hand ? 

With varjung vanities, from every part. 

They shift the moving toyshop of theu’ heart , loo 
Where wigs with ivigs, with sword-knots sword-knots 
strive, 

Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive 
This erring jnortals levity may call , 

Oh blind to truth ' the sylphs contrive it all 
Of these am I, who thy protection claim, 

- A watchful spnte, and Anel is my name 
Late, as I mnged the ciystal wilds of air, 

In the clear mirror^ of thy ruling star 
I saw, alas ' some dread event impend, 

Ere to the mam this morning sun descend, no 

But heaven reveals not what, or how, or where 
Warned by the sylph, O pious maid, bewar^J. 

^ The lingu-ige of the Platonists, the venters of the intelligible 
world of spirits, fire. 
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This to disclose is all thy guardian can : 

Beware of all, but most beware of man > 

'j He said; when Sho^ who thought she slept too 
long, 

Leaped up, and waked his mistress with his tongue 
’Twas then, Belinda, if report say true. 

Thy eyes first opened on a billet-doux , 

Wounds, charms, and ardours were no sooner read, 

But all the vision vanished from thy head 120 

And now, unveiled, the toilet stands displayed, ■ 
Each silver vase in mystic order laid. ' ^ j 

Furst, robed in white, the nymph intent adores,. 

With head uncovered, the cosmetic'powers.^-’^ ’ 

' A heavenly image Vh the glas^ appears, 

I ^ j To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears , 

The i nferio r. priestess, at her altar’s side. 

Trembling begins the sacred rites of pnde 
Unnumbered treasures ope at once, and here 
The various offerings of the world appear, 130 

From each she nicely culls with curious toil, 

And decks the goddess with the glittering spoil - 

This casket India’s glowing gems unlocks. 

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 

The tortoise here and eleph ant unite. 

Transformed to combs, the speckled, and the white 
Here files of pins extend their shining rows. 

Puffs, powders, patches, Bibles, billet-doux. 

Now awful beauty puts on all its arms , 

} The fair each moment rises in her charms, 140 

Repairs her smiles, awakens every grace, 

I And calls forth all the wonders of her face ; 

I Sees by degrees a purer blush arise. 

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes ' 
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The busy sylphs surround their darling care,^ 

These set the head, and those divide the hair, 
Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the gown , 
And Betty’s praised for labours not her own 


CANTO IT 

Not with more glories, in the 'ethereal plain. 

The sun first rises o’er the purpled mam, ^ . 

Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams > 

Launched on the boSom of the silver Thames 

Fair nymphs, and ivell-dressed youths around her shone, 

But every eye was fixed on her alone 

On her white breast a sparkling cross she wore 

Which Jew'S might kiss, and infidels adore 

Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose. 

Quick as her eyes, and as unfixed as those • 10 

Favours to none, to all she smiles extends ] 

Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 

Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike. 

And, hke the sun, they shine on all alike 
Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride, ' 

I Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide • 

^ If to her share some female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and j'ou’frforget ’em all ' 

This nymph, to the destruction of m^ankind, '■* 
Nourished two locks, which graceful hung behind 20 


^ Ancient traditions of the Habhis relate, that several of the 
fallen angels became amorous of w omen, and particularise some 
among the rest Asad, who lay wath Naamah, the wife of Noah, oi 
of Ham, and who continuing impeititent, still presides over the 
women’s toilets Bercshi Rabbi in Genesis vi 2 
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In equal curls, and well conspired to deck 
With shining nnglets the smooth ivory neck 
_^sLove in these labynnths his slaves detains, 

And might y hearts are held in slender chains 
With hairy springes we the birds b^ay. 

Slight lines of hair surprise the fipny prey, 

Fair tresses man's imperial race ensnare, 

And beauty draws us with a single hair. 

The adventurou s . baron the bnght locks admire^i , 
He saw, he wshed, and to the prize aspired. 
Resolved to win, he meditates the way, 

By force to ravish, or by fraud betray. 

For i\hen success a lover's toil attends, 

Few ask, if fraud or force attained his ends 
For this, ere Phoeb us rose, he had implorea 
Propitious Heaven, and every power adored, ' 

But chiefly love — to love an altar built, 

Of tivelve vast French romances, neatly gilt 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves , 

And all the trophies of his former loves , 

With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 

And breathes three amorous sighs to raise the fire 
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize 
The powers gave ear, and granted half his prayer. 
The rest, the winds dispersed in empty air 
But now secure the painted vessel glides, 

The sunbeams trembling on the floating tides : 

While melting music steals upon the sky. 

And softened sounds along the waters die , 

Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently plaj 
Belinda smiled, and all the w’&fTd was gay. 

All but the sylph— with careful tlioughts opprest. 
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The impending woe sat heavy on his breast 

He summons strait his denizens of air, ‘ ' 

The lucid squadrons found the. sails repair: 

Soft o’er the shrouds 'aenal whispers breathe, 

That seemed but zephyrs to the tram beneath 
Some’ to the sun their insect wings unfold, 

Waft on the breeze, or sink in clouds of gold ^ 
Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight. 

Their fluid bodies half dissolved in light, 

Loose to the wind their airy garments flew, 

Thin glittering textures of the filmy dew. 

Dipped in the richest tincture of the skies, 

ItTiere light disports in ever-mingling dyes. 

While every beam new transient colours flin^s^ 
Colours that change whene’er they wave their wngs 
Amid the circle, on the gilded mast, 

Superior by the head, was Anel placed, 

His purple pinions opening to the sun. 

He raised his azure wand, and thus begun ^ 

Ye sylphs and sylphids, to your chief give ear • 
Fays, fames, gerai, elves, and demons, hear i 
Ye know the spheres and vanous tasks Assigned 
By laws eternal to the aenal kind " ' 

Some in the fields of purest ether play. 

And bask and whiten in the blaze of day 
Some guide the course of wandenng orbs oii high. 
Or roll the planets through the boundless sl{y - 
Some less refined, beneath the moon's pale hght 
Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night. 

Or suck the mists in grosser air below 
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, * 

Or brew fierce tempests on the wintry main, 

Or o’er the glebe distil the kindly ram 
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Others on earth o’er human race preside, 

Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide ; 
Of these the chief the care of nations own. 

And guard wth arms divine the Bntish throne 
Our humbler province is to tend the fair, 

Not a less pleasing,. though less glorious care, 
To save the powder from too rude a gale. 

Nor let the imprisoned essences exhale j 
To draw’ fresh colours from the vernal flowers j 
To steal from rainbow’s ere they drop in showers 


A brighter w’ash , to curl their waving hairs. 

Assist dieir blushes, and inspire their airs , 

Nay oft, in dreams, invention w’e bestow. 

To change a flounce, or add a furbelow 

This day, black omens threat the brightest fair. 
That e’er deserved a watchful spirit’s care , 

Some dire disaster, or by force, or slight , 

But what, or where, the fates have ivrapt in night 
Whether the nymph shall break Diana’s law, 

Or some frail China jar receive a flaw j 
Or stain her honour or her new brocade , 

Forget her prayers, or miss a masquerade , 

Or lose her heart, or necklace, at a ball , 

Or whether Heaven has doomed that Shock must fa 
Haste, then, ye spmts ' to your charge repair 
The fluttering fan be Zephyretta’s care , 

The drops to thee, Brillante, we consign. 

And, Momentilla, let the ivatch be thine , 

Do thou, CrispiBsa, tend her favourite lock, 

Anel himself shall be the guard of Shock. 

To fifty chosen sylphs, of special note. 

We trust the important charge, the petticoat * 

Oft have we known that seven-fold fence to fa , 
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Though stiff with hoops, and armed vnth ribs of 
whale, 

Form a strong line about the silver bound. 

And guard the wide circumference around 
"Whatever spint, careless of his charge. 

His post neglects, or leaves the fair at large. 

Shall feel sharp vengeance soon o’ertake his sins. 

Be stopped in viaJs, or transfixed u ith pins , 

Or plunged m lakes of bitter washes he. 

Or wedged whole ages in a bodkin’s eye * 

Gums and pomatums shall his flight restrain. 

While clogged he beats his silken wungs m vain, 130 
Or alum styptics with contracting pow er 
Shrink his thin essence like a nveled flower . 

Or, as Ixion fixed, the wretch shall feel 
The giddy motion of the whirling mill. 

In fumes of burning chocolate shall glow', 

And tremble at the sea that froths below > 

He spoke , the spirits from the sails descend , 

Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend , 

Some thnd the mazy nnglets of her hair. 

Some hang upon the pendants of her ear 140 

With beating hearts the dire event they wait. 

Anxious, and trembling for the birth of fate. 


CANTO III 

Close by those meads, for ever crowned with flow ers, 
Where Thames with pnde surveys his rising tow ers, 
There stands a structure of majestic frame, 

'Which from the neigjibounng Hampton takes its name 
Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom 
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V 


Of foreign tmnls and of nymphs at home. 

Here thou, great Anna • whom three realms obey, 

Dost sometimes counsel take— and sometimes tea 

Hither the heroes and the nymphs resort, 

To taste awhile the pleasures of a court, lo 

In various talk the instructive hours they past, 

Who ga\c the ball, or paid the visit last , 

One speaks the glory of the British queen, 

And one describes a charming Indian screen , 

A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes \ 

At eiery word a reputation dies. 

Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat. 

With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 

The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray , 20 

The hungr}’ judges soon the sentence sign. 

And -wretches hang that juiy-men may dine , 

The merchant from the e.\change returns m peace. 

And the long labours of the toilet cease 
Belinda now, whom thirst of fame invites, 

Burns to encounter two adventurous knights. 

At Ombre singly to decide their doom; 

And sw'clls her breast w ith conquests yet to come 
Straight the three bands prepare in arms to join, 

Each band the numbei: of the sacred nine ' 30 

Soon as she spreads her hand, the aerial guard 
Descend, and sit on each important card 
First Ariel perched upon a matadore, 

Then each, according lo the rank they bore , 

For sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race. 

Are, as w’hen women, w’ondrous fond of place 


’ Trom Congreve. — /fJj/Vj;// 
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Behold, four kings m majesty revered, 

With hoary whiskers and a forky beard , 

And four fair queens whose hands sustain a flower, 

The expressive emblem of their softer power , 4° 

Four knaves in garbs succinct, a trusty band, 

Caps on their heads and halberts in their hand , 

And parti coloured troops, a dnmng tram. 

Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain 
The skilful nymph reviews her force with care 
Let spades be trumps * she said, and trumps they iverc 
Now move to war her sable matadores,* 

In show like leaders of the swarthy Moors 

Spadillio ® first, unconquerable lord ! 

lied off t\Vo captive trumps, and swept the board 50 

As many more Manilho ® forced to yield. 

And marched a ^^ctor from the verdant field 
Him Basto* followed, but his fate more hard 
Gained but one truinp and one plebeian card 
With his broad sabre next, a chief in years, 

The hoary majesty of spades appears. 

Puts forth one manly leg, to sight revealca. 

The rest his many-coloured robe concealed 
The rebel knave, who dares his pnnee engage, 

Proves the just victim of his royal rage 60 

Even mighty Pam, that kings and queens o’erthrew ® 
And mowed.down armies in the fights of lu,® 

^ The vfnole idea of this descnption of a game u ombre, is taken 
from Vida’s descnption of a game at chess^ in his poem entitled * 
Scdcchta Ludus ^Warhurton 
® The ace of spades, the first trump at ombre 
® The deuce rf trumps when trumps arc black, the seven when 
they are red The second tnimp^at ombre 

The ace of club& thud trump at ombre These three principal 
trumps are called Matadores 

s ^ “rtam games the knave of clubs is called Pam —Oiatto 
® The game of loo, in which Pam is the highest card. 
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Sad chance of war • now' destitute of aia, 

Falls undistinguished by the victor spade • 

Thus far both armies to Belinda yield ; 

Now’ to the baron fate inclines the field. 

His w’{irlike amazon her host invades, 

The imperial consort of the crown of spades 
The club’s black t}T:ant first her victim dyed, 

Spite of his haughty mien, and barbarous pride : 70 

IVliat boots die regal circle on his head. 

His giant hmbs, in state unwieldy spread ; 

That long behind he trails his pompous robe. 

And, of all monarchs, only grasps tlie globe ? 

The baron now* his diamonds pours apace , 

The embroidered king who show’s but half his face. 

And his refulgent queen, ivith powers combined 
Of broken troops an easy conquest find 
Clubs, diamonds, hearts, in wild disorder seen, 

,Vith throngs proraiscuoua strow the level green. 80 
Thus when dispersed a routed army runs, 

Of Asia’s troops, and Afnc’s sable sons, 

With like confusion different nations fly, 

Of various habit, and of vanous dye, 

The pierced battalions disunited fall, 

In heaps on heaps \ one fate o’erwhelms them all 
The knave of diamonds tries his wily arts, 

And wins (O shameful chance *) the queen of hearts. 

At this the blood the virgin’s cheek forsook, 

A livid paleness spreads o’er all her look , 90 

She sees, and trembles at the approaching ill, 

Just in the jaw*s of nun and coddle ^ 


* Codillc, a term m ombre and quadrille When those who de* 
fend the pool make more tricks flian those who defend tlie game> 
they arc said to “wm tlie coddle." 
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And now (as oft in some distempered state) 

On one nice tnck depends the general fate 
An ace of hearts steps forth The king unseen 
Lurked m her hand, and mourned Ins captive queen • 

He springs to vengeance with an eager pace, 

And falls like thunder on the prostrate ace 
The nymph exulting fills with shouts the sky ; 

The walls, the woods, and long canals reply loa 

O thoughtless mortals • ever blind to fate, 

Too soon dejected, and too soon elate 
Sudden, these honours shall be snatched aw’ay. 

And cursed for ever this victonous day 

For lo ' the board with cups and spoons is crowned. 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round , 

On shining altars of Japan they raise 
The silver lamp , the fiery spmts blaze 
From silver spouts the grateful liquors glide. 

While China's earth receives the smoking tide no 
At once they gratify their scent and .taste. 

And frequent cups prolong the rich repast 
Straight hover round the fair her airy band ; 

Some, as she sipped, the fuming liquor fanned. 

Some o'er her lap their careful plumes displayed. 
Trembling, and conscious of the nch brocade 
Coffee (which makes the politician wise. 

And see through all things with his half-shut eyes) 

Sent up m vapours to the baron’s brain 
New stratagems, the radiant lock to gain tao 

Ah cease, rash youth ' desist ere 'tts too late. 

Fear the just Gods, and think of Scylla’s fate ’ 

Changed to a bird, and sent to flit in air. 

She dearly pays for Nisus’ injured hair • 

But when to mischief mortals bend their will, 
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How soon they find fit instruments of ill • 

Just then, Clarissa drew with tempting grace 
A two-edged weapon firom her shining case 
So ladies in romance assist their knight, 

Present -the spear, and arm him for the fight 130 
-He takes the gift with reverence, and extends 
The little engine on his fingers’ ends , 

This just behind Belinda’s neck he spread. 

As o’er the fragrant steams she bends her head. 

Swift to the lock a thousand spntes repair, 

A thousand nnngs, by turns, blow back the hair; 

And thrice they twitched the diamond in her ear; 
Thncc she looked back, and thrice the foe drew near 
Just in that instant anxious Anel sought 
The dose recesses of the virgin’s tliought; 140 

As on the nosegay in her breast reclined. 

He watched the ideas rising in her mind, 

Sudden he viewed, in spite of all her art, 

An earthly lover lurking at her heart 
Amazed, confused, he found his power expired. 
Resigned to fate, and with a sigh retired 

The peer now spreads the glittering forfex wide, 

To inclose the lock ; now joins it, to divide. 

Even then, before the fatal engine closed, 

A ivretched sylph too fondly interposed , 15° 

Fate urged the shears, and cut the sylph in twain, 

(But airy substance soon unites again 
The meeting points the sacred hair dissever 
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever » 

Then flashed the living lightmng from her eyes. 

And screams of horror rend the affrighted skies. 

^ See Milton, lib vi of Satan cut asunder by the angel 
Michael, ti 
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Not louder shneV-s to pitying Heaven arc cast, 

When husbands, or when lapdogs breathe their last. 

Or when rich China vessels fallen from high, 

In glittenng dust and painted fragments he 1 ifio 
Let weaths of tnupiph now my temples twine, 

(The victor cried) the glorious prize is mine J 
\niile fish in streams, or birds delight m air, 

Or m a coach and six the British fair, 

As long as Atalantis shall be read,^ 

Or the small pillar grace a lady‘s bed. 

While visits shall be paid on solemn days. 

When numerous wax-lights in bright order blaze. 

While nymphs take treats, or assignations give. 

So long my honour, name, and praise shall live ’ 170 

What time would spare, from steel receives its date. 
And monuments, like men, submit to fate > 

Steel could the labour of the gods destroy. 

And strike to dust the imperial towers of Troy j 
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound. 

And hew tnuraphal arches to the ground 

What wonder then, fait nymph ' thy hairs sliould feel 

The conquering force of unresisted steel '* 


CANTO IV 

But anxious cares the pensive nymph oppressed. 
And secret passions laboured m her breast 


1 A famous book written about that time by a womm full of 
court, and party-scandil , and jn a loose cfTcmtnicy of style and 
sentiment, which suited the debauched taste of ihc belter Mil- 
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Not youthful Icings in battle seized alive, 

Not scornful virgins who their charms survive, 

Not ardent loVers robbed of all their bliss, 

Not ancient ladies when refused a kiss, 

Not tyrants fierce tliat unrepenting die, 

Not Cynthia when her manteau’s pinned awiy. 

E’er felt such rage, resentment, and despair. 

As thou, sad virgin • for thy ravished hair 
For, that sad moment, when the sylphs withdrew, 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 

Umbnel, a dusky, melancholy spnte. 

As ever sullied the fau: face of light, 

Do^^•n to the central earth, his proper scene. 

Repaired to search the gloomy cave of spleen. 

Swift on his sooty pinions flits the gnome. 

And m a vapour reached the dismal dome 
No cheerful breeze this sullen region knows. 

The dreaded east is all the wind that blows 20 

Here xn a grotto, sheltered blose from air. 

And screened in shades from day’s detested glare. 

She sighs for ever on her pensive bed, 

Pam at her side, and megrim at her head 
Two handmaids wait the throne alike in place. 

But diffenng far in figure and in face 
Here stood ill-nature like an ancient maid, 

Her ivrinkled form in black and white arrayed , 

Witli store of prayers, for mornings, nights, and noons 
Her hand is filled , her bosom with lampoons 3 
There affectation, with a sickly mien. 

Shows in her cheek tlie roses of eighteen. 

Practised to lisp, and hang the head aside. 

Faints into an, and languishes with pnde. 

On the nch quilt sinks with becoming woe. 
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Wrapt in a gown, for sickness, and for show 
The fair ones feel such maladies as these. 

When each new night-dress gives a new disease 
A constant vapour o’er the palace flies , 

Strange phantoms rising as the mists arise , 40 

Dreadful, as hermits’ dreams in haunted shades. 

Or bright, as visions of expiring maids 

Now glaring fiends, and snakes on rolling spires. 

Pale spectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires : 

Now lakes of liqmd gold, Elysian scenes. 

And crystal domes, and angels in machines 
Unnumbered throngs on every side are seen. 

Of bodies changed to vanous forms by spleen 
Here living teapots stand, one arm held out. 

One bent , the handle this, and that the spout 50 
A pipkin there, like Homer’s tnpod walks , 

Here sighs a jar, and there a goose-pie talks 
Men prove with child, as powerful fancy works. 

And maids turned bottles, call aloud for corks 
Safe past the gnome through this fantastic band, 

A branch of healing spleenwort in his hand 

Then thus addressed the power “ Hail, wayward queen ' 

Who rule the sex to fifty from fifteen 

Parent of vapours and of female wit. 

Who give the hystenc, or<poetic fit, 60 

On various tempers act by vanous ways, 

Make some take physic, others scnbble plays , 

Who cause the proud their visits to delay. 

And send the godly in a pet to pray. 

A njnnph there is, that all thy power disdains. 

And thousands more in equal mirth maintains 

^ Allises to a real fact, a lady of distinction imagined herself in 
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But oh 1 if e’er thy gnome could spoil a grace, 

Or raise a pimple on a beauteous face, 

Like citron-waters matrons’ cheeks mflame, 

Or change complexions at adosing game , 70 

If e’er with airy horns I planted heads. 

Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 

Or caused suspicion when no soul was rude, 

Or discomposed tlie head-dress of a prude, 

Or e’er to costive lap-dog gave disease, 

Which not the tears of brightest eyes could ease . 

Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagnn, 

That single act gives half the world the spleen ” 

The goddess with a discontented air 
Seems to reject him, though she grants his prayer So 
A wondrous bag with both her hands she binds, 

Like that where once -Ulysses held tlie winds, 

There she collects the force of female lungs, 

Sighs, sobs, and passions, and the war of tongues 
A vial next she fills with famtmg fears, 

Soft sorrows, melting griefs, and flomng tears 
The gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 

Spreads his black ivings, and slowly mounts to day 
Sunk in Thalestns’ arms the nymph he found, 

Her eyes dejected and her hair unbound 90 

Full o’er their heads the swelling bag he rent. 

And all the furies issued at the vent , 

Belinda burns with more than mortal ire. 

And fierce Thalestns fans the nsing fire 
O ivretched maid > ” she spread her hands, and cried, 
(IVliile Hampton’s echoes, “Wretched maid > ” replied) 
“ Was It for this you took such constant care 
The bodkin, comb, and essence to prepare ? 

For this your locks in paper durance bound, 
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For this inth torturing irons ureathed around ? loo 
For this Mith fillets strained jour tender head, 

And bravely bore the double loads of lead ? 

Gods ’ shall the ravisher display your hair, 

While the fops envj', and the ladies stare ! 

Honour forbid ' at mIiosc unrivalled shnnc 
Ease, pleasure, virtue, all our sex resign ^ 
hlethinks already I jour tears survej', 

Already hear the homd things they say, 

Already see j ou a degraded toast. 

And all your honour in a whisper lost ' no 

How shall I, then, your helpless fame defend^ 

Tmll then be infamy to seem jour fnend ! 

And shall this prize, the inestimable prize. 

Exposed through crystal to the gazing ej cs, 

And heightened by the diamond’s circling raj^s, 

On that rapacious hand for ever blaze? 

Sooner shall grass in Hyde Park Circus grow, 

And wits take lodgings in the sound of Bow , 

Sooner let earth, air, sea, to chaos fall, 

Men, monhej-s, lap-dogs, parrots, pensh all ' " iso 
She said , then raging to Sir Plume repairs,' 

And bids her beau demand the precious hairs 
(Sir Plume of amber snuff-box justly vain. 

And the nice conduct of a clouded cane) 

With earnest eyes, and round unthinking face, 

He first the snuff-box opened, then the case, 

And thus broke out — “ My lord, ivhj', what the de\ il ? 

“ Z — ds ' damn the lock ' 'forejGad, j'ou must be civil * 

. ^ Brown He was the only one of the parly who 

took fte thing senously He was angry, that the poet should 
make him talk nothing but nonsense , and, in truth, one could not 
well blame hun — Werhurton 
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Plague on’t-* ^is past a jest-— nay, prithee, pox « 
Give licr the Jiair”— he spoke, and rapped his box. 

“ It grieves me much” (replied the peer again) 

“ Who speaks so well should ever speak m vain. 
But by this lock, this sacred lock I sivear, 

(Which never more shall join its parted hair. 
Which never more its honours shall renew, 

Clipped from the lovely head where late it grew) 
That while my nostrils draw the vital air, 

This hand, which won shall for ever wear” 

He spoke, and speaking, in proud triumph spread 
The long-contended honours of her head 
But Umbnel, hateful gnome 1 forbears not so , 
He breaks the vial whence the sorrow's flow 
Then sec 1 the nymph m beauteous grief appears. 
Her ejes halflanguishing, half-drowned in tears, 
On het heat cd bosom hung her drooping head, 
I’l’lnch, with a sigh, she raised, and thus she said.- 
" For c\ er cursed be this detested day, 

IWiich snatched my best, my favourite curl aw’ayl 
Happy • ah, ten times happy had I been. 

If Hampton Court these eyes had never seen* 

Yet am not I the first mistaken maid. 

By' love of courts to numerous ills betrayed 
Oh, had I rather unadmired remained 
In some lone isle, or distant northern land, 

"Where the gilt clianot never marks the w'ay', 

Where none learn ombre, none e’er taste Bohea* 
There kept my charms concealed from mortal eye, 
Like roses, that in deserts bloom and die 
BTiat moved my mind with youthful lords to roam? 
Oh, had I stayed, and said my prayers at home' 
’Twas this, the morning omens seemed to tell, 
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Thnce from my trembling hand the patch-box fell 
The tottering China shook without a wind, 

Nay, Poll sat mute, and Shock was most unkind’ 

A sylph, too, warned me of the threats of fate. 

In mystic visions, now believed too late’ 

See the poor remnants of these slighted hairs’ 

My hands shall rend what even thy rapine spares; 
These in two sable ringlets taught to break, 

Once gave new beauties to the snowy neck, 17® 

The sister-lock now sits uncouth, alone, 

And in its fellow's fate foresees its own. 

Uncurled it hangs, the fatal shears demands, 

And tempts, once more, thy sacrilegious hands 
Oh, hadst thou, cruel’ been content to seize 
Hairs less m sight, or any hairs but these !” 


CANTO V 

She said the pitying audience melt in tears, 

But fate and Jove had stopped the baron’s cars 
’ In vain Thalestris mth reproach assails. 

For who can move when fau: Belinda fails ? 

Not half so fixed the Trojan could remain, 

IVliile Anna begged and Dido raged in vain 
Then grave Clarissa graceful wa\ed her fan. 

Silence ensued, and thus the nymph began — 

“Say, why are beauties praised and honoured most, 

I JThe wise man’s passion, and the vain man’s toast? id 
} my decked with all that land and sea afford, 

I my angels called, and angel-like adored? 

I hy round our coaches crowd the white-gloved beaux? 
I bows the side-box from Its inmost rows? - 
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How vain are all these glories, all our pains, 

Unless good sense preserve what beauty gains ; 

That men may say, when we the front-box grace : 

* Behold tlie first m virtue as m face !' 

Oh • if to dance all night, and dress all day, 

Charmed the small-pox, or diased old age away j 20 
'\^^lO would not scorn what housewife’s cares produce. 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of use? 

To patdi, nay ogle, might become a saint. 

Nor could it sure be such a sin to paint 
But since, alas I frail beautj' must decay, 

Curled or uncurled, since locks w ill turn to grey; 

Since painted, or not painted, all shall fade. 

And she w'ho scorns a man, must die a maid , 

What then remains but well our power to use. 

And keep good-humour still, whate’er we lose? 30 
And trust me, dear > good-humour can prevail. 

When airs, and flights, and screams, and scolding fail 
Beauties in yam their pretty eyes may roll , 

Charms strike the sight, but ment wuns the soul.” 

So spoke the dame, but no applause ensued ; 

Belinda frow ned, Thalcstris called her prude 
“ To arms, to arms 1 ” the fierce virago cncs. 

And swift as lightning to the combat flies 
All side in parties, and begin the attack ; 

Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones crack , 40 
Heroes’ and heroines’ shouts confusedly rise. 

And bass, and treble voices stake the skies 
No common weapons in their hands are found. 

Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal w’ound. 

So when bold Homer makes the gods engage, 

And heavenly breasts with human passions rage , 
’Gainst Pallas, Mars , Lalona, Hermes arms , 
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And all Olympus Tings with loud alarms : 

Jove’s thunder roars, heaven trembles all around, 

Blue Neptune storms, the bellouing deeps resound , 50 
Earth shakes her nodding towers, the ground gives wa>. 
And the pale ghosts start at the flash of day ‘ 

Triumphant Umbnel on a sconce’s height 
Clapped his glad wings, and sate to view the fight . 
Propped on their bodkin spears, the sprites sun'ey 
The growing combat, or assist the fray 
While through the press enraged Thalestris flies. 

And scatters death around from both her eyes, 

A beau and witling perished in the tlirong, 

One died m metaphor, and one in song fio 

“ O cruel nymph 1 a hnng death I bear,” 

Cned Dapperwit, and sunk beside his chaur 
A moumfiil glance Sir Fophng upwards cast, 

“Those eyes are made so killing” — ^was his last 
Thus on Mseander’s flowery margm lies 
The expinng swan, and as he sings he dies 
■When bold Sir Plume had draivn Clanssa down ‘ 
Chloe stepped in, and killed him with a frown , 

She smiled to see the doughty hero slain. 

But, at her smile, the beau revived again 70 

Now Jove suspends his golden scales m air. 

Weighs the men’s wits against the lady’s hair. 

The doubtful beam long nods from side to side , 

At length the wnts mount up, the hairs subside 
See, fierce Belinda on the baron flies, 

With more than usual lightning in her eyes 
Nor feared the chief the unequal fight to try, 

Who sought no more than on his foe to die 
But this bold lord, with manly strength endued. 

She wuth one finger and a thumb subdued 
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Just where the breath of life his nostrils drew, 

A charge of snuff the wily virgin threw. 

The gnomes direct, to every atom just, 

The pungent grains of titillating dust 
Sudden, with starting tears each eye o’erfloivs. 

And the high dome re-echoes to his nose. 

Now meet thy fate, incensed Belinda cried, 

And drew a deadly bodkin from her side. 

(The same, his ancient personage to deck. 

Her great-great-grandsire wore about his neck, 90 
In three seal-nngs , which after, melted down. 

Formed a vast buckle for his widow’s gown . 

Her infant grandame’s whistle next it grew, 

The bells she jingled, and the whistle blew. 

Then in a bodkin graced her mother’s hairs. 

Which long she wore, and now Belinda wears ) 

“ Boast not my fall ” (he cned), “ insulting foe * 

Thou by some other shalt be laid as low. 

Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind 

All that I dread is leaving you behind ' 100 

Rather than so, ah let me still survive, 

And burn in Cupid’s flames — but burn alive ” 

" Restore the lock •” she cries , and all around 
“ Restore the lock the vaulted roofs rebound 

V 

Not fierce Othello in so loud a strain 
Roared for the handkerdiief that caused his pain 
But see how oft ambitious aims are crossed. 

And chiefs contend till all die prize is lost ' 

The lock, obtained with guilt, and kept with pain. 

In every place is sought, but sought in vain . 1 10 

With such a pnze no mortal must be blest, 

So Heaven decrees • with Heaven who can contest ? 

‘ Some thought it mounted to the lunar sphere. 
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Since all things lost on earth are treasured there 
There heroes’ wits arc kept m ponderous vases, 

And beau:^ in snuff-boxes and tweezer-cases. 

There broken vows and death-bed alms are found. 

And lovers’ hearts with ends of nband bound, 

The courtier’s promises, and sick man's prayers. 

The smiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 

Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 

Dned butterflies, and tones of casuistry 
But trust the Muse — she saw it upward rise, 

Though marked by none but quick, poetic eyes . 

(So Rome's great founder to the heavens withdrew. 

To Proculus alone confessed in view) 

A sudden star, it shot through liquid air, 

And drew behind a radiant trail of hair 
Not Berenice's locks first rose so bright, 

The heavens bespangling with dishevelled light 130 
The sylphs behold it kmdling as it flies, 

And pleased pursue its progress through the skies 
This the beau monde shall from the Mall survey, 

And hail with music its propitious ray 
This the blest lover shall for Venus take. 

And send up vows from Rosamonda’s lake. 

This Partridge soon shall view m cloudless skies, ^ 

When next he looks through Galileo’s eyes , 

And hence the egregious wizard shall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome 1 40 

Then cease, bright nymph! to mourn thy ravished hair, 
Which adds new glory to the shining sphere ! 

Not all the tresses that fair head can boast, 

^ John Partndge was a ndiculous star-gazer, who in liis nlmn- 
mra eve^year never failed to predict the downfall of the Pope, 
and the King of France, then at war with the KthtI.bIi, 
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Shall draw such emy as the lock you lost 
For, after all the murders of your eye, 

■\\nien, after millions slain, yourself shall die • 

'WTien those fair suns shall set, as set they must. 

And all those tresses shall be laid m dust, 

This lock the Sluse shall consecrate to fame, 

And ’midst the stars inscribe Belinda’s name 150 


IMITATIONS. 


Cakto I 

Ver 54, 55 

“ Qure gratia cumim 
Armommque fuit vnis qua: cura mtcntes 
Pascere equo^ eadem seqmtur tcllure repostos ’ 

'V115 yEn M , %er 653-5 

Ver loi 

“Jam clj-peus cl}'peis, umbone repdhtur umbo, 

Ease mmax ensis, pcde pcs et cuspide cuspis,” &c. 

Stat IFarhirion 


Canto n 

Ver 28 — IJ'IlIi a single hair 

In allusion to those lines of Hudibras, applied to the same pui- 
pose — 


“And though it be a two-foot trout, 
’Tis AVith a smgle hair pulled out ” 


Warhurton 


Ver 45 — Tliepffieers gave ear. 

Vug JEii XL, TCr. 794 “S 

( 

Ver 119 

— ^‘cljpei dominus seJUemfltas Ajax.” Oatd Warburlon 
~Metam lib xiii v a. 
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Ver I2I — About the stiver bound 
In allusion to the shield of Achilles, — 

" Thus the broad shield complete the artist crowned. 

With his last band, and poured tlic ocean round 

In living stiver seemed the waves to roll 

And beat the biicUer’s ve/^e, and bound the whole" 

Warburton Ihad, bk win 

Canto in 
Ver loi 

Nescia mens hommum faU sortisquc fulunc, 

Ct servare modum, rcous sublata sccundis ' 

Tumo tempus ent, magno cum optavent emptum 
Intactum Pallanta , et cum spoha ista dicmque 
Odent" Virg JVarbtirton jEn \ 501*5 

Ver 163,170 

“ Dum 3uga mentis aper, fluvios dum piscis amabit, 

Semper honos, nomenque tuum laudesque manebunt ” 

P/ry Warburton Eel v 76, S 

Ver 177 

“ Illc quoque aversus mons est, S.c 

Quid feciant ennes, cum ferro talia cedant?” 

Catull decom Eerentces 

Canto TV 
Ver 1 

Vitg ^ti i\ ver I 

“Atiegmagravi,” &.c. 

Ver 51 — Homed s Trtpod walks 

Sec Horn Iltad xviu of Vulcan's walking Tripods War> 
burton 

Ver \ll—But by thts lock 
In allusion to Achilles’s oath m Homer, LI \ 

Canto V 

Ver 3S — So spoke the dame 

It is a verse frequently repeated m Homer after any speech,— 

** So spoke— and all the heroes applauded " 
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Vcr mtr fhent UnJrtel 

tnlike r.i 3 *irr-, durinjj the batlle of llio 

Nijil.Tt n Oi\.t joVit on n, bcim of She roof to behold il 

Ver G» — tee\ n arc r.i'Je ** ItUtr^ 

Tl ^ of a icr.K -n the oivcn of Cm tlla. 

Vc^ 65 — 77 .‘n ojf filet's ftc ^try r'w^t. hts. 

^ c «bt f-stn \tjc-nt, tides nbjectus In Iierbis, 

Ad rvK Mtesndn conctnit Mbns olor " 

Ot. Ey Jitre E, Ml , \cr 2 
Vcr. y; 

VivJ, ilnmfT JL titi , nnd Vjtjr AUs xeu 

Vor. S3 --Tnt prunes tiirtri 
Tlec'o I net i<M<d for Ihc nbovc rciion 

Ver f^x— ‘Tilr r?*"/, f-u rt c'ff Ftei 

In ittiialtot of ll.e j'ro'jtcs.s of Aijmemron’s sceptre in ITomcr, 
A* b 

Ver. 12S 

** namm'fcni'nquc tnhens ip-vtiojo llinKC ennem 
Stella ovcai.*' Otti A/Wm liU x\, ter. 849-50 


VAUIATIOXS 

Cavto n 

Ver. 4 —fjjtwff’d (ht hfs>'rt 

rro*a hence the poem continiecs, In the fir\i ctbiion, to >cr 46 — 
'Hie test the winds dlspcwl in empty air , 
a’* after, to the end of ihis ctnto, btinjj additionil 

CAr-To III 

Ver. Aid tie ini's ieho trt ef the tedet eease 

All lint follows of the same at Otdre^ wtw added since the first 
edition, tin \er 105, which connected thus. Sudden the board, &c. 

Casto V. 

Ver. 7 — Thn pare Clanjsa, d^c 
.\ new chancier introdoccfl in the *a*bscqucnl editions, to open 
more cicarl) the moral of the poem, in a parody of the speech of 
‘'aqiolon to Glauciis in Homer F>ad bk mi 
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AN ESSAY ON MAN 

TO H ST JOHN LORD BOLINGBROKE. 


THE DESI.GN 

Having proposed to wite some pieces on human life and man- 
nera such as (to use my Lord Bacon's expression) come home to 

».», .opm. L, ^ 

"orld It IS tliLfore ,„ tL f truths in this 

the body , more jrood will nr ®»“d as in that of 

lirge, open, and perceptible n^ tb attending to the 

finer nenes and lessels thr^ studying too much such 

last, and, I will \enture to '‘U upon these 

Ih-m the hearts of men auainsf’ sharpened the wits 

practice, more tlm ndvSccd ft dmmishcd the 

natter myself that Vis of morality If I could 

the extremes of doctnnes seemmni ^ ™ steering betwixt 

utterly unintelligible, and in opposite, m passing over terms 


incon- 
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Tl.u f tIo'’c in l>al 1 cWc \mc, anti c\cn 

f." two ttA'f't 's The one will npjjrar obvion** , that prm-’ 
rw\^nf, rf prertj »o xvnttcn, lx>tli Miikc the rentier more 
ottr^plya* fiTK\, an.l Ric mo-e cvilj rcU'incd In Jnm aftcr^nnls : 
l^e r»h« iT'y «ieni otM. I'nl r. ln*c 1 fountl 1 could express them 
j** >rc tins way il *» jti p'oee U'clf ; mil nothing is more 

ctrtan, tS'Ti tl.tl m, eh of the force as well as gnte of arguments 
et i-'i'.ractianc depends rn thcj- conciseness I ms unable 
tteal this pa-t of my 'ul^eci r.s'rc m ilctail, without I'ccoming dry 
an! ‘c-i •' s * or more }>“Ttlc3llv, udliout sacrificing perspicuity to 
cros"ieo% s, ‘bf jl wa^'cin.* from the prccisioa, or Hrcaking the 
of rs'a'^o"'n ; * ti anj man can v ute all these waihout tlimmu- 
tj-a tf Tj cf then, 1 fnecl) e» nfes he will compass a thing abo\c 
r'j tnrat-’v 

^^} 'i »» fin* • pn> h-lic-1, IS Oil} to In; eon'idcred as a general 
r jp of t, '>1* »*'aiKi''g o*it rn mr*!!: tt an the greater parts, their cx- 
fm*, thetj liaots, a^d tl c.t conrcc*im, ard leaxtng the parlinilnr 
to S'? rar'c follv tlrlit rated in the charts which arc to follow Con* 
ihrvc cp'*lc* m their progress (if I haw health and 
Jr t re to male an) piog-cj s) w dt l»c less diy, and more susceptible 
I 'pr-^.'ca* oj^'n'ent. I -n here only opening tlic fountains, and 
fl'anng the j a<v*pc la deth’cr the riwrs, to follow them m tlicsr 
eaiMc, anl ,o ob'cnc the t cFccts, may be a task more agreeable 


AKGL.MbNT or mSTIX I 
nj inr ’.ATin tnri «rrvri ot 'tav, wmt nnsfrer to Tirr 

t ntai-nsK. 

f'f man in the al«tr"cl — t lirt we can judge onl} with regard to 
»mr on n system, bring i^p'orart of the relations of sj-stcnis and 
th OtTh '’ta* ty, &c — 11 . That man is nor to lie dccmetl im- 
p-feet, b.il a bring suitctl to his place and rank in the crea- 
tion, amceablc to the general onlcr of things, and conformable 
to ends and relations to him unknowai, acr 35, &c.— Ill Tliat 
It IS partlj upon lus ignorance of future eacnts, and partly 
upaa the hope of a future stale, that all lus happiness in the 
ptcscnl depends atr. 77, ,Ac— IV 'Ihc pndc of aiming at 

more knowledge, and pretending to more perfection, thecaus'' 

b 
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of man’s error and miscrj The irapict) of putting himself m 
the place of God, and judging of the fitness or unfitness, per- 
fection ar imperfection, justice or injustice of his dispensations, 
aer 109, &.C — "V The absurdity of conceiting himself the final 
cause of the creation, or expecting that perfection in tlic moral 
world, aaliicli is not in the natural, aer 131, d.c— VI The 
unreasonableness of his complaints against Proaidcncc, aahilc 
on the one hand he demands the perfections of the angels, and 
on the other the bodily qualifications of the brutes , though, 
to possess any of the scnsitiae faculties in a higher degree, 
would render him miserable, acr 173, &.a — VII Tliat 
throughout the aaliole aisiblc aaorld, an umacrsal order and 
gradation in the sensual and mental faculties is obscracd, 
aahich causes a subordination of creature to creature, and of 
all creatures to man The gradations of sense, instinct, 
thought, reflection, reason , that reason alone counteraails all 
the other faculties, aer 207 — VlII Hoaa much further this 
order and subordination of liaing creatures may extend, aboae 
and below us , aacre any part of aahich broken, not that part 
only, but the aaholc connected creation must be destrojed, 
acr 233 — IX The extravagance, madness, and pnde of such 
adesiri^acr 250 — The consequence of all, the absolute 
submission due to Proaadcnce, both as to our present and 
future state, acr 2S1, &c., to the end 


EPISTLE I 

Awake, ray St John • leave all raeaner things 
To low ambition, and the pnde of kings 
Let us (since life can little more supply j 
Than just to look about us and to die) ( 

Expatiate free o’er all this scene of man, 

A mighty maze’ but not without a plan, 

A wild, avhere weeds and flowers promiscuous shoot, 
Or garden, tempting avith forbidden Yfuit*'" ~ 
Together let us beat this ample field, ' 
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Try what the open, what the wvert yield, lo 
The latent tracts, tlie giddy heights, explore 
Of all who blindly creep, or sightless soar, 

* Eye nature’s walks, shoot folly as it flies, 

And catch the manners living as they rise , 

Laugh where we must, be candid where we can, \ 
But vindicate the ways of God to man 1 

I Say first, of God above, or man below. 

What can we reason, but from what we know? 

Of man, what see we but his station here, 

From which to reason, or to whicli refer? 20 
Through worlds unnumbered though the God be 
known, 

’Tis ours to trace him only in our own. 

He^ who through vast immensity can pierce, 

See worlds on worlds compose one universe. 
Observe how system into system runs, 

What other planets circle other suns, 

What varied being peoples every star, 

May tell why Heaven has made us as we are 
But of this frame the bearings, and the ties, 

The strong connections, nice dependencies, 30 
Gradations just, has thy pervading soul 
Looked through? or can a part contain the whole? 

Is the great chain, that draws all to agree. 

And drawn supports, upheld by God, or thee? 

II Presumptuous man ' the reason nouldst tlioa 
find. 

Why formed so weaK, so little, and so blind? 

First, if thou canst, the harder reason guess, 

'\\'hy formed no weaker, blinder, and no less? 

Ask of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 
Taller or stronger than the weeds they shade? 40 
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' Or ask of jondcr argent fields abo\c, 

Why Jo\e’s satellites are less than Jove 
Of s) stems possible, if 'tis confest 
That wisdom infinite must form the best, 

Where all must full or not coherent be, 

And all that rises, nsc in due degree; 

Then, in the scale of reasoning life, *tis plain, 

There must be, somcuhere, such a rank as man; 
And all the question (wrangle e’er so long) 

Is only this, if God has placed him wrong? 50 
Respecting man, whatever wrong wc call, 

May, must be right, as relative to all 
In human works, though laboured on with pain, 

A thousand moiements scarce one purpose gam, 

In God’s, one single can its end produce. 

Yet scn'cs to second loo some other use. 

So man, who here seems principal alone, 

Perhaps acts second to some sphere unknown, 
Touches some wheel, or verges to some goal, 

’Tis but a part we see, and not a whole 60 

When the proud steed shall know’ why man 
restrains 

His fiery course, or drives him o'er the plains 
When the dull ox, why now’ he breaks the clod, 

Is now a victim, and now Egypt's god 

Then shall man’s pride and duincss comprehend 

His actions', passions’, being’s, use and end, 

IVhy doing, suffering, checked, impelled, and whj 
This hour a slavp, the next a deity 
Then say not man’s imperfect', Heaven m fault. 
Say rather, man’s as perfect as he ought 70 

His knowledge measured to his state and place; 
His time a moment, and a point his space 
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If to be perfect in a certain sphere, 

What matter, soon or late, or here or there? 

The blest to-day is as completely so. 

As who began a thousand years ago. 

Ill Heaven from all creatures hides the book 
of fate. 

All but the page prescribed, their present state • 
From brutes what men, from men what spirits 
know 

Or who could suffer being here below? So 

The lamb thy not dooms to bleed to-day. 

Had he thy reason, would he skip and play? 

‘ Pleased to the last, he crops the flowery food, 

I ' And licks the hand just raised to shed his blood 
Oh, blindness to the future • kindly given, 

Tliat each may fill the circle marked by Heaven 
I ^^^1Q sees w'lth equal eye, as God of all, 

I A hero perish, or a sparrow fall, 
i Atoms or systems into rum hurled, 
lAnd now a bubble burst, and noiv a world 90 
Hope humbly then , with trembling pinions soar, 
Wait the great teacher Death,* and God adore. 
What future bliss, he gives not thee to know. 

But gives that hope to be thy blessing now' 

Hope springs eternal in the human breast 
Man never is, but always to be blest 
The soul, uneasy and confined from home, 

Rests and expatiates in a life to come 

Lo the poor Indian • whose untutored mind 
, Sees God m clouds, or hears him in the wind, 100 
i His. soul, proud science never taught to stray 
’,Far as the solar walk, or milky way, 

Wet simple nature to his hope lias given. 
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Behind the cloud-topt mil, an humbler heaven. 
Some safer world m depths of woods embraced, 
Some happier island in the w'ateiy waste, 

Where slaves once more their native land behold. 
No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold 
To be, contents his natural desire, 

He asks no angel’s wing, no seraph’s fire, no 
But thinks, admitted to that equal sky, 

His faithful dog shall bear him company 
IV Go, w'lser thou* and, in thy scale of sense, 
Weigh thy opinion against Providence, 

/ Call imperfection what thou fanciest such, , 

I Say, here he gives too little, there too much • 
Destroy all creatures for thy sport or gust. 

Yet cry. If man’s unhappy, God’s unjust, 

If man alone engross not Heaven’s high care, 
Alone made perfect here, immortal there 120 
Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod, 
Re-judge his jusjice, be the god of God 
In pride, in reasoning pride, our error lies. 

All quit their sphere, and rush into the skies 
Pride still IS aiming at the blest abodes. 

Men would be angels, angels would be gods 
Aspiring to be gods, if angels fell, 

Aspiring to be angels, men rebel 
And w'ho but wishes to invert the law's 
Of Order, sins against the Eternal Cause 130 
V Ask for w’hat end the heavenly bodies shine, 
^ I Earth for whose use? Pnde answers, “’Tis for mine 
Por me kind nature wakes her genial power, 
Suckles each herb, and spreads out every flower 
"S Annual for me, the grape, the rose renew' 

'The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew. 
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For me, the mine a thousand treasures brings. 

For me, healtli gushes from a thousand springs. 
Seas roll to waft me,' suns to light me rise. 

My footstool earth, my canopy the skies *’ 140 

J But errs not nature from this gracious end, 
jFrom burning suns when livid deaths descend, 
IWhen earthquakes swallow, or when tempests sweep 
iTownis to one grave, whole nations to the deep? 

\“ No (’tis rephed), the first Almighty Cause 
(Acts not by partial, but by general laws ; 

The exceptions few, some change since all began 
/And nhat created perfect?” — ^\Vhy tlien man? 

If the great end be human happiness. 

Then nature de\nates, and can man do less? 153 
As much that end a constant course requires ' 
Of showers 'and sunshine, as of man’s desires. 

As much eternal springs and cloudless skies, 

As men for ever temperate, calm, and wise. 

If plagues or earthquakes break not Heaven’s 
design, 

^\^ly then a Borgia, or a Catiline ? 

"Who knows but he, whose hand the lightning forms, 
Who heaves old ocean, and w'ho wungs the storms , 
Pours fierce ambition in a Csesar’s mind 159 
Or turns young Ammon loose to scourge mankind? 
From pnde, from pnde, our very reasoning springs. 
Account for moral, as for natural things 
Why charge we Heaven m those, in these acquit? 
In both, to reason right is to submit 
Better for us, perhaps, it might appear, 

Were there all harmony, all virtue here , 

That never air or ocean felt the w ind , 

.That never passion discomposed the mind 
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\ But all subsists by elemental strife, 
lAnd passions are the elements of life 170 

The general order, since the v\hole began, 

Js kept in nature, and is kept in man 
VI What would this man? Now upward will 
) he soar. 

And little less than angel, would be more, 

Now looking downwards, just as grieved appeals 
bo want the strength of bulls, the fur of bears 
Made for his use all creatures if he call, 

Say what their use, had he the powers of all? 

, Nature to these, without profusion, kind. 

The proper organs, proper powers assigned, 180 
Each seeming want compensated of course, 

Here with degrees of swiftness, there of force 
All in exact proportion to the state , 

Nothing to add, and nothing to abate 
jEach beast, each insect, happy m its own 
1 Is Heaven unkind to man, and man alone ?’ 

Shall he alone, whom rational Ave call, 

'Be pleased with nothing, if not blessed with all? 

The bliss of man (could pride that blessing find) 
Is not to act or think beyond mankind , 190 

No powers of body or of soul to share, 

But what his nature and his state can bear 
IVhy has not man a microscopic eye ? 

For this plain reason, man is not a fly 
Say what the use, were finer optics given, 

To inspect a mite, not comprehend the heaven? 
Or touch, if tremblmgiy alive all o’er. 


> It IS a certain axiom in the anatomy of creatures, that in pro"' 
portion as they are formed for strength, their swiftness is lessened, 
or as they are formed for swiftness, their strength is abated 
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To smart and agonize at every pore ? 

Or quick effluvia darting through the brain, 

Die of a rose m aromatic pain? 200 

If nature thundered- in his opening ears, 

And stunned him with the music of the spheres, 
How would he wish that Heaven had left him still 
The whispering zephyr, and the purling iili? 

Who finds not Providence all good and wise. 

Alike in what it gives, and what denies ^ 

VII Far as creation’s ample range extends. 

The scale of sensual, mental powers ascends ; 
Mark how it mounts, to man’s imperial race. 

From the green myriads in the peopled grass *210 
What modes of sight betwixt each wide extreme. 
The mole’s dim curtain, and the lynx’s beam 
Of smell, the headlong lioness between,^ 

And hound sagacious on the tainted green* 

Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood, 

To that which warbles through the vernal wood 
The spider’s touch, how exquisitely fine I 
Feels at each thready and lives along die line 
In the nice bee, what sense so subtly true 
From poisonous herbs extracts the healing dew? 220 
How instinct vanes in the grovelling swine. 
Compared, half-reasoning elephant, with thine * 
’Twixt that, and reason, what a nice barrier, 

For ever separate, yet foi ever near > 


^ The manner of the lions hunting their prey m the deserts of 
Africa IS this at their first going out in tlie night-time they set up 
a loud roar, and then listen to the noise made by the beasts in 
Iheir flight, pursuing them by the ear, and not by the nostril It 
IS probable the story of the jackal’s hunting for the lion, uas 
occasioned by observation of this defect of scent in that terrible 
animal 
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Remembrance and reflection how alhcd , 

What thin partitions sense from ihouglit divide 
And middle natures, how' tlie> long to join, 

Yet never pass the insuperable line • 

Without this just gradation, could they be 
Subjected, these to those, or all to thee? 230 
The powers of all subdued by thee alone, 

Is not thy reason all these powers in one?' 

VIII See, through this air, this ocean, and this 
earth, 

All matter quick, and bursting into birth 
Above, how high, progressive life may go * 

Around, how wide ' how deep evtend below > 

Vast chain of being ' w’hich from God began, 
Nature’s ethereal, human, angel, man, 

Beast, bird, fish, insect, what no eye can see, 

' No glass can reach, fi'om infinite to thee, 240 
From thee to nothing — On superior powers 
Were we to press, infenor might on ours 
Or m the full creation leave a void. 

Where, one step broken, the great scale’s destroyed . 
From nature's chain whatever link, you slnke. 
Tenth, or ten thousandth, breaks the chain alike 
And, if each system in gradation roll 
Alike essential to the amazing whole, 

Ihe least confusion but in one, not all 

Tliat system only, but the whole must fall 250 

Let earth unbalanced from her orbit flj', 

Planets and suns run lawless through the sky. 

Let ruling angels from their spheres be hurled. 
Being on being wrecked, and w’orld on world, 
Heaven’s whole foundations to their centre nod. 
And nature tremble to the throne of God 
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All this dread order break — ^for whom? for thee? 

Vile worm • — Oh, madness ' pride ' impiety’ 

IX What if the foot, ordained the dust to tread, 

Or hand, to toil, aspired to be the head? 260 

What if the head, the eye, or ear repined 

To serve mere engines to the. ruling mind? 

Just as absurd for any part to claim 

To be another, in this general frame: 

Just as absurd, to mourn the tasks of pains, ^ 

The great directing mind of all ordains 

All are but parts of one stupendous whole, 

Whose body nature is, and God the soul , 

That, changed through all, and yet in all the same; 

Great.in the earth, as in the ethereal frame, 270 

flVarms in the sun, refreshes in the breeze. 

Glows in the stars, and blossoms m the trees. 

Lives through all life, extends through all extent. 

Spreads undivided, operates unspent. 

Breathes m our soul, informs our mortal part, 

As full, as perfect, m a hair as heart 

As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns. 

As tlie rapt seraph that adores and bums 

To him no high, no low, no great, no small , 

He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all 280 

' X Cease then, nor order imperfection name 

Our proper bliss depends on what we blame. 

Know thy own point this kind, this due degree 

Of blindness, weakness. Heaven bestows on thee 

Submit — In this, or any other sphere. 

Secure to be as blest as thou canst bear 

- Safe in the hand of one disposing power, 

% 

^ See the piosecutioh and application of this in Ep iv 
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Or m the natal, or the mortal hour 
All nature is but art, unknoivn to tlice. 

All chance, direction, which thou canst not see, 290 
AH discord, harmony not understood, 

All partial evil, universal good* 

And, spite of pride, in emng reason's spite. 

One truth is dear, whatever is, is right. 


argument of epistle II 

OF THE NATURE ANO STATE OF MAN MlTlI RESFECT TO 
HIMSEU, AS AN INDIMDUAU 

1 The business of man not to pry into God, but to study Inmsclf. 
His middle nature; his powers and frailties, \cr 1-19 The 
limits of his capacity, ver 19, &c -r.il The two principles of 
man, self-love and reason, both necessary, ver 53, &.C. Self- 
love the stronger, and whj, ver 67, Their end the same, 
ver 8r, &C. — III The passions, and their use, %cr PS-ljO 
The predominant passion, md its force, ver 132-160 Its 
necessity, in directing men to difTcrcnt purposes, ver 1C5, S.C. 
Its providential use, in fixing our principle, *md ascertaining 
our virtue, ver 177 — IV Virtue and v ice joined in our mixed 
nature , the limits near, yet the things separate and evident 
What IS the office of reason, ver 202-216 — V How odious vice 
in Itself, and how we deceive ourselves into it, \cr 217 — VL 
That, however, the ends of Proiidencc and general good are 
answered in oar passions and imperfections, ver 238, &.C. 
How usefully these are distributed to all orders of men, ver 
241 How useful they are to Society, ver 251 And to the 
individuals, ver 263 In every state, and ciery .age of life, 
ver 273, &c 


EPISTLE II 

(I Know then thyself, presume not God to scan, 
|The proper study of mankind is man 
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( Placed on this isthmus of a middle state, 

A being darkly wise, and rudely great . 

With too much knowledge for the sceptic side. 
With too much weakness for the stoic's pride. 

He hangs behveen, in doubt to act, or rest, 

‘In doubt to deem himself a god, or beast; 

?In doubt his mind or bod)*^ to prefer; 

I Born but to die, and reasoning but to err; 
f Alike in ignorance, his reason such, 

"l^Tiether he thinks too little, or too muchi 
Chaos of thought and passion, all confused. 

Still by himself abused, or disabused. 

Created half to nse, and half to fall; - 
Great lord of all things, jet a prej’’ to all. 

Sole judge of truth, in endless error hurled; 

The glorj^, jest, and riddle of the world* 

' Go, -nondrous creature *> mount where science 
guides, 

Go, measure earth, weigh air, and state the tides, 
i Instruct the planets in what orbs to run, 

[ Correct old time, and regulate the sun. 


Go, soar with Plato to the empyreal sphere. 


i To the first good, first perfect, and first fair; 
Or tread the mazy round his follow ers trod. 
And quitting sense call imitating God, 

As eastern pnests m gidd}' circles run. 

And turn their heads to imitate the sun 
\ Go, teach eternal wisdom how to rule — 


\ 


Then drop into thyself, and be a fool* 
Supenor beings, when of late they saiv 
A mortal man unfold all nature’s law', 
Adniired such w'lsdom in an earthly shape. 
And showed a New'ton as we show an ape 
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Could he, T\hose rules the rapid comet bind 
Describe or fix one movement of his mind? 

Who saw its fires here nse, and there descend, 
Explain his own beginning, or his end? 

Alas, what wonder I man’s superior part 
Unchecked may rise, and climb from art to art. 
But when his own great work is but begun, 

■\Miat reason weaves, by passion is undone 
Trace science then, with modesty thy guide. 
First strip off all her equipage of pnde. 

Deduct w’liat is but vanit)', or dress 
Or learning’s luxury, or idleness. 

Or tricks to show the stretch of hunian brain. 
Mere curious pleasure, or ingenious pain. 
Expunge the whole, or lop the excrescent parts 
Of all our vices ha\e created arts, 

Then see how little the remaining sum, 

'\^^llch served the past, and must the limes to co 
II Tw’O pnnciples in human nature reign; 
Self-love, to urge, and reason, to restnin, 

^Nor this a good, nor,that a bad w’C call, 

•Each works its end, to moie or govern all 
And to their proper operation still, 

‘Asenbe all good, to their improper, ill 
\ Self love, the spring of motion, acts the soul , 
^Reason’s comparing balance rules the whole 
Man, but for that, no action could attend, 

'jAnd but for this, w ere actii e to no end 
, IFixed like a plant on his peculiar spot, 

*To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot, 

,Or, meteor-like, flame lawless through the void, 
^Destroying others, by 'himself destroyed 

Most strength the moving principle requires. 
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Active its task, it prompts, impels, inspires 
Sedate and quiet the companng lies, 

Formed but to check, deliberate, and advise 70 
Self-love still stronger, as its object’s nighj 
Reason’s at distance, and in prospect lie* 

That sees immediate good by present sense. 

Reason, the future and the consequence 
Thicker than arguments, temptations throng, 

At best more watchful this, but that more strong 
The action of the stronger to suspend. 

Reason still use, to reason still attend 
Attention, habit and expeiience gains. 

Each strengthens reason, and self-love restrains 80 
Let subtle schoolmen teach these friends to fight. 
More studious to divide than to unite. 

And -grace and v’lrtue, sense and* reason split. 

With all the rash dexterity of nit 
Wits, just like fools, at war about a name, 

Have full as oft no meaning, or the same 
iSelf-iove and reason to one end aspire, 

Pam their aversion, pleasure their desire, 

^ut greedy that, its object would devour, 

‘This taste the honey, and not wound the flower, 90 
Pleasure, or mrong or nghtly understood, 
pur greatest evil, or our greatest good 

III Modes of self-love the passions ne may call, 
’Tis real good, or seeming, moves them all 
But since not every good we can divide. 

And reason bids us for our own provide , 

Passions, though selfish, if their means be fair, 

'^List under reason, and deserve her care , 

Those, that imparted) court a nobler aim. 

Exalt their kind, and take some virtue’s name 100 


So 
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In lazy apathy let stoics boast 
Their virtue fived, ’tis fixed as in a frost, 

''Contracted all, retiring to the breast; 
ut strength of mind is exercise, not rest. 

'he rising tempest puts m act the soul, 

'arts It may ravage, but preserves the whole. 

)n life’s vast ocean diversely ivc sail, 
teason the card, but passion is the gale; 

Tor God alone in the still calm we find, 
le mounts the storm, and walks upon the w md i to 
Passions, like elements, though bom to fight, 
fet, mixed and softened, m his work unite 
These ’tis enough to temper and employ. 

But what composes man, can man.dcstroy? 

Suffice that reason keep to nature’s road, 

Subject, compound them, follow her and God 
Love, hope, and joy, fair pleasure’s smiling tram, 
Hate, fear, and grief, the family of pain, 

These mixed with art, and to due bounds confined. 
Make and maintain the balance of the mind lao 
The lights and shades, whose well accorded strife 
Gives all the strength and colour of our life 
Pleasures are ever in our hands or eyes , 

And when m act they cease, in prospect rise 
Present to grasp, and future still to find. 

The w’hole employ of body and of mind 

All spread their charms, but charm not all alike, 

,On different senses different objects strike, 

Hence different passions more or less inflame, 

• As strong or weak, the organs of the frame, 130 
■ And hence once master passion m the breast. 

Like Aaron’s serpent, swallow’s up the rest 
As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 
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Recedes the lurking pnnciijle of death; 

The joung disease, tliat must subdue at length, 
Grows with his growth, and strengthens with his 
strength . 

So, cast and mingled w'ith his very frame, 

The mind’s disease, its ruling passion came ; 

Each vital humour which should feed the w’hole. 
Soon flows to this, in body and m soul: 140 

I l^^iatever wurms the heart, or fills the head, 

\ As the mind opens, and its functions spread, 

I Imagination plies her dangerous art, 

I And pours it all upon the peccant par^ 

Nature its mother, habit is its nurse , 

\ Wit, spirit, faculties, but make it w'orse; 

Reason itself but gives it edge and powder; 

\ As heaven’s blest beam turns vinegar more sour. 

We, wretched subjects, though to law’ful sway. 

In this weak queen some favourite still obey . 150 

Ah*, if she lend not arms, as well as rules, 

^Vhat can she more than tell us w'e are fools? 

Teach us to mourn our nature, not to mend, 

A sharp accuser, but a helpless fnend 1 
Or fiom a judge turn pleader, to persuade 
The choice w e make, or justify it made . 

. Proud of an easy conquest all along, 

She but removes w'eak passions for the strong • 

So, when small humours gather to a g^t. 

The doctor fancies he has dnven them out 160 
Yes, nature’s road must ever be preferred. 

Reason is here no guide, but still a guard. 

’Tis hers to rectify, not overtlirow'. 

And treat this passion more as' fnend than foe • 

A mightier pow er the strong direction sends. 
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And several men impels to several ends : 

Like varying winds, by other passions tost, 

This drives them constant to a certain coast 
Let power or knowledge, gold or "glory, please, 

Or (oft more strong than all) the love of case , 170 

Through life ’tis followed, even at life’s expense, 

The merchant’s toil, the sage’s indolence, 

The monk’s humility, the hero’s pride. 

All, all alike, find reason on their side 
The eternal art educing good from ill, 

Grants on this passion our best principle ; 

’Tis thus the mercury of man is fixed. 

Strong grows the virtue with his nature mixed. 

The dross cements what else were too refined. 

And m one interest body acts with mind iSo 

As fruits, ungrateful to the planter’s care, 

' On savage stocks inserted, learn to bear , 

' The surest virtues thus from passions shoot, 

' Wild nature’s vigour working at the root 
What crops of wit and honesty appear 
From ^leen, from obstinacy, hate, or fear 1 
See anger, zeal and fortitude supply ; 

Even avarice, prudence, sloth, philosophy, 

Lust, through some certain strainers well refined, 

Is gentle love, and charms all womankind, '190 
Envy, to which the ignoble mind's a slave, 
j Is emulation in the learned or brave , 

I Nor virtue, male or female, can xve name, 

\ But what Avill grow on pride, or grow on shame 
Thus nature gives us 0 et it check our pride) 

The virtue nearest to our vice allied 
Reason the bias turns to good from ill, 

^nd Nero reigns a Titus, if he wnll 
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The fiery soul abhorred m Catilme, 

In Deems charms, in Curtius is divine • 200 

The same ambition can destroy or save, 
nd makes a patnot as it makes a knave 
This light and darkness in our chaos joined. 

What shall divide ^ The God within the mind 
- Extremes in nature equal ends produce, 

In man they join to some mysterious use j 
Though each by turns the other’s bound invade. 

As, in some well-n'rought picture, light and shade, 
And oft so mix, the diiference is too nice 
Where ends the virtue, or begins the vice 210 

Fools ' who from hence into the notion fall, 

That vice or virtue there is none at all 
If white and black blend, soften, and unite 
A thousand ways, is there no black or white? 

Ask your own heart, and nothing is so plain j 
’Tis to mistake them, costs the time and pain. 

Vice IS a monster- of so frightful mien. 

As, to be hated, needs but to be seen ; 

Yet seen too oft, familiar with her face. 

We first endure, then pity, then embrace 220 

But where the extreme of vice, was' ne’er agreed 
'Ask where’s the north? at York, ’tis on the Tweed , 
In Scotland, at the Orcades , and there, 

!At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where 
INo creature owms it in the first degree, 

./But thinks his neighbour further gone than he, 

^ Even those who dw'ell beneath its very 2one, 

’^Or never feel the rage, or never owm, 

^What happier natures shnnk at with affnght. 

The hard inhabitant contends is right 230 

Virtuous and vicious every man must be. 
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IPew m the extreme, but all m the degree , 
iThe rogue and fool by fits is fair and wise , 

[Ind even the best, by fits, what they despise 
’Tis but by parts we follow good or ill, 

For, vice or virtue, self directs it still , 

Each individual seeks a several goal , * 

But Heaven’s great view is one, and that the whole 
That counter-works each folly and capnce , 

That disappoints the effect of every vice , 240 

That, happy frailties to all ranks applied, 

Shame to the virgin, to the matron pnde. 

Fear to the statesman, rashness to the chief 
To kings presumption, and to crowds belief, 

That, virtue’s ends from vamty can raise. 

Which seeks no interest, no reward but praise ; 

And build on wants, and on defects of mind, 

The joy, the peace, the gloiy of mankind 

k Heaven forming each on other to depend, 

master, or a servant, or a friend, 250 

Fids each on other for assistance call, 

(Till one man’s weakness grows the strength of all 
f Wants, frailties, passions, closer still ally 
I The common interest, or endear the tie 
iTo these we owe true friendship, love sincere, 

\ I Each home-felt joy that life mhents here , 

[ Yet from the same we learn, in its decline, 

V Those joys, those loves, tliose interests to resign , 
Taught half by reason, half by mere decay. 

To welcome death, and calmly pass away 260 , 

J', Whate’er the passion, knowledge, fame, or pelf, 

X/ Not one will change his neighbour with himself 
I The learned is happy nature to explore, 

I The fool is happy that he knows no mote , 



“Behold the child, by natures hindly law 
Pleased with a rattle, ticlled -vith a straw 

Page 8s 
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'Hte rich is hnpp) in ihc plenty gi\ cn, 

The poor contents him with the rare of heaver 
See the blimi beggar dance; the enppic sing, 
Tlvc sot a hero, lunatic a hing ; f, 1. ^ 

The star\ing chemist in Ins golden aacns 
1 Supremely blest, Ihc poet in his muse. 

See some strange comfort every state attend, 
And pndc bestowed on rdl, a common friend , 
See some fit passion every age supply, 

Hope travels through, nor quits us when we die 
' llchoM the child, by Nature’s kindly law, 
j Pleased with a rattle, tickled with a straw • 
ISorae livelier plaj -thing gives his youth delight, 
jA liulc louder, but as empty quite. 

'Scarfs, garters, gold, amuse his nper stage, 

*fAnd beads and praj cr-books arc the tojs of ago 
Pleased with this bauble still, as that before } ^ 
’Till tired he sleeps, and life’s poor play is o’er 

Mcanwlulc opinion gilds with ^ary^ng rays 
Those painted clouds that beautify our dajs; 
Each want of happiness by hope supplied, 

. And each vacuitj of sense by pride . 

These build os fast as knowledge can destroy; 
Jn folly’s cup still laughs the bauble, joy; 

One prosperjt lost, another stiirwc gam, 

And not a vanil) is giv cn m vain , 

Even mean self-love becomes,' by force divine, 
The scale to measure others’ wants by thine. 

See ! and confess, one comfort still must rise, 
*Tis this, Tliough man’s a fool, jet God is w^sc. 
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ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE III 

OF THE NATURE AND STATE OF MAN WITH RESPECT TO SOCIETY. 

I The whole universe one sjstem of Society, ^er 7, &c. Noth- 
ing Anade wholly for itself, nor j’et wholly for another, ver 
27 The happiness of animals mutual, \er 49 — ^II Reason 
or instinct operate alike to the good-of each individual, ver 
79 Reason or instinct operate also to society, in all animals, 
'®r 109 — III How far Society carried by Instinct, \er 115. 
How much fiirther by Reason, ver 128— IV Of that which 
IS called the State of Nature, ver 144. Reason instructed by 
Instinct in the invention of Arts, ver 166, and in the Forms 
of Society, ver 176 — V Origin of Political Societies, [ver 
196 Ongin of Monarchy, ver 207 Patriarchal govern- 
ment, ver 212 —VI Origin of true Religion and Govern- 
ment, from the same principle, of Love, ver 231, &.c Origin 
of Superstition and lyranny, from the same principle, of Fear, 
ver 237, &C. The influence of Self-love operating to the social 
and public Good, ver 266 Restoration of true Religion and 
Government on their first pnnciple, ver 2 85 Mixed Gov ern-' 
raent, ver 288 Various Forms of each, and" the true end of 
all, ver 300, &c 


EPISTLE III 

Here then w e rest “ the universal cause 
Acts to one end, but acts by vanous laws ” 

In all the madness of superfluous health, 

The trim of pnde, the impudence of wealth. 

Let this great truth be present night and day. 

But most be present, if we preach or pray 
Look round our world, behold the chain of love 
Combining all below and all above. 

See plastic nature working to this end. 

The single atoms each to other tend, 1, 

Attract, attracted to, the next in place 
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Formed and impelled its neighbour to embrace, 

See matter next, with vanous hfe endued, 

Press to one centre»still, the general good. 

See d)nng vegetables life sustain. 

See life dissolving vegetate again . 

All forms that pensh other forms supply, 

(By turns we catch the ^ntal breath, and die ) 

Like bubbles on the sea of matter bom, 

They rise, they break, and to that sea return 
Nothing rs foreign • parts relate to whole , 

One all-extending, all-preservmg soul 
Connects each being, greatest mth the least , 

Made beast in aid of man^ and man of beast ; 

All served, all semng nothing stands alone j 
The chain holds on, and where it ends, unknomi 
Has God, thou fool • ivorked solely for thy good, 
Thy joy, thy pastime, thy attire, thy food ? 

■\\Tio for thy table feeds the wanton fawm, 

For him as kmdiy spread the flow’^ery lawn : 30 

Is it for thee the lark ascends and sings? 

Joy tunes his voice, joy elevates his mngs 
Is It for thee the linnet pours his throat? 

Loves of his owm and raptures §well the note. 

The bounding steed you pompously bestnde. 

Shares -with his lord the pleasure and the pnde 
Is thine alone tlie seed that strews the plain ? 

The birds of hea^ en shall vindicate their grain 
Thine the full harvest of the golden year^ 

Part paj^, and-justly, the deserving steer 40 

The hog, that ploughs not nor obeys thy call. ^ 

Lives on the labours of this lord of all 
Know, nature’s diildren all divide her care , 

The fur that w’arms a monarch, "wanned a bear 
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While man exclaims, " See all things for my use ' | ' 

“ Sec man for mine replies a pampered goose I 

And just as short of reason he must fell, | 

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all | 

Grant that the powerful still the weak control , { 

Be man the nit and tyrant of the whole. I 

Nature that' tj’rant checks , he only knows, j 

And helps, another creature's nants and nocs i 

Say, will the falcon, stooping from above, 1 

Smit with her varying plumage, spare the dove? j 

Admires the jay the insect’s gilded wings? | 

Or hears the hawk when Philomela sings? 

' Man cares for all to birds he gives his n oods. 

To beasts his pastures, and to fish his floods , 

For some his interest prompts him to provide, 

For more his pleasure, yet for more his pride 6o 
All feed on one vain patron, and enjoy 
The extensive blessing of his luxury 
That very life his learned hunger craves. 

He saves from famine, from the savage sa^ cs , 

Nay, feasts the animal he dooms his feast. 

And, till he ends the being, makes it blest , 

Which sees no more the stroke, or feels the pain. 

Than favoured man by touch ethereal slain ^ 

The creature had his feast of life before , \ 

Thou too must perish, nhen thy feast is o’er * 70 i 

To each unthinking being Heaven, a friend. 

Gives not the useless knowledge of its end 
To man imparts it , but w'ith such a view 


’ of the anaents, and many of the orientals since, 

estMmed those who were stmeh by lightning as sacred persons, 
and the particular favourites of Heaven. 
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As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too : 

The hotir concealed, and so remote the fear. 

Death still draws nearer, never seeming near. 

Great standing miracle 1 that Heaven assigned 
Its only thinkmg thing this turn of mind 

II Whether with reason, or with instinct blest. 

Know, all enjoy that power which suits them best, 80 
To bliss alike by that direction tend, 

And find the means proportioned to their end j 

Say, where full instinct is the unerring guide, i 

What Pope or council can they need beside ? > 

Reason, however able, cool at best. 

Cares not for semce, or but serves when prest, 

Stays till we call and then not often near , ' 

But honest instinct comes a volunteer, 

Sure never to o’er-shoot, but just to hit; 

While still too wide or short is human wit ; 90 

Sure by quick nature happiness to gain, 

Which heavier reason labours at m vain. 

This too serves always, reason never wrong. 

One must go right, the other may go mrong 
See then the acting and comparing powers - 
One in their nature, which are two m ours , 

And reason raise o’er instmct as you can. 

In this ’tis God directs, in that ’tis man 
Who taught the nations of the field and wood 
To shun their poison, and to choose their food ? 100 
Prescient,' the tides or tempests to withstand, 

Build on ^he wave, or arch beneath the sand ? 

Who made the spider parallels design, , 

Sure as Demoivrej^ without rule or line ? 

^ This famous mathematiciin was bom at Vitiy m Champagne 
in 1667 The allusion in the text is to his fame in trigonometry 
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Who did the stork, Columbus-hke, explore 
Hea\ ens not his own, and vrorlds unknowTi before? 

Who calls the council, states the certain da) , 

Who forms the phalanx, and who points the way? 

Ill God in the nature of each being foiindT 
Its proper bliss, and sets its proper bounds no ' 
But as he framed a whole, the whole to bless, 

On mutual wants built mutual happiness ‘ 

So from the first, eternal order ran, 

And creature linked to creature, man to man 
MTiate’er of life all quickening ether keeps, 

Or breathes through air, or shoots beneath the deeps. 

Or pours profuse on earth, one nature feeds 
The vital flame, *and swells the genial seeds 
Not man alone, but all that roam the wood, 

Or wung the sky, or roll along the flood, 120 

Each loves itself, but not itself alone. 

Each se\ desires alike, till two arc one 

Nor ends the pleasure ivith the fierce embrace , 

They love themselves, a third time, in their race 
Thus beast and bird their common charge attend. 

The mothers nurse it, and the sires defend. 

The young dismissed to wander earth or air. 

There stops the instinct, and there ends the care , 

T-he link dissolves, each seeks a fresh embrace, 

Another love succeeds, another race 130 

A longer care man’s helpless kind demands , 

That longer care contracts more lasting bands 
Reflection, reason, still the ties improve. 

At once extend the interest, and the love. 

With choice we fix, with sympathy we burn, 

Each virtue in each passion takes its turn. 

And still new needs, new helps, new habits rise, 
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That graft benevolence on chanties. 

Still as one brood, and as another rose, 

These natural love maintained, habitual those 140 

The last, scarce npened into perfect man. 

Saw helpless him from whom their life began; 

hlemor)' and forecast just returns engage. 

That pointed back to youth, this on to age j 

While pleasure, gratitude, and hope, combined. 

Still spread tlie interest, and preser\'ed the kind. 

IV. Nor think, in nature’s state they blindly trod, 

The state of nature was the reign of God. 

Self-love and social at her birth began. 

Union the bond of all things, and of man 150 

Pnde then was no j nor arts, that pride to aid, 

Man walked with beast, joint tenant of the shade, 

The same his table, and the same his bed, 

No murder clothed him, and no murder fed 

In the same temple, the resounding wood. 

All vocal beings hymned tlieir equal God 

The shrine vuth gore unstained, with gold undrest, 

Unbribed, unbloodj', stood the blameless priest 

Heaven’s attribute was universal care. 

And man’s prerogative to rule, but spare 160 

All' how unlike the man of times to come ' 

\ 

Of half that live the butcher and the tomb, 

Who, foe to nature, hears the general groan. 

Murders their species, and betrays his own. 

But just disease to luxury succeeds. 

And every death its own avenger breeds J ' 

The fury-passions from that blood began. 

And turned on man a fiercer savage, man 
See him from nature nsmg slow to art? 

To copy instinct then was reason’s part , 170 
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Thus then to man the voice of nature spake— 

"Go, from the creatures thy instructions take 
Learn from the birds nhat food the thickets >ueld, , 
I.earn from the beasts the ph}Sic of the field, 

Thy arts of building drom the hee receive , 

Learn of the mole to plough, the worm to neavc. 
Learn of the little nautilus to sail. 

Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale 
Here too all forms of social union find. 

And hence let reason, late, instruct mankind iSo 
Here subterranean works and cities see, 

Tliere towns aenal on the weaving tree 
Learn each small people’s genius, policies, 

The ant’s republic, and the realm of bees , 

How those m common all their 11601111 bestow', 

And anarchy ivithout confusion know. 

And these for ever, though a monarch reign. 

Their separate cells and properties maintain 
Mark what unvaned laws preserve each state. 

Laws wise as nature, and as fixed as fate 190 

In vain thy reason finer 11 ebs shall draw, ' 

Entangle justice in her net of law. 

And right, too ngid, harden into wTong , 

Still for the strong too weak, the weak too strong 
Yet go • and thus o'er all the creatures sivay. 

Thus let the wiser make the rest obey. 

And, for those arts mere instinct could afford, - 
33e crowned as monarclis, or as gods adored ” 

V Great nature spoke , observant man obeyed , 
Cities w^ built, societies ;were made 200 

Here rose one little state , another near 
Grew by like means, and joined, through love or fear 
Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend. 
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And tliere the streams in purer rills descend ?' 

■ What war could ravish, commerce could bestow. 

And he returned a friend, who came a foe 
Converse and love mankind might strongly draw, 

When love was liberty, and nature law. 

Thus states were formed , the name of king unknown, 

’Till common interest placed the sway in one. 210 
’Twas virtue only (or in arts or arms. 

Diffusing blessings, or averting harms) 

The same which in a sire the sons obeyed, 

A prmce the father of a people made. 

VI Till then, by nature crowned, each patriarch 
sate, 

Kmg, priest, and parent of his growing state ; 

On him, their second providence, they hung, 

Their law his eye, their oracle his tongue. 

He from^the wandenng furrow called the food, 

Taught to command the fire, control the flood, 220 
Draw forth the monsters of the abyss profound. 

Or fetch tlie aerial eagle to the ground. | 

Till drooping, sickening, dying tliey began ' 

Whom they revered as God to mourn as man : 

Then, looking up from sire to sire, explored 
One great first father,' and that first adored. 

Or plain tiadition that this all begun, 

-Conveyed unbroken faitli from sire to son; 

The worker from the work distinct was known, 

- And simple reason never sought but one ; 230 

Ere wit oblique had broke that steady light, 

Man, like his, Maker, saw that all was right ; 

To virtue, in the. paths of pleasure, trod. 

And owned a father when he owned a God 

Love all the faith, and all the allegiance then , j 
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For nature knew no ng?it divine in men. 

No ill could fear in God , and understood 
A sovereign being but a sovereign good 
Tnie faith, true pobcy, united ran. 

This was but love of God, and this of man 240 
Who first taught souls enslaved, and realms undone. 
The enormous faith of many made for one , 

That proud exception to all nature's laws, 

To imcrt the world, and counter-work its cause? 
Force first made conquest, and that conquest, law , 
Till superstition taught the tyrant aw c. 

Then shared the tjTanny, then lent it aid. 

And gods of conquerors, slaves of subjects made 
She 'midst the lightning’s blaze, and thunder’s sound) 
When rocked the mountains, and when groaned the 
ground, 25® 

She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 

To power unseen, and mightier far than they * 

She, from the rending earth and bursting skies, 

Saw gods descend, and fiends infernal rise 
Here fixed the dreadful, there the blest abodes , 

Fear made her devils, and w'cak hope her gods , 

Gods partial, changeful, passionate, unjust. 

Whose attributes w'ere rage, revenge, or lust , 

Such as the souls of cowards might concen e. 

And, formed like tyrants, IjTants would behe\e 260 
Zeal then, not chanty, became the guide , 

And hell was built on spite, and heaven on pride. 
Then sacred seemed the ethereal vault no more , - 
Altars grew marble then, and reeked with gore 
Then first the Flamen tasted living food , , 

Next his grim idol smeared with human blood , 

With heaven's own thunders shook the world below% 
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And played the god an engine on his foe 
So drives self-love, through just and through un- 
just, 

To one man’s power, ambition, lucre, lust • 270 

The same self-love, m all, becomes the cause 
Of what restrains him, government and laws 
For, what one likes if others like as well. 

What serves one will, when many wills rebel ? 

How shall he keep, what, sleeping or awake, 

A weaker may surprise, a stronger take ? 

His safety must hiS^ liberty restrain : 

All join to guard what each desires to gain. 

Forced into virtue thus by self-defence, 

Even kings learned justice and benevolence 280 
Self-love forsook the path it first pursued, 

And found the private in the public good 
’Twas then, the studious head or generous mind. 
Follower of God or friend of human-kind, 

Poet or patriot, rose but to restore 
The faith and moral nature gave before ; 

Re-lumed her ancient light, not kindled new ; 

If not God’s image, yet his shadow drew 
Taught powers due use to people and to kings, 
Taught nor to slack, nor strain its tender strings, 290 
The less, or greater, set so justly true, 

That touching one must stnke the other too , 

Till jarring interests, of themselves create 
The according music of a well-mixed state 
Such IS the world’s great harmony, that springs 
From order, union, full consent of things , 

Where small and great, where weak and mighty, made 
To serve, not suffer, strengthen, not invade , 

More powerful each as needful to the rest. 
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And, in proportion asjt blesses, blest, 300 

Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 
Beast, man, or angel, servant, lord, or king 
For forms of government let fools contest, 
Whate’er is best administered is best 
For modes of faith let graceless zealots fight ; 

His can’t be wrong whose life is m the right . 

In faith and hope the norld will disagree, 

But all mankind’s concern is charity . 

All must be false that thwart this one great end , 

And all of God, that bless mankind or mend 310 
Man, like the generous vine, supported lives , 

The strength he gains is from the embrace he gives 
On their own axis as the planets run. 

Yet make at once their circle round the'sun , 

So two consistent motions act the soul , 

And one regards itself, and one the whole 
Thus God and nature linked the general frame. 
And bade self-love and social be the same 


ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE IV 

or THE ^ATURE AND STATE OF MAN* WITH RESPECT TO 
HAPPINESS 

I False notions of happiness, philosophical and popular, answered 
from ver 19 to 77 — ^11 It is the end of all men, and attain 
able by all, ver 30 God intends happiness to be equal , and 
to be so, it must be social, since all particulnr happiness 
depends on general, and since he governs by gene^, not 
particular laws, ver 37 As it is necessary for order, and the 
peace and nelfare of society, that external good should be 
unequal, happiness is not made to consist in tliese, ver 51 
But, notwithstanding that inequality, the balance of happi- 
ness among mankind is kept even by providence, by the two 
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pissions of hope and icar, \er 70 — ^IIT What the happiness 
of tndunduals is, as far as is consistent n ith the constitution 
of this Morld , and tint the good mm has here the advantage, 
\cr 77 The error of imputing to Mrtue uliat are only the 
calamities of nature, or of fortune, \er 94 — IV Tlie folly of 
expecting that God should alter his general laws in favour 01 
partiailars, acr 121 — V That we are not judges who are 
good, but that, whoever they are, they must be happiest, 
aer 133 it — ^VI That external goods are not die proper 
rewards, but often inconsistent witli, or destructive of airtue, 
a^er 165 That caen these can niahc no man happj without 
airluc instanced in riches, acr 183 Honours, aer 191^ 
Nobility, aer 203 Greatness, aer 213 Fame, aer 233 
Supenor talents, acr 237, Lc. With pictures of human 
mfeliaty in men possessed of them all, aer 267, d.c — VII 
That virtue only constitutes a happiness, avhose object is 
uniaersal, and whose prospect eternal, aer 307, &.c That 
the perfection of aartue and happiness ronsists m a conformity 
to the order of proa idencc here, and a resignation to it here 
and hereafter, a cr 326, &a 


EPISTLE IV 

|0 HAPPINESS ' our beui|;’s end and aim 1 
Cood, pleasure, ease, content, avhate’er thy name ; 
]That something still which prompts the eternal sigh, 
Por w'hich we bear to live, or dare to die. 

Which still so near us, yet beyond us lies, 

O’erlooked, seen double, by the fool, and wise 
I Plant of celestial seed • if dropt below, 
i Say, in avhat mortal soil thou deignes t to grow ? 

Fair opening to some CourPs propitious shine, 

Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine? ' \o 
Twined ivith the avreaths Parnassian laurels yield. 

Or 'reaped in iron harvests of the field ? 

\ Where groivs? — ^where grows it not^* If vain our^toil, 
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'We ought to blame the culture, not the soil • 

/ ’ Fixed to no spot is happiness sincere, 

I Tis nowhere to be found, or everywhere, 

I ’Tis never to be bought, but always free, 

And fled from monarchs, St John' dwells with thee 
Ask of the learned the way? The learned are blind. 
This bids to serve, and that to shun mankind, 20 
Some place the bliss in action,' some in ease. 

Those call it pleasure, and contentment these , 

Some sunk to beasts, find pleasure end in pain; 

‘ Some swelled to gods, confess e’en virtue vain; 

' Or indolent, to each extreme they fall. 

To trust in every thing, or doubt of all 
Who thus define it, say they more or less 
Than this, that happiness is happiness? 

Take nature’s path, and mad opinion’s leave , 

All states can reach it, and all heads conceive , 30 

Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dw'ell , 

There needs but thinking nght, and meaning well , 

And mourn our various portions as we please. 

Equal IS common sense, and common ease 
1' Remember, man, “ the universal cause 
^Acts not by partial, but by general laws 
'\And makes what happiness we justly call 
Subsist not in the good of one, but all 
There’s not a blessing individuals find. 

But some way leans and hearkens to thc.kind 

L 

I Those who place happiness, or the summum bonum^m plea- 
sure, such as the Cyrenaic sect 2 Those who place it in a certain 
tanquilhty or calmness of mind, such as the Dcmocntic sect 3 
The Epicurean 4 The Stoia 5 The Trotagorean, which held 
that man was the measure of all things , for that all things which 
appear tt> linn are, and those things which appear not to any man 
arc not , so that every imagination or omnion of everv man was 

tnie 6 The Sceptic— 
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No bandjt fierce, no t3Tant mad nith pride. 

No cavern hermit, rests self-satisfied. 

Who most to shun or hate mankind pretend, 

Seek an admirer, or n’ould fix a friend 
Abstract what otliers feel, what others thi nk 
All pleasures sicken, and all glories sink 
Each has its share; and who would more obtain. 

Shall find, the pleasure pays not half the pain 
‘ Order is hea\cn’s first law, and this confest, 

Some are, and must be, greater than the rest, 50 
More rich,' more wnse ; but who infers from hence 
iThat such are happier, shocks all common sense 
Heaven to mankind impartial we confess, 

If all are equal in their happiness . 

But mutual wants this happiness increase. 

All nature’s difference keeps all nature’s peace 
'Condition, circumstance is not tlie thing; 
iBliss IS the same in subject or in king, 

/in who obtain defence, or w'ho defend, 

\ In him who is, or him w'ho finds a fnend 60 

Heaven breathes through every member of the whole 
C One common blessing, as one common soul 
( But fortune’s gifts if each alike possest, 

' And each were equal, must not all contest? 

I If then to all men happiness was meant, 
vGod in externals could not place content 
Fortune her gifts may vanously dispose, 

And these be happy called, unhappy those , 

But Heaven’s just balance equal will appear, 

IVlule those are placed in hope, and these in fear 70 
Nor present good or ill, the joy or curse, 

But future view's of better, or of w'orse 
I Oh, sons of earth > attempt ye still to rise, 
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\By mountains piled on mountains, to the skies? 

‘Heaven still with laughter the vam toil surveys 
And buries madmen in the heaps they raise 
Know, all the good that individuals find, . 

Or God and nature meant to mere mankind, 

Reason’s whole pleasure, all the joys of sense, 

^ Lie in three words, health, peace, and competence. 8 o 
\ But health consists with temperance alone, 
j And peace, oh, virtue ' peace is all Ihy own 
The good or bad the gifts of fortune gain, 

But these less taste them, as they worse obtain 
Say, in pursuit of profit or delight, 

Who risk the most, that take wrong means, or right ? 

Of vice or virtue, whether blest or curst, 

Which meets contempt, or which compassion first? 
Count all the advantage prosperous vice attains, 

’Tis but what virtue flics from and disdains 90 

'And grant the bad what happiness they would, 

^ One they must want, w'hicli is, to pass for good 
\ Oh, blind to truth, and God’s whole scheme below', 
)Who fancy bliss to vice, to virtue woe ' 

■Who sees and follows that great scheme the best, 
jBest knows the blessing, and will most be blest 
But fools the good alone unhappy call, 

'For ills or accidents that chance to all 
See, Falkland dies, the virtuous and the just ' 

See god-like Turenne prostrate on the dust' too 

See Sidney bleeds amid the martial strife • 

Was this their virtue, or contempt of life? 

Say, was it virtue, more though Heaven ne’er gave. 
Lamented Digby'^ sunk thee to the grave? 

^ The Hon Rohert Digby, third son of Lord Digby, who died 
in 1724 - ” . 
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Tell me, if virtue made the son expire, 

'Why, full of dajs, and hohour, lives the sire? 

Why drew Marseilles’ good bishop purer breath,' 

When nature sicbcned, and each gale Avas death? 

Or why so long (m life if long can be) 

Lent UcaA cn a parent to the poor and me ? no 

j What makes all physical or moral ill ? 

[There denates nature, and here wanders w'llL 
God sends not ill , if rightly understood, 

Or partial ill is universal good. 

Or change admits, or nature lets it fall , 

Short, and but rare, till man improved it all 
We just as wisely might of heaven complain 
That righteous Abel was destroyed by Cain, 

As that the virtuous son is ill at case 
WTien his lew’d father gave the dire disease 20 

Think w’e, like some weak pnnee, the Eternal Cause 
Prone for his favourites to reverse his law’s ? 

Shall burning ^tna, if a sage requires, 

Forget to thunder, and recall her fires? 

On air or sea new motions be imprest. 

Oh, blameless Bethel to relieve thy breast? 

When the loose mountain trembles from on high, 

Shall gravitation cease, if you go by? 

Or some old temple, nodding to its fall, 

For Chartres’ head reserve the hanging wall > 150 

But still this world (so fitted for the knave) 

* M de Uclsance was made bishop of Marseilles m 1709 In the 
plague of that city, m the year 1720, he distinguished himself by 
his zeal and nctivity, being the pastor, the ph>sician, and the magis- 
trate of his flock, whilst that homd calamity prevailed He died 
in the year 1755 — IVarlon , 

® Mr Hugh Belhcll, a Yorkshire gentleman, and one of Pope s 
intimate fnends 
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Contents us not A tetter shall we have? 

A kingdom of the just then let it be 
But first consider how those just agree 
\The good must merit God’s peculiar care , 

3 ut who, but God, can tell us who they are? 

One thinks on Calvin Heaven’s own spirit fell. 

Another deems him instrument of hell. 

If Calvin feel Heaven’s blessing, or its rod. 

This cries there is, and that, there is no God 140 
I What shocks one part ivill edify the rest, 

I Nor with one system can they all be blest 
The veiy best w’lll variously incline. 

And what rewards your virtue, punish mine 
llTiatever is, is right — This world, ’tis true, 

Was made for Cassax — ^but for Titus too 

And which more blest? who chained his country, say, 

Or he whose vutue sighed to lose a day^ 

“ But sometimes virtue starves, while vice is fed ” 
What then? Is the reward of virtue bread? 15° 
'That, nee may merit, ’tis the price of toil , 

^ The knave deserves it, w'hen he tills the soil, 

The kna\ e deserves it, when he tempts the mam, 

Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gam 
The good man may be -weak, be indolent, 

I Nor IS his claim to plenty, but content 
But grant him riches, your demand is o’er? 

“No — shall the good want health, the good want 
power?” 

Add health, and pow er, ana every earthly thing, 

“Why bounded power? why pnvate? why no king?” 
Nay, why external for internal given? i 6 x 

"Why is not man a god, and earth a heaven? 

Who ask and reason thus, will scarce conceive 
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God gives enough, while he has more to give 
Immense the power, immense were the demand. 

Say, at what part of nature will they stand 
\ What notliing earthly gives, or can destroy, 

The soul’s calm sunshine, and die heart-felt joy. 

Is virtue’s prize • A better would you fix ? 

Then give humility a coach and six, i 

Justice a conqueror’s sword, or truth a gown. 

Or public spirit its great cure, a crown. 

Weak, foolish man ' will Heaven reward us tlieie 
^With the same trash mad mortals wish for here ? 

( The boy and man an individual makes, 

/Yet Highest thou now for apples and for cakes ? 

Go, like the Indian, m another life 
Expect thy dog, thy botd^ and thy wife 
As well as dream such trifles are assigned, 

As toys and empires, for a god-like mind iJ 

Rewards, that either would to virtue bring 
No joy, or be destructive of the thing . 

How oft by these at sixty are undone 
The virtues of a saint at twenty-one ! 

To whom can riches give repute, or trust. 

Content, or pleasure, but the good and just? 

Judges and Senates have been bought for gold. 
Esteem and love were never to be sold 
O fool ! to think God hates the worthy mind. 

The lover and the love of human-kind, tgi 

Whose life is healthful, and whose conscience clear, 
Because he wants a thousand pounds a year. 

Honour and shame from no condition nse , 

Act well your part, there all the honour lies 
J Fortune in men, has some small difference made, 

I One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade, 
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^he cobbler aproned, and the parson gowned, 

,The fnar hooded, and the monarch downed 
(“I’lTiat differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl) 

I’ll tell you, friend ' a wise man and a fool 
you’ll find, if once tlie monarch acts the monh, 

Or, cobbler-hke, the parson will be drunk, 

Worth makes the man, and want of it, the fcllojv, 

The rest is all but leather or j>ruimlla.J[. bP' 

Stuck o’er with titles and hung round w ith striii^ 
That thou raayest be by kings, or whores of kings 
Boast the pure blood of an illustrious race. 

In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece , 

But by your fathers’ worth if yours you rate, 

Count me those only who were good and great 210 
\ Go ' if your ancient, but ignoble blood 
' Has crept through scoundrels ever since the flood, 

' Go ' and pretend your family is young , 

' Nor own, your fathers have been fools so long 
What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards ?j\ 

Alas ' not all the blood of all the Howards. 

! Look next on greatness, say where greatness lies? 

Where, but among the heroes and the wise?” 

Heroes are much the same, the point’s agreed. 

From Macedonia’s madman to the Swede, 

The whole strange purpose of their lives, to find 
Or make, an enemy of all mankind? 

I Not one looks backward, onward still he goes, 

^ Yet ne’er looks forw'ard farther than his nose 
I N^o^ess alike the politic and wise, 

1 things, with circumspective eyes 

m their loose unguarded hours they take. 

Not that themselves are wise, but others weak 
} But grant that those can conquer, these can cheat. 
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I 'Tis phrase absurd to call a villam great: 
i Who wckedly is wse, or madly brave, 

' Is but the more a fool, the more a knave. 

’j Who noble ends by noble means obtains, 

“^^iOr failing, smiles in exile or m chains, 

' ',Like good Aurelius let him reign of bleed 
\Like Socrates, that man is great mdeed. 

"N’iTiat’s fame? a fancied hfe m others’ breath, 

\ A thing beyond us, even before our death 
Just what )0u hear, you have, and what’s unknown 
The same (my Lord) if Tully’s, or your own. 240 
'^W that w'e feel of it begins and ends 
(In the small circle of our foes or friends; 

To aU beside as much an empty shade 
An Eugene living, as a Csesar dead, 

Alike or when, or w'here, they shone, or shine, 

Or on. the Rubicon, or on the Rhine 
A wit’s a feather, and a chief a rod,' 

An honest man’s the noblest work of God 
Fame but from death a villain’s name can save. 

As justice tears his body from the grave, 250 

When what to oblivion better were resigned. 

Is hung on high, to poison half mankind. 

.^11 fame is foreign, but of true desert; 

"^ylays round the head, but comes not to the heart: 

.One self-approving hour whole years out-weighs 
Of stupid starers, and of loud huzzas; 

And more true joy Marcellus exiled feels,' 

Than Csesar with a senate at his heels 

In parts superior what advantage lies? 

^ M Marcellus, one of the most determined opponents of Julius 
Cicsar, had fled to Mitylene after the battle of Pharsalus Bv 
Marcellus, Pope was said to mean the Duke cf Ormond 
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Tell (for you can) what is it to be m isc? 

*’Tis but to know how little can be knonn. 

To see all others’ faults, and feci our oun, 

' Condemned in business or in arts to drudge, 
Without a second, or without a judge 
Truths would }ou teach, or save a sinking land 
All fear, none aid you, and few understand. 

Painful pre-eminence ' yourself to view 
Above life’s weakness, and its comforts too 
Bring then these blessings to a strict account ; 
Make fair deductions , see to wrhat they mount 
How much of other each is sure to cost. 

How each for other oft is wholly lost , 

How inconsistent greater goods with these. 

How sometimes hfe is risked, and ahvays ease . 
Think, and if still the things thy envy call. 

Say, w'ouldst thou be the man to whom the’ fall? 
To sigh for ribands if thou art so silly, 

Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy: 

I Is yellow dirt the passion of thy life? 

‘ Look but on Gnpus, or on Gnpus’ wife 
\ If parts allure thee, think how’ Bacon shined, 
j The wisest, bnghtest, meanest of mankind 
Or ravished with the whisthng of a name, 

See Cromwell, damned to everlasting fame ' 

If all, united, thy ambition call. 

From ancient’story learn to scorn them all 
There, m the nch, the honoured, famed, and great. 
See the false scale of happiness complete • 

In hearts of kings, or arms of queens who lay, 

How happy ! those to rum, these betray 
Mark by what ■wretched steps their glory grows. 
From dut and sea-weed as proud Venice rose. 
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In each how guilt and greatness equal ran, 

And all that raised the hero, sunk the man- 
Now Europe’s laurels on their brows behold. 

But stained uath blood, or ill exdianged for gold 
Then see them broke udth toils, or sunk m ease. 
Or infamous for plundered provinces ' 

Oh, wealth ill-fated • which no act of fame 
E’er taught to shine, or sanctified from shame ' 
What greater bliss attends their close of life? 

Some greedy minion, or imperious wife. 

The trophied arches, storied halls invade 
,And haunt then slumbers in the pompous shade. 
Alas • not dazzled with their noontide ray. 
Compute the mom and evenmg to the day; 

The whole amount of that enormous fame, 

A tale, tliat blends their glory with their shame I 
1 Know then this truth (enough for man to know) 


v‘ Virtue alone is' happiness below.” 

/The only point where human bliss stands still, 

I And tastes the good without the fall to ill; 

1 "Where only ment constant pay receives, 
jyis blest in what it takes, and what it gives , 

(The joy unequalled, if its end it gain. 

And if It lose, attended with no pain • 

Without satiety, though e’er so blessed. 

And but more relished as the more distressed . 
iThe broadest mirth unfeehng folly wears, 
tiLess pleasing far than virtue’s very tears ; 

Good, from each object, from each place acquired. 
For ever exercised, yet never tired, 

Never elated, while one man’s oppressed; 


^ Meaning the great Duke of Marlborongh — JVatlon 
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Never dejected, while another’s blessed, 

/ And where no wants, no wishes can remain, 

Since be to wish more virtue, is to gain 
See the sole bhss Heaven could on all bestow 1 
tVhich who but feels can taste, but thinks can know 
Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind. 

The bad must miss , the good, untaught, will find; 33 
Slave to no sect, who takes no private road, 

But looks through nature up to nature’s God 
Pursues that chain ivhich links the immense design, 
Joins heaven and earth, and mortal and divine. 

Sees, that no being any bhss can know’, 

But touches some above, and some below , 

Learns, from this union of the rising whole, 

The first, last purpose of the human soul ; 

And knows, where faith, law, morals, all began, 

All end, m loie of God, and love of man 
For him alone, hope leads from goal to goal. 

And opens still, and opens on his soul , 

Till lengthened on to faith, and unconfined, 

It pours the bliss that fills up all the mind 
He sees, why nature plants m man alone 
Hope of knowTi bhss, and faith in bhss unknown 
(Nature, whose dictates to no other kind 
Are given m vain, but what they seek they find) 
Wise IS her present, she connects m this 
His greatest virtue with his greatest bliss , 

At once his own bright prospect to be blest. 

And strongest motive to assist the rest 
I Self-love thus pushed to social, to divine, 

(Gives thee to make thy neighbour’s blessing tliinc 

\ erbatim front Bolingbrokc’s Loiters to Pope — li'atioii 



MORAL ESSA YS 


J09 


^<Is this too little for the boundless heart? 

(Extend it, let thy enemies have part. 

Grasp the whole \\orlds of reason, life, and sense. 

In one close system of benevolence ; 

(Happier as kinder, in nhate’er degree. 

And hei^t of bliss but heigM of chan^*. 360 

"^oTloves froirTwhole" to parts but human soul 
Must nse from mdividual to the whole 
Self-love but serves the virtuous mind to walce, 

As the small pebble stars the peacefiil lake; 

The centre moved, a circle straight succeeds. 

Another stall, and stall another spreads , 

Friend parent, neighbour, first it will embrace ; 

His country next , and next all human "race , 

Wide and more wide, the o’etflovungs of the mind 
Take every creature in, of every kmd; , 370 

Earth smiles around, with boundless bounty blest, 
lAnd heaven beholds its image in his breast 

Come then, my fnend* my genius' come along; 

Oh, master of the poet, and the song ' 

And while the muse now stoops, or now ascends, 

To man’s low passions, or their glonous ends 
\Teach me, like thee, in various nature wise, 

\ro fall with dignity, -with temper nse. 

Formed by thy converse, happily to steer 

From grave to gay, from lively to severe , 380 

Correct with spint, eloquent with ease. 

Intent to ’■eason, or polite to please 

Oh ! while along the stream of tame thy name 

Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame. 

Say, shall my little bark attendant sail. 

Pursue the tnumph, and partake the gale? 

• "When statesmen, heroes, kings, in dust repose. 
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Whose sons shall blush their fathers were thy foes, 

Shall then this verse to future age pretend 

Thou wert my guide, philosopher, and friend? 390 

That urged by thee, I turned the tuneful art 

From sounds to things, from fancy to the heait, 

For uit’s false mirror held up nature’s light j 
Showed erring pnde, -nhate%er is, is nght; 

That reason, passion, answer one great aim j 
That true self-love and social are the same ; 
jThat virtue only makes our bliss below , 
fAnd all our knowledge is, ourselves to know. 


THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER.^ 
nEo on* MAX 

Faihfr of all » in every age, 

In every clime adored, 

By saint, by savage, and by sage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lordl 

Thou Great First Cause, least understood. 

■\\lio all my sense confined 
To know but this, that thou art good, 

And that myself am blind , 

' Concerning this poem, it may be proper to obsenc, that some 
passages m the preceding essay having been unjustly suspected of 
1 tendency towards fate and naturalism, the author composed this 
prayer as the sum of all, to show that his system was founded in 
fiee-will, and terminated in piety, that the First Cause was as w ell 
the Lord and Governor of tlie universe as the Creator of it , and 
that, by submission to hiswill (the great principle enforced through- 
out the Essay), was not meant the suffering ourselves to be earned 
along wath p blind determination, but a religious acquiescence and 
confidence full of hope and immortality. To gne all this the 
^cater weight and reality, the poet chose for his model the Lord’s 
Prayer, which of all others, best deserves the title prefixed to this, 
paraphrase — Warburion 
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Yet gave me, m this dark estate, 

To see die good from ill ; lo 

And binding nature fast in fate. 

Left free the human will 

What conscience dictates to be done, 

^ Or warns me not to do, 

'This, teach me more dian hell to shun, 

1 That, more than heaven pursue 

What blessings thy free bounty gives. 

Let me not cast away. 

For <jod is paid when man receives, 

To enjoy is to obey. 20 

Yet not to earth’s contracted span 
Thy goodness led me bound, 

Or think thee Lord alone of man, 

"When thousand words are round* 

Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Presume thy bolts to throw 
And deal damnation round the land, 

On each I judge thy foe 

If I am right, thy grace impart. 

Still in the right to stay; 30 

If I am wrong, oh, teach my heart 
To find that better way. 

Save me alike from foolish pride, 

Or impious discontent. 

At aught thy wisdom has denied. 

Or aught thy goodness lent 
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Teach me to feel another’s woe, 

. To hide the fault I see , 

That mercy I to others show, 

That mercy show to me 4° 

Mean though I am, not wholly so, 

Since quickened by thy breath j 
Oh, lead me w’heresoe’er I go, 

Through this day’s hfe or death 

This day, be bread and peace my lot . 

All else beneath the sun, 

Thou knowest if best bestowed or not; 

And let thy will be done 

To thee, whose temple is all space, 

Whose altar earth, sea, skies, 5° 

One chorus let all being raise, 

All nature's incense nse 1 
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IN FOUR EPISTLES TO SEVERAL PERSONS. 

Est brentate opus, nt currat sentcntio, ncu se 
Impcdiat verbis lassis onerantibus 'lurcs 
Et sermone opus est inodo tnsti, sxpc jocoso, 

Defcndente vicein niodo rhetons atquc pocte, 

Interdum urbani, parccnbs vinbus, atque 
Extenuantis eas consultb — Hoa. Sat i \ 17-22 

The Fifth Epislle of the Moral Essays (to Addison) was ivritlen 
m 1715 The Fourth Epistle (to the Eirl of Burlington) was pub- 
lished in I 73 i> under the title Of Taste^ subsequently altered to Of 
False Taste, and ultimatelj to Of the Use of Riches The Third 
Epistle (ty the Use of Riches, to Lord Bathurst) followed in 1732 
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In the same )car appeared the first two Epistles of the JOssay on 
Ma;t, the Third succeeding m 1733 In this jear also came out 
the Epistle On the Knenvlalse and Characters of Men, addressed to 
Lord Cobham, now the first of the Moral Rssays The Epistle 
(now the Second of tlie Moral Rssays) to a Lady, On the Chetao 
ters of Women, appeared in 1735 


EPISTLE 1 . 

TO SIR. RICHARD TEMPLE, LORD COBHAM.^ 

ARGUMENT 

OP THE KNOM'LEDGE AND CHARACTERS OF MEN* 

Tliat it IS not sufficient for this knowledge to consider man in Uic 
abstract, books will not sciActhc purpose, nor yet our own 
experience singl}, >cr i Gcneial maxims, unless thc> be 
formed upon both, w'lll be but notional, \er 10 Some pecn- 
lianty in every man, characteristic to himself, jet witjangfrom 
himself, icr 15 Difficulties ansmg from our own passions, 
fancies, faculties, Ac., icr 31 The shortness of life, to obser\c 
in, and the uncertamty of the pnnciplcs of action in men, to 
obsene bj*, ver 37, Ac. Our oivn pnnaple of action often 
hid from ourselies, ver 41 Some few* characters plain, but 
m general confounded, dissembled, or mconsistent, \cr 51 
The same man utterly different m different places and seasons, 
ver 71 Unimaginable weakness in the greatest, ver 70, Ac 
Nothing constant and certam but God and nature, a cr 95 No 
judging of the motuas from the actions , the same actions 
proceedmg from contnuy motnes, and the same motives in- 
fluencing contrary actions, aer loo — ^II Yet to form charac- 
ters, we can only take the strongest actions of a man’s lifci 
and try to make them agree The utter uncertainty of this, 
from nature itself, and from policy, a'er 120 Characters 
gia’en according to the rank of men of the world, aer 135 


^ Sir Richard Temple, created Viscount Cobham by George I 
in 1718, and made a field-marshal in 1742, a\as on intimate terms 
with Pope dunng tlie latter part of the poet’s life 
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And some reason font, \cr 140 Edueation alters the nature, 
or at least character of man}, acr 149 Actions, passions, 
opinions, manners, humours, or pnnciples, all subject to 
change No judging by nature, from ver isStoiyS — IIT It 
only remains to find (if aa e can) his ruling passion that a\ ill 
ccrtainl} influence all the rest, and can reconcile the seeming 
or real inconsistency of all his actions, aer 175 Instanced in 
the extraordinary character of Clodio, aer 179 A caution 
against mistaking second qualities for first, avliich aaall destroy 
all possibilit} of the knowledge of mankind, axr 210 Ex- 
amples of the strength of the ruling passion, and its continua- 
tion to the last breath, aer 222, Ac,. 

Yes, you despise the man to books confined, 

Who from his study rails at human kind , 

Though aa'hat he learns he speaks, and may advance 
Some general maxims, or be right by chance 
The coxcomb bud, so talkative and graa e,^ 

That from his cage cnes cuckold, avhorc,'and knave. 
Though many a passenger he rightly call, 
lYou hold him no philosopher at all 

And yet the fate of all extremes is such. 

Men may be read as nell as books, too much 10 

To observations which ourselves w e make. 

We grow more partial for the’ observer’s sake , 

To wntten wisdom, as another’s,’ less 

Maxims are drawn from notions,' those 'from guess 

There’s some peculiar ic each leaf and gram, 

; Some unmarked'fibre7 or some varying vein 
Shall only man be taken in the gross ? 

Grant but as many sorts of mind as moss 

■* A fine turned allusion to uliat Philostritus said of Euxemis, the 
tutor of Apollonius, that he could only repeat some sentences of 
Pythagoras, like those^coxcomh birds who were taught thtir c5 
irp&TTt and their Zcos tXcuts, but knew not \\hat they surnihcd — 
JVarbtttion 
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That each from other differs, first confess , 

Ne\t, that he varies from himself no less 
Add nature’s, custom’s, reason’s, passion’s strife. 

And all opinion’s colours cast on life 

Our depths iiho fathoms, or our shallows finds. 
Quick whirls, and shifting eddies, of our minds ? 

On human actions reason though you can, 

It may be reason, but it is not man • 

His principle of action once explore, 

That instant ’tis his pnnciple no more. 

Like following life -through creatures you dissect, 
iYou lose It in the moment you detect 
Yet raorej the difference is as great between 
The optics seeing, as the object seen. 

All manners take a tincture from our own , 

Or come discoloured through our passions shown. 

Or fancy’s beam enlarges, multiplies. 

Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thousanu dyes. 

Nor will life’s stream for observation stay, 

It hurries all too fast to mark their way . 

In vain sedate reflections we would make, 

When half our knowledge we must snatch, not take 40 
Oft, m the passions’ mid rotation tost, 

Our spring of action to ourselves is lost : 

Tired, not determined, to the last we yield. 

And what comes then is master of the field 
As the last image of that troubled heap. 

When sense subsides, and fancy sports in sleep, 

(Though passed the recollection of the thought,) 
Becomes the stuff of which our dream is wrought ; 
Something as dim to our internal view, 

Is thus, perhaps, the cause of most we do 
\True, some are open, and to all men known, 
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Others so Aery close, they're hid from none, 

(So darkness stnkes the sense no less than light) 

Thus gracious Chandos ^ is beloved at sight , 

And every child hates Shylock, though his soul 
Still sits at squat, and peeps not from its hole 
At half mankind Avhcn generous Manly raves," 

All knoAV ’tis virtue, for he thinks them knai’^cs . 

■\Vhen universal homage Umbra pays,® 

All see 'tis Ance, and itch of vulgar praise 6o 

When flattery glares, all hate it in a queen, ^ 

While one there is Avho charms us Avith his spleen 
But these plain characters we rarely find , 

Though strong the bent, yet quick the turns of mind 
' Or puzzling contraries confound the Avhole , 

' Or affectations quite reverse the soul 
I The dull, flat falsehold serves for policy. 

And m the cunning, truth itself’s a he 
‘ Unthought-of frailties cheat us in the Avise j 
I The fool lies hid in inconsistencies 7° 

See the same man, in Augour, in the gout; 

Alone, in company, m place, or out, 
jEarly at business, and at hazard late , 

Mad at a fox-chase, Avise at a debate , 


^ James Brydges, first Duke of Chandos, aihosc hospitality and 
supposed personal munificence to Pope the latter aims accused of 
having requited, by satinsing the decorations and furniture of the 
duke’s house at Canons in the epistle uhich non stands the fourth 
of the senes, Of the Use of Rtches See lines 97 and follow ing 
Pope denied the pecuniary obligation, and defended himself against 
the charge of having alluded to the duke’s house TTie diike ac- 
cepted the explanation , and Pope has recorded his gratified feel- 
ing in the abova»praise of “ graaons Chandos ” 

- Manly is the hero of AVycherley’s Plain Dealer The aiitlior 
himself was commonly known by the title of Manly Wycherley 
3 Bubb Doddington s s 1 

* Supposed to refer to Queen Ourolme. 
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Drunk at a borough, civil at a ball , 

Friendly at Hackney, faithless at Whitehall. 

Catius ^ IS ever moral, ever grave, 

Thinks who endures a knave, is next a knave. 

Save just at dinner — then, prefers, no doubt, 

A rogue with venison to a saint without 8 a 

Who would not piaise Patntio’s high desert,® 

His hand unstained, his uncorrupted heart. 

His comprehensive head • all interests weighed. 

All Europe saved, yet Britain not betray 
He thanks you not, his pride is m piquet, 
New-market-fame, and judgment at a bet 

What made (say Montagne, or more sage Cliarroii ') 
Otho a warrior, Cromwell a buffoon ? 

A perjured pnnce a leaden saint revere,® 

A godless regent tremble at a star ? ^ 90 

The throne a bigot keep, a genius quit,® 

Faithless through piety, and duped through wit ? 
Europe a woman, child, or dotard rule. 

And just her wisest monarch made a fool ? 

Know, God and Nature only are the same • 

In man, the judgment shoots at flying game, 

A bird of passage • gone as soon as found. 

Now in the moon perhaps, now under ground 

^ Charles Darlineuf 

® Lord Godolphin 

® Louis XI of France wore in liis hat a leaden image of the 
Virgin Maty, whicli when he snore by, he feared to break his 
oath 

* Philip Duke of Orleans, Regent of France in the minority of 
Louis XV , superstitious in judicial astrolopry, though an unbeliever 
in ill religion — Warburto/t 

' ® Philip V of Spain, who, after renouncing the throne for re- 
ligion, resumed it to gratify his queen , and Victor Amadeus II 
King of Sardinia, who resigned the crown, and trying to rcassume 
it, ivas imprisoned till his death. 
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In vam the sage, with retrospectne eye, 

Would from the apparent what conclude the why. 
Infer the motive from the deed, and show, 

That what ue chanced uas \\hat we meant to do 
Behold < if fortune or a mistress frowns, 

Some plunge in business, others shave their crowns- 
To ease the soul of one oppressive weight, 

This quits an empire, that embroils a state 
The same adust complexion has impelled 
Charles to the convent, Philip to the field 
Not always actions show the man we find 
Who does a kindness, is not therefore kind , 
Perhaps prosperity becalmed his breast. 

Perhaps the mnd just shifted from the east : 

Not therefore humble he who seeks retreat, 

Pnde guides, his steps, and bids him sKun the great 
■\\Tio combats bravely is not therefore brave. 

He dreads a death-bed like the meanest slave 
Who reasons -wisely is not therefore wise. 

His pride in reasoning, not in acting lies. 

But grant that actions best discover man , 

Take the most strong, and sort them as you can 
The few' that glare each character must mark. 

You balance not the many in the dark 
What will you do with such as disagree ? 

Suppress them, or miscall them policy ? 

Must then at once (the character to save) 

The plain rough hero turn a crafty knave ? 

Alas • in truth tlie man but changed his mind. 
Perhaps was sick, in love, or had not dined 
Ask why from Britain Csesar would retreat? 

Csesar himself mignt whisper he was beat 
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no 
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-Why risk the world’s great empire for a Punk?i 
Caesar perhaps might answer he ivas drunk 
Bu^ sage histonans « 'tis your task to prove 
One action conduct , one, heroic love. 

\ ’Tis from high life high characters are draivn , 
jA saint in crape ^ is twice a saint in lawn , 

A judge IS just, a chancellor juster still , 

A gownman, learned, a bishop, what you will; 

Wse, if a minister, but, if a king, 

More wise, more learned, more just, more everything 140 
Court-virtues bear, like gems, the highest rate. 

Bom where Heaven’s influence scarce can penetrate. 

In life’s low vale, the soil the virtues like, 

They please as beauties, here as w onders stnke 
I Though the same sun with all-diffusive rays 
' Blush in the rose, and in the diamond blaze. 

We pnze the stronger effort of Ins power, 

I And justly set the gem above the flow'er 
’Tis education forms the common mind, 

Just as the twig is bent, the tree’s inclined 150 

Boastful and rough, your first son is a squire , 

The next a tradesman, meek, and much a liar, 

Tom stmts a soldier, open, bold, and brave , 

Will sneaks a scnvener, an exceeding knave 
Is he a churchman ? tlien he’s fond of poiver 
A Quaker^ sly a Presbytenan? sour 
A smart free-thinker^ all things in an hour 
Ask men’s opinions Scoto ® now' shall tell 


^ Cleopatra. 

s 7^ in the goivn of an ordinstiy clerg>mm 
» In the first edition “ J n now shall tell meaning per- 

haps Johnston, the Scottish secretary, a neighbour of Pope s 
at Tn icKenlnm — Camitheis 
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How trade increases, and the woTld goes well , 

Strike off his pension, by the setting sun, i 6 o 

And Britain, if not Europe, is undone 
That gay free-thinker, a fine talker once, 

What turns him now a stupid silent dunce? 

Some god, or spint he has lately found * 

Or chanced to meet a ramister that fron ned. 

Judge we by nature? habit can efface. 

Interest o’ercome, or policy take place . 

By actions ? those uncertainty divides : 

By passions ? these dissimulation hides . 

Opinions ? they still take a wider range 170 

! find, if you can, in what you cannot change 

Manners with fortunes, humours turn with dimes, 

V'" ^ 

jTenets with books, and principles with times 


Search then the ruling passion* there, alone, 

The mid are constant, and the cunning knonr, 

^The fool consistent, and the false sincere , 

Pnests, princes, women, no dissemblers here 
'This clue once found, unravels all tlie rest, 

I Tne prospect clears, and Wharton stands confest ' 
Wharton, the scorn and wonder of our days, 180 

Whose ruling passion was the lust of praise 
Born with whate’er could win it from the wnse. 

Women and fools must like him or he dies , 

Though wondering senates hung on all he spoke. 

The club must hail him master of the joke 
Shall parts so various aim at nothing new ? 


^ Philip, I)uke of Wharton, after a life of dissipation and adven- 
ture, died m the year 1731 maSpanish convent, m the habit of the 


MORAL ESSAYS 
% 

He’ll shine a Tally and a Wilmot too ^ 

Then turns repentant, and his God adores 
With the same spirit that he drinks and wholes j 
Enough jf all around him but admire, 

And now the punk applaud, and now the friar. 
Thus With each gift of nature and of art, 

And wanting nothing but an honest heart. 
Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt ; 

And most contemptible, to shun contempt: 

- His passion still, to covet general praise, 

His life, to forfeit it a thousand ways ; 

A constant bounty which no firiend has made , 
An angel tongue, which no man can persuade , 

( A fool, with more of wit than half mankind. 

Too rash for thought, for action too refined. 

A tyrant to the wife his heart approves, 

\ A rebel to the very king he loves , 

He dies, sad outcast of each church and state, 
And, harder still ' fiagitious, yet not great 
/ Ask you why Wharton broke through every rule ? 
I ’Twas all for fear the knaves should call him fool 
Nature well known, no prodigies remain, 
Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. 

J Yet, in this search, the wisest may mistake, 

If second qualities for first they take. 

When Catiline by rapine swelled his store , 

When Caesar made a noble dame ^ a whore , 

. In this the lust, in that the avance 
Were means, not ends , ambition was the vice. 


^ John Wilmot, E of Rochester, famous for his wit and 
Aaganaes in the time of Charles the Second 

* Scrviha, the sister of Cato, and the mother of Brutus 
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That very Caisar, bom in Scipio’s days, 

Had aimed, like him, by chastity at praise. 

Lucullus, when frugality could charm, 

Had roasted turnips m the Sabine farm 
In vain the observer eyes the builder’s toil, 220 
But quite mistakes the scaffold for the pile 
In this one passion man can strength enjoy. 

As fits give vigour, just when they destroy 
Time, that on all things lays his lenient hand, 

\Yet tames not this , it sticks to our last sand 
Consistent in our follies and our sms. 

Here honest nature ends as she begins 
Old politicians chew on wisdom past, 

And totter on in business to the last, 

As weak, as earnest, and as gravely out, 230 

As sober Lanesborough ^ dancing in the gout 
Behold a reverend sire, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a nameless race. 

Shoved from the wall perhaps, or rudely pressed 
By his own son, that passes by unblessed 
Still to his wench he crawls on knocking knees. 

And envies every sparrow that he sees 
A salmon’s belly, Helluo, was thy fate. 

The doctor called, declares all help too late . 

“ Mercy i” cries Helluo, “ mercy on my soul » 240 

Is tnere no hope ? — Alas t — then bnng the jowl ” 

The frugal crone, whom praying priests attend. 

Still tries to save the hallow ed taper’s end. 

Collects her breath, as ebbing life retires, 

* An ancient nobleman, wlio continued tins practice long after 
Ills legs iTCre disabled by the gout Upon the death of Prince 
ueorge of Denmark, he demanded an audience of the Queen, to 
advise her to preserve her health, and dispel her grief by dancing 
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For one puflf more, and in that puff expires ^ 

“Odious ' in noollenl ’tn'ould a samt provoke," 
(Were the last words that poor Narcissa spoke)- 
“ No, let a charming chintz, and Brussels lace 
Wrap my cold limbs, and shade my lifeless face • 

One would not, shre, be frightful when one’s dead — 
And — Betty — give this cheek a little red.” 251 

The courtier smooth, -who for^^ years had slimed 
An humble servant to all human kind. 

Just brought out this, when scarce his tongue could stir, 
“If— where Fm going — I could seri'e j'ou, sir?" 

“ I give and I devise ” (old Euclio said, 

And sighed) “my lands and tenements to Ned ” 

“Your money, sir,” “My money, sir, what^ all? 

"Wliy, — if I must — (then wept) I give it Paul " 

^ The manor, su:?” — ^“The manor ' hold,” he cried, 
“Not that, — cannot part with that” — and died 261 

I And you, brave Cobham' to the latest breath 
Shall feel your ruling passion strong in death. 

Such in those moments as in all the past, 

“ Oh, save my country, heaven ' shall be your last 

^ A fact told'himby Lady Bolingbroke, of an old countess at 
Pans — Wttrhtiion 

® This story, as m ell as the others, is founded on fact though the 
author had the goodness not to mention the names Se\ at- 
tnbute this in parbcular to a lery celebrated actress, who, in de- 
testation of the thought of being buried in ■woollen, gave these her 
last orders mth her dying breath According to Warton, the 
actress in (|ttestion was the Cimous Mrs, Oldfield 
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EPISTLE IP 

TO A LADY [MARTHA BLOUNT } 

OF THE CIIARCTERS OF WOMEN 

Nothing so true as what you once let fall, 

“ Most women have no characters at all ” 

Matter too soft a lasting mark to bear, 

And best distinguished by black, brown, or fair 
How many pictures of one nymph w'e view, 

All how unlike each other, all how true ' 

Arcadia’s Countess, here, in ermined pride. 

Is, there, Pastora by a fountain side 
Here Fannia, leering on her own good man. 

And there, a naked Leda with a swan Jo 

Let, then, the fair one beautifully cry, 

In Magdalen’s loose hair, and lifted eye, 

Or drest in smiles of sweet Cecilia shine," 

With simpering angels, palms, and harps divine* 
"Whether the charmer sinner it, or saint it, 

If folly grow romantic, I must paint it 

Come, then, the colours and the ground prepare ' 

Dip in the rainbow, trick her off in air. 

Choose a firm cloud, before it fall, and m it 

Catch, ere she change, the Cynthia of this minute 20 

' This Epistle, as onginally published, wanted the portriits of 
Philomede, Chloe, and Atossa. Accordinjr to Wirburton's state- 
ment, Pope communicated the character of Atossa to the Duchess 
of Marlborough as intended for the Duchess of Buckingham , ac- 
cording to "Walpole the reverse. 

* Attitudes in urhich several ladies 'ifl'ected to be drawn, and 
sometimes one lady in them all The poet’s politeness and com 
maisan^ to the sex is observable in tins instance, amongst others, 
that, where, as m the Charac/ers of Mat, he has sometimes made 
use of real names, in the Characters of Womev always fictitious 
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Rufa, ^^hose eye quick-glancing o’er the park,^ 
Attracts each light gay meteor of a spark, 

Agrees as ill with Rufa studying Locke, 

As Sappho’s diamonds with her dirty smock 3- 
Or Sappho at her toilet’s greasy task. 

With Sappho fragrant at an evening masque : 

So morning insects that in muck begun, 

Shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the setting-sun. 

How soft is Silia • fearful to offend,® 

The frail one’s advocate, the weak one’s friend . 

To her, Calista proved dier conduct nice j 
And good Simplicius asks of her advice 
Sudden, she storms ' she raves * You tip the wink, 
But spare j'our cenWe j Silia does not drink. 

All eyes may see from what the change arose, 

All eyes may see — a pimple on her nose. 

Papillia, w’edded to her amorous spark, 2 
Sighs for the shades — " How charming is a park • ” 
A park is purchased, but the fair he sees 
All bathed in tears — “ Oh, odious, odious trees ' ” 

Ladies, like vanegated tulips, show, 

’Tis to their changes half their charms we owe , 
Fine by defect, and dehcately weak. 

Their happy spots the nice admirer take, 

’Twas thus Calypso once each heart alarmed,* 
Awed wnthout virtue, without beauty charmed , 

Her tongue bewitched as oddly as her eyes. 

Less wit than mimic, more a ivit than wise , 


30 


40 


^ Instances of contrarieties, given e\en from' such characters as 
are most strongly marked, and seemingly therefore most consistent , 
as I "m. Affected, \cx 21 
® Ladj Mary Wortley Montagu. 

® II Contrarieties m the Sofi-uatured, 

■* III Contrarieties in the Cunning ixA. Artful 
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Strange graces still, and stranger flights she had, 

Was just not ugly, and was just not mad, 50 

Yet ne’er so sure our passion to create, 

As when she touched the brink of all we hate 
Narassa’s^ nature, tolerably mild,* 

To make a wash, would hardl} stew a child , 

Has e\en been proved to grant a lover’s prajer, 

And paid a tradesman once to make him stare , 

Gave alms at Easter, in a Chnstian tnm, 

And made a widow happy, for a whim 
W’liy then declare good-nature is her scorn, 

■\Vhen ’tis by that alone she can be borne ? 60 

Why pique all mortals, yet affect a name? 

A fool to pleasure, 3’et a slave to feme . 

Now deep in Taylor and the Book of hlartyrs, 

Now dnnking atron with his grace and chartrcs 
Now conscience chills her, and now passion bums , 

And Atheism and religion take their turns , 

A v'ei)' heathen in the carnal part, 

Yet still a sad, good Christian at her heart 
See sin in state, majestically drunk,* 

Proud as a peeress, prouder as a punk; 7 ° 

Chaste to her husband, frank to all beside, 

A teeming mistress, but a barren bnde 
What then ? let blood and body bear the fault, 

Her head’s untouched, that noble seat of thought ' 

Such this day’s doctrine — ^m another fit 
She sins with poets through pure lov e of mt 
What has not fired her bosom or her brain? 


^ 1 haie been infomed, on good authont}, that this diaracter 
wa5 designed for the then Duchess of Hamilton — Warton 
® IV In the lYnwisKcH 
® V In the Leunt and Viftetts 
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Cjcsar and Tall>boy, Charles and Charlemagne. 

As Helluo, late dictator of the feast, 

The nose of Hautgout, and the tip of taste, 80 

Cnticed your n ine, and analysed your meat. 

Yet on plain pudding deigned at home to eat; 

So Pliilomed^^ lectunng all mankind 
On the soft jpassion, and the taste refined. 

The address, the delicacy — stoops at once. 

And makes her hearty meal upon a dunce. 

TIavia’s a wit, has too much sense to pray , " 

To toast our uants and wishes, is her way; 

Nor asks of God, but of her stars, to give 

The mighty blessing, “ while n e live, to live.” 90 

Then all for death, that opiate of the soul ! 

Lucretia’s dagger, Rosamonda’s bowl 

Say, what can cause such impotence of mind? 

A spark too fickle, or a spouse too kind. 

Wise wretch ' with pleasures too refined to please ; 

With too much spint to be e’er at ease ; 

With too much quickness ever to be taught ; 

With too much thinking to have common thought ; 

You purchase pain with all that joy can give. 

And die of nothing but a rage to live 100 

Turn then firom wits , and look on Simo’s mate, 

No ass so meek, no ass so obstinate 

Or her, that owns her faults, but never mends, 

Because she's honest, and the best of friends . 

Or her, whose life the Church and scandal share, 

For ever m a passion, or a prayer 

^ Designed for the Duchess of Marlborough who so much 
admired Congreve, t e , Ilcnnctta (daughter of Sarah), Duchess of 
Marlborough, and wife of Lord Godolplun 
® VI Contrarieties in the Wtlty. and Jiejined 
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Or her, who laughs at hell, but (hkc her grace) ^ 

Cries, “Ah» how charming, if there's no such place'" 

Or how in sweet vicissitude appears 

Of mirth and opium, ratifie and tears, Jio 

The daily anodyne, and nightly draught. 

To kill those foes to fair ones, time and thought 
Woman and fool are two hard things to hit , 

For true no-meaning puzzles more than wit 
But what are these to great Alossa’s mind?® 

Scarce once herself, by turns all ivomankind ' ' 

Who, with herself, or otheis, from her birth 
Finds all her life one warfare upon earth ; 

Shines in exposing knaves, and painting fools, 

\ et IS, wliate’er sheTiatcs and ridicules. lao 

No thought advances, but her eddy brain 
Whisks It about, and down it goes again 
Full sixty years the world has been her trade. 

The wisest fool much time has ever made 
From loveless youth to unrespected age. 

No passion gratified except her rage 
So much the fury still outran the wnt, 

The pleasure missed her, and the scandal hit 
Who breaks with her, pro\okes revenge from hell. 

But he’s a bolder man w'ho dares be w'ell 130 

Her every turn with violence pursued, 

Nor more a storm her hate than gratitude 
To that each passion turns, or soon or late. 

Love, if It makes her jneld, must make her hate 
Superiors? death' and equals? what a curse! 

But an. inferior not dependant? worse 

i 

i 


s Duchess of Monl-igu — \Vai Ion 

he Duchess ol Marlborough, Sarah Jennings 
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Offend her, and she knows not to forgive , 

Oblige her, and she’ll hate you while you live : 

But die, and she’ll adore you — then the bust 

And temple nse — then fall again to dust. 140 

Last night, her lord was all that’s good and great , 

A knave this morning, and his mil a cheat 
Strange ' by the means, defeated of the ends. 

By ^int robbed of power, by warmth of friends. 

By wealth of followers ! mthout one distress 
Sick of herself through very selfishness ' 

Atossa, cursed with every granted prayer. 

Childless with all her children, wants an heir 
To heirs unknoivn descends the unguarded store. 

Or wanders, heaven-directed, to the poor 150 

Pictures like these, dear madam, to design, 

Asks no firm hand, and no unerring line ; 

Some uandering touches, some reflected hght. 

Some flying stroke alone can hit 'em right • 

For how should equal colours do the knack? 
Chameleons who can paint in white and black? 

“Yet Chloe^ sure was formed without a spot” — 
Nature in her then erred not, but forgot 
“ With every pleasing, every prudent part, 

Say, what can Chloe want?” — She ivants a heart 160 

She speaks, behaves, and acts just as she ought. 

But never, never reached one generous thought. 

Virtue she finds too painful an endeavour. 

Content to dwell in decencies for ever 
So very reasonable, so unmoved, 

As never yet to love, or to be loved 
She, while her lover pants upon hei breast, 


^ Lady Suffolk, mistress of Geoige If 
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Can mark the figures on an Indian chesty 
And when she sees her friend m deep despair. 

Observes how much a chintz exceeds mohau: 170 

Forbid it, Heaven, a favour or a debt 

She e’er should cancel — but she may forget 

Safe IS your secret still in Chloe’s ear , 

But none of Chloe’s shall you ever hear 
Of all her -dears she never slandered one. 

But cares not if a thousand are undone 
Would Chloe know if you’re alne or dead? 

She bids her footman put it in her head 
Chloe IS prudent — would jou too be Tvise? 

Then never'break your heart uhen Chloe dies 180 

One certain portrait may (I grant) be seen, 

Which Heaven has varnished out, and made a queen 
The same for ever ' and described by all 
With truth and goodness, as with croivn and ball 
Poets heap virtues, painters gems at wnll. 

And show their zeal, and hide their want of skill 
’Tis well — but, artists > who can paint or wnte. 

To draw the naked is y our true delight 
That robe of quality so struts and sw-ells. 

None see what parts of nature it conceals 190 

The exactest traits of body or of mind. 

We owe to models of an humble kind 
If Queensbuiy' ^ to stnp there’s no compelling, 

T'ls from a handmaid w e must take a Helen 
From peer or bishop ’tis no easy thing 
To draw the man who loves his God, or king 
Alas ' I copy (or my draught would fail) 

* Tlic Duchess of Queensbuo, the correspondent of Swift, and 
;>atroness of Oaj 
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From honest ]Mahomet,i or plain Parson Hale ^ 

But grant, in pubhc men sometimes are show n, 

A woman’s seen in pnvate life alone 200 

Our bolder talents in full light displayed. 

Your Mrtues open fairest in the shade 
Bred to disguise, in public ’tis you hide , 

There, none distinguish ’tivixt your shame or pride, 
"Weakness or delicacy; all so nice. 

That each may seem a virtue, or a vice 
In men, w e various ruhng passions find 
In women, two almost divide the kind, 

Those, only fixed, they first or last obey, 

The love of pleasure, and the love of sway 210 

That, nature gi\es, and where the lesson taught* 

Is but to please, can pleasure seem a fault? 

Experience, this , by man’s oppression curst, 

They seek the second not to lose the first 
' Men, some to busmess, some to pleasure take 
But ever}' woman is at heart a rake • 

I Men, some to quiet, some to public stnfe, 

JJut every lady would be queen for life. 

Yet mark the fate of a whole sex of queens? 

Power all their end, but beauty all the means 220 

1 Servant to the late lang (George I ), said to be the son of a 
1 urkish Bassa, whom he took at the siege of Buda, and constanUy 
1 cpt about his person 

- Ur Stephen Hale, not more estimable for his useful discovenes 

as a natural philosopher, than for his exemplary life and pastoral 
tharit> as a parish pnest 

® 1 he former part having shown that the particular characters of 
women are inoreaanoiis than those of men, it is nevertheless ob- 
served, that Uie -general charactenstic of the sex, as to the ruling 
passion, is more uniform 

Tins IS occasioned partly by their nature, partly their educa- 
tion, and in some degree by necessitj 
® W'hat arc the aims and the fate of this sex?— -I As to Eou/a 
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In )Outh they conquer, uith so wild a rage. 

As lea^es them scarce a svibject m their age* 

For foreign glor>, foreign 305% they roam. 

No thought of peace or happiness at home 
But wisdom’s triumph is well-tuned retreat, 

As hard a science to the fair as great ' 

Beauties'; like t)*rants, old and friendless grown, 

Yet hate repose, and dread to be alone, 

IVom out in public, w’cary every C} e. 

Nor leave one sigh behind them when they die. 230 
Pleasures the sex, as children birds, pursue,' 

Still out of reach, yet never out of view , 

Sure, if the) catch, to spoil the toy at most, 

To covet fi)ing, and regret when lost 
At last, to follies youth could scarce defend, 

It grows their age’s prudence to pretend, 

Ashamed to own the) gave delight before, 

Reduced to feign it, when they give no more* 

As hags hold Sabbaths, less for joy than spite, 

So these their merry, miserable night , 240 

Still round and round the ghosts of beauty glide, 

And haunt the places where their honour died 
Sec how the world its veterans rewards I 
A vouth of frolics, an old age of cards; 

Fair to no purpose, artful to no end. 

Young vvuthout lovers, old without a fntnd, 

\ fop their passion, but llieir pnze a sot, 

\Uve ridiculous, and dead, forgot* 

Ah, friend’ to darzlc let the vam design," 

^ 1 o ruse the thought, and touch the heart be thine! 250 

^ II A'v to Mfitati 
* Advice for Uicir irMC tulcrc.t. 


MORAL ESSAYS 


*33 


Tliat charm shall ^o\v, while what fatigues the 
nng,i 

Flaunts and goes dorni, an unregarded thing. 

So when the sun’s broad beam has tired the sight, 

All mild ascends the moon’s more sober light, 

Serene in \'irgin modesty she shines, 

And unobserved the glaring orb declines “ 

Oh • blest until temper, whose unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow cheerful as to-day. 

She, who can lot e a sister’s charms, or hear, 

Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear, 260 

She, who ne'er answers till a husband cools, 

Or, if she rules him, never shows she rules , 

Charms by accepting, by submitting sways, 

Yet has her humour most, when she obeys. 

Let fops or fortune fly which way they wall , 

Disdains all loss of tickets, or coddle • 

Spleen, vapours, or sraall-pox, above them all, 

And mistress of herself, though China fall 

And yet, believe me, good as well as ill. 

Woman’s at best a contradiction still 270 

Heaven, when it strives to polish all it can 
Its last best w'ork, but forms a softer man; 

Picks from each sex, to make the favourite blest. 

Your love of pleasure, or desire of rest. 

Blends, in exception to all general rules. 

Your taste of follies, with our scorn of fools 
Resen’-e with frankness, art with truth allied. 

Courage with softness, modesty with pride , 

* The faihionablc promenade in the Park, destroyed at the time 
of the formation of the Serpentine, by order of Queen Caroline 

- These four lines were ongmally addressed to Miss Judith 
Cow per. 
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Fixed pnnciples, with fancy ever new. 

Shakes all together, and produces— you 280 

Be this a woman’s fame with this unblest, 

Toasts live a scorn, and queens may die a jest 
This Phoebus promised (I forget the year) 

When those blue eyes first opened on the sphere , 
Ascendant Phoebus watched that hour with care. 
Averted half your parents’ simple prayer , 

And gave you beauty, but denied the pelf 
That buys your sex a tyrant o’er itself 
The generous God, who wit and gold refines. 

And ripens spirits as he npens mines, 290 

Kept dross for duchesses, the world shall know it. 

To you gave sense, good-humour, and a poet 


EPISTLE III ^ 

TO ALLEN LOIU3 BATHURST® 

ARGUMENT 

OJ THE USE OF RICHES 

That it IS known to few, most falling into one of the extremes, 
wance or profusion, ver 1, &.C. The point discussed, whether 

^ This Epistle w"is written ifter n violent outciy against our 
author, on a supposition that he had ridiculed a worthy nobleman 
merely for his wrong taste He justified himself upon that article 
m a letter to the Earl of Burlington, at the end of which are these 
words “ I have learnt that there are some who would rather be 
wicked than ridiculous and therefore it may be safer to attack 
vices than follies I will therefore lca\c my betters m the quiet 
possession of their idols, their groves, and their high places,, and 
change my subject from their pnde to their meanness, from their 
vanities to their miseries , and as the only certain way to avoid 
misconstructions, to lessen offence, and not to multiply ill-natured 
applications, I may probably, m my next, make use of real names 
instead of fictitious ones ” 

- Allen Apsley Lord Bathurst, a 1 ory peer 
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the imcntion of mone} has been more commodious or pcnii- 
cious to mankind, -ver 21-77 That iichcs, either to tJie 
asanciotts or the prodigal, cannot afford happiness, scarcely 
necessanes, ver S9-160 That aTarice is an absolute frenqr, 
•without an end or purpose, aer. 113, &.C., 152 Conjectures 
about the motii^ of aaancious men, ver 121-153 That the 
conduct of men, Mith respect to nehes, can only be accounted 
for by the Order of Providclice, which works the general good 
out of extremes, and brings all to its great end by perpetual 
reiolutions, \er. 161-178 How a miser acts upon principles 
which appear to him reasonable, aer 179 How a prodigal 
does the same, aer 199 The due medium, and true use of 
nehes, ler 219 The Man of Ross, \er 250 The fate of 
the profuse and the covetous, in two examples , both miserable 
m life and in death, ver 300, S-C. The stoij’ of Sir Balaam, 
ver 339 to the end 

P Who shall decide, vhen doctors disagree. 

And soundest casuists doubt, like you and me? 

You hold the word, from Jove to Momus given 
That man was made^he standing jest of heaven; 

AAnd goldTjuTsent to keep the fools m play, 
iFor some to heap, and some to throw away 
l But I, who think more highly of our kind, 

I (And surely. Heaven and I are of a mind) 

'Ppine, that nature, as in duty bound, 

Deep hid the shining mischief under ground. 

But when by man’s audacious labour won, 
felamed forth this nval to its sire, the sun, 

[Then careful Heaven supplied two sorts of men, 

(To squander these, and those to hide again. 

Like doctors thus, when much dispute has past. 

We find our tenets just the same at last. 

Both fairly owning riches, in effect, 

No grace of Heaven or token of the elect. 

Given to the fool, the mad, the vain, the evil. 
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To Ward,^ to Waters, = Chartres,® and the Devil * so 

) B, What nature nants, commodious gold bestows, 
Tis thus we eat the bread another sows. 

\ JP But how unequal it bestow’S, obser\'e, 

’Tis thus we not, while, who sow’ it, starve. 

What nature wants (a phrase I much distrust) 


* John Wird, of Hacknc>, member of Parhament, being 
prosecuted b> the Duchess of Buckingham, and comictcd of foi- 
gery, was first expelled the House, and then stood in the pillory 
on the 17th of March 1727 He was suspectcil of joining in a con- 
aeyancewilh Sir John Blunt, to secrete fifty thousand pounds of 
that director’s estate, forfeited to the bouth Sea Company by Act 
of I^rliament The company recoiercd the fifty thousand pounds 
against Ward , but he set up prior conaejanccs of bis real estate 
to his brother and son, and concealed all his personal, which avas 
computed to be one hundred and fifty thousand pounds These 
conveyances being also set aside by a bill in Cbanccjy, Ward was 
imprisoned, and hazarded the, forfeiture of his life, by not gnmg m 
his effects till the last day, which was that of his examination 
During his confinement, liis amusement was to gne poison to dogs 
and cats, and to see them expire by slower or quicker torments. 
To sum up the worth of this gentleman, at the scicral ms of his 
bfe, at his standing in the piUory he was worth above two hundred 
thousand pounds, at his commitment to prison, he was worth one 
hundred and fifty thousand , but has been since so far diminished 
in his reputation, as to be thought a worse man by fifty or sixty 
thousand 

* Mr Waters, the third of these worthies, was a man no way re- 
sembling the former in his military, but extremely so in his civil, 
capacity , his great fortune having been raised by the like diligent 
attendance on the necessities of others. But this gentleman’s his- 

# tory must be deferred till his death, when his worth may be known 
more certainly 

* Fr Chartres, a man infamous for all manner of vices. When 
be was an ensign in the army, he was drummed out of the regiment 
for a cheat , he was next banished Brussels, and drummed out of 
Ghent on the same account After a hundred tncks at the gaming 
tables, he look to lending of money at exorbitant interest and on 
great penalties, accumulating premium, interest, and capital into a 
new capital, and seizing to a minute when the payments became 
due, in a word, by a constant attention to the vices, wants, and 
follies of mankind, he amnired an immense fortune. His bouse 
was a perpetual bawdy-nouse. He was twice condemned for 
rapes, and pardoned , but the last time not w ilhout imprisonment 
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Extends to luxury, extends to lust 
Useful, I grant, it serves what life requires, 

But, dreadful too, tlie dark assassin lures • 
ys. Trade it may help, society extend 

But lures the pirate, and cornipts tlie friend. 30 


in Nctt'Bnte, nnd Inrge confiscations He died in Scotland in 1731, 
aged 62. 1 lie popnhee at liis funeral raised a great not, almost 
lore the bodj out of the coffin, nnd cast dead dogs, &c , into the 
grave along •with it The following epitaph contains Ins character 
very justly drawn by Di Aibuthnot — 

Here contmneth to rot 
The body of Francis Chartres, 

Wlio with .an inflcMblc constancy, and inimitable uniformity of life. 

Persisted, 

In spite of age and infirmities. 

In the practice of every human vace ; 

Excepting prodigality and hjpoensy 
His insatiable "avarice exempted him from the first, 

Ills matchless impudence fiom the second 
Nor was he more singular m the undev lating pravaty of his manners 
Than successful in accumulating wealth 
For, watliout trade or profession, 

Without trust of public money, 

And without bribe-worthy service. 

He acquired, or more properly created, 

A roimstcnal estate 
He was the only person of his time, 

"Wlio could cheat without the mask of honesty, 

Retain liis primeval meanness 
When possessed of ten thousand a year. 

And having daily deserved the gibbet for what he did. 

Was at last condemned to it for wh.at he could not do 
Oh, indignant reader I 
Tliiiik not his life useless to mankind I 
Providence connived nt his execrable designs. 

To give to after ages 
A conspicuous proof and example. 

Of how small estimation is exorbitant w calth in the sight of God, 
By his bestowing it on the most unworthy of all mortals 

This gentleman was worth seven thousand pounds a year estate m 
land, and about one liundicd thousand m money 

* Alluding to the vulgar opinion, tliat all mines of metal and 
suhterrancous treasures arc m the guard of the devil 
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B It raises armies in a nation's aid 
P But bnbes a senate, and the land’s betra}cd 
In vain may heroes fight, and patriots rave; 

If secret gold sap on from kna\ e to knave. 

Once, we confess, beneath the patriot’s cloak,' 

From the cracked bag the dropping guinea spoke. 

And Jingling doivn the back-stairs, told the crew, 

“ Old Cato IS as great a rogue as you ” 
fBlest paper-credit' last and best supply' 

(That lends corruption lighter ivings to flj * 4 ° 

Gold imp’d by thee, turn compass hardest things, 

Can pocket states, can fetch or cany* kings ,- 
A single leaf shall waft an army o’er. 

Or ship off senates to a distant shore 
A leaf, like Sibyl’s, saitter to and fro 
Our fates and fortunes, as the ninds shall blow 
Pregnant with thousands flits the scrap unseen, 

And silent sells a king, or buys a queen ^ 

Oh ' that such bulky bnbes as all might see. 

Still, as of old, encumbered villany* ’ 50 


^ This IS a true storj% Minch happened in Uic reign of William 
III to an nnsnspccted old patriot, ■who coming out at the baclc- 
door from ha\ ing been closeted by the king, nhcrc he had received 
a large bag of guineas, the bursting of the bag discove^ his busi- 
ness there. According to Warburton, this nas Sir Christopher 
Miisgrave 

^ In our author's time, many pnnees had been sent about the 
■world, and great changes of kings projected in Europe. The par- 
tition-treaty had disposed of Spam , Trance had set up a king for 
England, ivho ■was sent to Scotland, and back again , King Stanis- 
laus was sent to Poland, and back again, the Duke of Anjou was 
sent to Spain, and Don Carlos to Italy 
® Alludes to seieral ministers, counsellors, and patnots banished 
in our times to Sibena, and to that more glorious fate of the Par- 
liament of Pans, banished to Pontoise in the year 172a 
* The allusion seems to be to the Pretender, and to Queen 
Caroline. 
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Bear home six whores, and make his lady weep? 

Or soft Adonis, so perfumed and fine, 

Dnve to St James’s a whole herd of swine? 

Oh filthy check on all industrious skill, 

To spoil the nation’s last great trade, quadrille ’ 

Since then, my lord, on such a world we fall, 

■\\Tiat say you ? B Say? Wliy take it, gold and all 
P What riches give us let us then inquire 
Meat, fire, and clothes B ^^'hat more? P Meat, 
clothes, and fire So 

Is this too little? would you more than live? 

Alas > ’tis more than Turner* finds they give. 

Alas I 'tis more tlian (aU his visions past) 

Unhappy Wharton,® ivaking, found at last 1 
What can they give? to dying Hopkins,® heirs'j 
To Chartres, vigour japhet, nose and ears?* 

^ One vho, beme possessed of three hundred thousand pounds, 
laid down his coach, because interest was reduced from fnc to four 
per cent, and then put sc\enty thousand into the Chanlable Cor- 
poration for better interest , which sum hwlng lost, he took it '‘O 
much to heart, that he kept his chamber ever after It is tliought 
he would not have outlncd it, but that he was heir to another con- 
siderable estate, which he daily expected, and that by this course 
of life he saved both clothes and all other expenses. 

* A nobleman of great qnahtic.s, but ns nnforliinatc in the appli- 
cation of them, as if they had been \iccs and follies Sec liis 
character m the first cpisUc. 

® A citizen, whose rapacify obtained him the name orVulliire 
Hopkins He lived worthless, but died worth three hiindretl 
thousand pounds, which he would gisc to no person living, but 
left It so as not to be inherited till after the second generation His 
counsel representing to him how many years it must be, before 
this could take effect, and that his money could only lie at interest 
all that time, he expressed great joy thereat, and said, “They 
would then be as long in spending, as he had been in getting it " 
But the Chancery aftcrwaids set aside the will, and gase it to tlic 
heir-at-law' 

* Japhet Crook, alias Sir Peter Stranger, was punished with the 
loss of those parts, for having forged a comcyance of an estate to 
himself, upon which he took up several thousand pounds. He was 
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Can they in gems bid pallid Hippia glow, 

In Faina’s buckle ease the throbs below ; 

Or heal, old Narses, thy obscener ail. 

With all the embroider}' plastered at thy tail ? 90 

They might (were Harpax not too w ise to spend) 

Give Harpax’ self the blessing of a fnend , 

Or find some doctor that would save the life 
Of wretched Shjlock, spite of Sh} lock’s wife . 

But thousands die. without or this or that, 

Die, and endow a college, or a cat^ 

To some indeed, Heaven grants the happier fate. 

To ennch a bastard, or a son they hate. 

Perhaps you think the poor might have their part? 
Bond damns the poor, and hates them from his heart - 
The grave Sir Gilbert ^ holds it for a rule, loi 

That “ ever}' man m want is knave or fool . 

God cannot love (says Blunt, with tearless eyes) 


at itc same time sued in Chancerj for having fraudulently obtained 
a will, bj vihich he possessed another considenble estate, in ■nrong 
of the brother of the deceased B> these means he was worth a 
great sum, which (in reward for the small loss of his earsl he en- 
joyed in pnson till his death, and quietly left to his executor 
^ A famous duchess of Richmond m her last will left consider- 


able legacies and annuities to her cats 
- This epistle VI as written in the jear 1730, "hen a corpi^tion 
was established to lend money to the poor upon pledges, bj tim 
name of the Charitable Corporation , but the whole was 
only to an iniquitous method of ennching particular people, to the 
rain of such numbers, tliat it became a parliamentary concern to 
endeavour the relief of those unhappy sufferers, and three of the 
managers, who were members of the house, w ere expelled Bj the 
report of tlic committee appointed to inquire into that imqintous 
affeir. It appears, that when it was objected to the intended re- 
moval of the office, that the poor, for whose use it wm ^ected, 
would be hurt by it. Bond, one of the directore replied, Damn 
the poor " That “ God hates the poor, ’ and “ That every man m 
want is knave or fool,” &.C., were the genuine .apothegms of some 
of the persons here mentioned . ^ t- 1 j 

^ Sir Gilbert Heathcolc, director of the Bank of England 
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The wretch he starves "—and piously denies : 

But the good bishop, with a meeker air, 

Admits, and leaves them, Providence’s care 
Yet, to be just to these poor men of pelf, 

Each does but hate his neighbour as himself* 

Damned to the mines, an equal fate betides 
The slave that digs it, and the slave that hides no 
B "Who suffer thus, mere chanty should own. 

Must act on motives powerful, though unknown 
P, Some war, some plague, or famine they foresee, 
Some revelation hid from you and me 
Why Shylock wants a meal the cause is found, 

He thmks a loaf ivill nse to fifty pound. 

What made directors cheat m South-sea year? 

To live on venison when it sold so dear’^ 

Ask you why Pliryne the whole auction buys ? 

Phryne foresees a general excise ® 120 

Why she and Sappho raise that monstrous sum? 

Alas I they fear a man will cost a plum 

Wise Peter* sees the world’s respect for gold, 

And therefore hopes this nation may be sold 
Glorious ambition ' Peter, swell thy store, 

* In the extravagance and luxury of the South-sea year, the pnce 
of a Inunch of venison ivas from three to e pounds. 

* Many people about the year 1733, had a conceit that sucli a 
thing was intended, of which it is not improbable this lady might 
have some intimation 

® Peter Walter, a person not only eminent in the wisdom of Ins 
profession, as a dexterous attorney, but allowed to be a good, if* 
not a safe comc3rancer , extremely respected by the nobility of this 
land, though free from all manner of luxury and ostentation his 
wealth was ncier seen, and lus bounty never heard of, except to 
his ow n son, for whom he procured an cmplo} ment of considerable 
profit, of which he gave him as much as was necessary Therefore 
the taxing this gentleman with any ambition, is certainly a great 
wrong to him 
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And be what Rome’s great Didius^ n'as before 

' The crown of Poland, venal hvice an age," 

To just three millions stinted modest Gage.® 

But nobler scenes Maria’s dreams unfold. 

Hereditary realms, and worlds of gold 130 

Congenial souls • whose life one avance joins, 

And one fate bunes in the Asturian mmes 

Much injured Blunt why bears he Bntam’s hate? 

A irizard told him in these words our fate . 

At length corruption, bke a general flood, . 

(So long bj’' watchful mmisters mthstood) 

Shall deluge all, and avance, creeping on. 

Spread like a low-born mis^ and blot the sun ; 
Statesman and patnot ply ahke the stocks, 

Peeress and butler share alike the box, 140 

* A Roman lawyer, so rich as to purchase the empire when it 
was set to sale upon the death of PcrtinaA 

® The two persons here menUoned were of quality, each of whom 
in the hlississippi despised to reah5eabo\e three hundred thousand 
pounds ; the gentleman with a view* to the purchase of the crowm 
of Poland, the lady on a Msion of the like roj-al nature They 
since redr^ into Spain, where the} are still in search of gold m 
the imnes of the Astun^ 

® A Sir Gage, of the ancient Suffolk Cathohc femily of that 
name, and L^y hlaiy Herbert, daughter of the Marquess of 
Poms, and of a natural daughter of James II ; whence the phrase 
“hereditai} realms ’ — Bowles 

* Sir John Blunt, originally a scniener, was one of the first pro- 
jeclois of the South-sca Company, and afterwards one of the direc- 
tors and diief managers of the famous scheme in 1720 He was 
also one of those who suffered most se\erely by the bill of pains 
and penalties on the said directors. He ivas a dissenter of a most 
religious deportment, and professed to be a greater belieier 
Whether he did really creoit the prophecy here mentioned is nof 
certain, but it was constantly in this >*617 style he declaimed 
against the corruption and luxury of the age, the partiahty of par- 
liaments, and the miseiy of party -spirit He was particularly elo- 
quent ajTimst amrice in great and noble person^ of which he had 
laderf h\ ed to see many miserable examples. He died in the year 

1732 
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And judges job, and bishops bite the town, 

And mighty dukes pack cards for half a crow n 
See Bntain sunk m lucre’s sordid charms. 

And Fiance revenged of Anne's and Edward’s arms?" 
’Tivas no court-badge, great Scnvener ' fired thy brain, 
Nor lordly luxury, nor city gain 
No, 'twas thy righteous end, ashamed to see 
Senates degenerate, patriots disagree, 

And, nobly wishing party rage to cease, 

To buy both sides, and give thy country peace. 150 
“All this IS madness," cries a sober sage 
But who, my friend, has reason in his rage ? 

" The ruling passion, be it what it will. 

The ruling passion conquers reason still ” 

Less mad the wildest whimsy we can frame. 

Than even that passion, if it has no aim. 

For though such motives folly you may call, 

The folly’s greater to have none at alL^ 

Hear then the truth “’Tis Heaven each passion 
sends. 

And different men directs to different ends 160 

Extremes in nature equal good produce. 

Extremes in man concur to general use ’’ 

Ask we what makes one keep, and one bestow ? 

That Power who bids the ocean ebb and flow. 

Bids seed-time, harvest, equal course maintain. 

Through reconciled extremes of drought and rain. 
Builds life on death, on change duration founds. 

And gives the eternal wheels to know their rounds 
Riches, like insects, when concealed they lie. 

Wait but for wings, and in then: season fly 170 

* Verbaiim from Kocbcfoucault — 
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Who sees pale Mammon pme amidst his store, 

Sees but a backivard steward for the poor* 

This year a reservoir, to keep and spare ; 

The next, a fountain, spouting through his heir, 

In lavish streams to quench a country’s thirst. 

And men and dogs shall dnnk him till they burst 
Old Cotta ^ shamed his fortune and his birth, 

Yet wras not Cotta void of wit or worth 
TlTiat though (the use of barbarous spits forgot) 

His kitchen vied in coolness with his grot? 180 

His court with nettles, moats with cresses stored. 

With soups unbought and salads blessed his board ? 

I If Cotta hved on pulse, it was no more 
Than Brahmins, saints, and sages did before , 

* To cram the nch was prodigal expense, 

! And who would take the poor from Providence ? 
i Like some lone Chartreux stands the good old hall. 
Silence without, and fasts wnthin the wall , 

No raftered roofs with dance and tabor sound, 

No noon-tide bell invites the country round , 190 

- Tenants with sighs the smokeless towers survey. 

And turns the unwilling steeds another w'ay , 

Benighted wanderers, the forest o’er. 

Curse the saved candle, and unopening door. 

While the gaunt mastiff growling at the gate, 

'Affrights the beggar w'hom he longs to eat 
Not so his son , he marked this oversight. 

And then mistook reverse of wrong for right 
(For w'hat to shun will no great knowledge need ; 

But W'hat to follow, is a task indeed ) 200 

* Supposed to be the Dube of Newcastle, who died in 1711 , and 
bis son, who became prime minister 
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Ym bure, of qualities deserving praise, 

More go to ruin fortunes, than to raise 

What slaughtered hecatombs, what floods of wine. 

Fill the capacious squire, and deep divine ' 

Yet no mean moUve this profusion draiys. 

His oxen perish in his country’s cause , 

’Tjs George and liberty that crowns the cup. 

And zeal for that great house which eats him up 
The woods recede around the naked seat , 

The Sylvans groan — ^no matter — ^for the fleet , 210 

Next goes his wool — to clothe our valiant bands ; 

Last, for his country’s love, he sells his lands 
To toivn he comes, completes the nation’s hope. 

And heads the bold tram-bands, and burns a pope 
And shall not Bntam now reward his toils, 

Britain, that pays her patriots ivith her spoils? 

In vam at court the bankrupt pleads his cause, 

His thankless country leaves him to her laws 
The sense to value nches, with the art 
To enjoy them, and the virtue to impart, 220 

Not meanly, nor ambitiously pursued, 

Not sunk by sloth, nor raised by servitude. 

To balance fortune by a just expense, 

Join with economy, magnificence. 

With splendour, chanty , with plenty, health j 
O teach us, Bathurst ' yet unspoiled by wealth ' 

That secret rare, between the extremes to move 
Of mad good-nature, and of mean self-love 
B To worth or want- well-weighed, be bounty given, 
And ease, or emulate, the care of Heaven , ^ 230 

(Whose measure full o'erflows on human race) 

Mend fortune’s fault, and justify her grace. 

Wealth in the gross is death, but life diffused , 
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As poison heals, in just proportion used : 

In heaps, like ambergnse, a stink it lies, 

But well-dispersed, as incense to the skies. 

jP. "Wlio star\'es by nobles, or with nobles eats? 

The ivretch that trusts tliem, and the rogue that cheats. 
Is there a lord, who knows a cheerful noon 
Without a fiddler, flatterer, or buffoon ? 240 

Whose table, wit, or modest merit share. 

Unelbowed by a gamester, pimp, or player? 

Who copies yours or Ovford’s better part,^ 

To ease the oppressed, and raise the sinking heart ? 
Where’er he shines, oh fortune, gild the scene, 

And angels guard him in the golden mean ' 

There, English bounty yet awhile may stand. 

And honour linger ere it leaves the land 

But all our praises why should lords engross ? 

Bise, honest muse I and sing the Man of Ross ^ 250 

Pleased Vaga echoes through her winding bounds,® 

And rapid Severn hoarse applause resounds 
Wio hung with woods yon mountain’s sultry brow ? 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow? 

Not to the skies m useless columns tost', 

Or in proud falls magnificently lost, 

* Edward Harley, Earl of Oxford The son of Robert, created 
Earl of Oxford and Earl Rfortimcr by Queen Anne This 
nobleman died regretted by all men of letters, great numbers of 
rvliom had experienced his benefits He left behind him one of 
the most noble libraries in Europe 

* The person here celebrated, who with a small estate actually 
performed all these good works, and whose true name was almost 
lost (partly by the title of the Man of Ross given him by way of 
eminence, and partly by being buried without so much as an in- 
scription) was called Mr John Kyrle He died in the year 1724, 
aged 90, and lies interred in the dianccl of the church of Ross in 
licrcfotdshire 

* The river Wye 
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But clear and artless, pouring through the plain 
Health to the sick, and solace to the swam 
Whose cause-way parts the vale with shady rows ? 

Whose seats the weary traveller repose? 260 

Who taught that heaven-directed spire to rise? 

“ The Man of Ross,” each lisping babe replies 
Behold the market-place uuth poor o’erspread ' 

The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread , 

He feeds yon alms-house, neat, but void of state. 

Where age and want sit smiling at the gate , 

Him portioned maids, apprenticed orphans blest, 

The young who labour, and the old who rest 
Is any sick? the Man of Ross relieves. 

Prescribes, attends, the medicine makes, and gives 270 
Is there a variance , enter but his door, 

Balked are the courts, and contest is no more 
Despairing quacks with curses fled the place, 

And vile attorneys, now a useless race 
B Thnce happy man • enabled to pursue 
“What all so wush, but want the power to do ' 

Oh say, what sums that generous hand supply? 

What mines, to swell that boundless charity? 

P Of debts, and taxes, wufe and children clear. 

This man possessed — five hundred pounds a year 280 
Blush, grandeur, blush' proud courts, withdraw your 
blaze ' 

Ye little stars ' hide your diminished rays 
B And what ? no monument, inscription stone ? 

His race, his form, his name almost unknowm ^ 

P Who builds a church to God, and not to fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his name 
Go, search it there, where to be bom and die, 

r * 

Of rich and poor makes all the history , 
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Knoiigli, lh.1t virtue filled the space uelwcen j 
Proved, by the ends of being, to have been 290 

When Hopkins dics,^ a thousand lights attend 
The wctch, who In ing saved a candle’s end : 
Shouldering God’s attar a vile image stands, 

Pelics his features, nay extends his hands , 

'I int h\c-long wig which Gorgon's self might owm. 
Internal buckle lakes in Panan stone * 

IJehold what blessings w’e.aUh to life can lend ' 

-Ind see, what comfort it affords our end. 

In the worst inn’s worst room, with mat half-hung, 
I'hc floors of plaistcr, and the walls of dung, 300 
On once a flock-bed, but repaired with slmw', 

WiUi tape-tjed curtains, neter meant to draw, 

The George and Garter dangling from that bed 
IVhcrc tawdry )cllow strove with dirty red. 

Great Vilhcrs lies » — alas I how ch.angcd from him, 

*I hat life of pleasure, and that soul of whim 1 
Gallant and g.ay, m Cliveden’s * proud alcove, 

The bower of wanton Shrew sbur) and love; 

Or just as gay, at council, 111 a ring 

* Ldmuml Boiiticr, I-«q , cxcaitor to Vulture Hopkins, made so 
splendid 1 funcnl foi liim, that llit i.}.j>tns.cs amounted to £7666 

®lhc pod ndicules ihcwrclchctl taste of canine large pem- 
vigs on Imslos, of a\liich there arc sutral mIu examples in tlit 
tointijnl Wt'.liniii'.tti and then here 

* This Ion!, 3 cl more famous for his victs than his mi&foi tunes, 

after having been possessed of nhout ,^50,000 a jear, and passed 
Ihrotigli inanj of the highest posts m iJie kingdom, died m the year 
1OS7, ^ remote 11m in Yorkshire, reduced to the utmost misery 

* A delightful palace, on the hanks of the 1 hames, built by the 
Ihikc of JJuckingham 

® TJic Countess of Shrewsbury, a woman abandoned to gallan- 
tries. The carl, her husband, was hilled by the Duke of Bucking- 
ham in a duel , and it has been s-vid, that duniig the combat she 
held the duke’s horses in the habit of a page 


MORAL ESS I VS 


ISO 

Of mimicked statesmen, and their merry king 310 
No wit to flatter left of all his store ' 

No fool to laugh at, which he valued more 
There, victor of his health, of fortune, fnends, 

And fame, this lord of useless tliousands ends 
His grace’s fate sage Cutler' could foresee, 

And uell (he thought) advised him, “Live like me " 

As well his grace replied, “ Like you, Sur John? 

That I can do, when all I have is gone ” 

Resolve me, reason, which of these is worse, 

Want with a fool, or with an empty purse? 320 

Thy life more wretched, Cutler, w'as confessed. 

Arise, and tell me, was thy deatli mote blessed? 

Cutler saw tenants break, and houses fall. 

For very want , he could not build a wall 
His only daughter in a stranger’s power. 

For very want , he could not pay a dow'cr 
A few grey hairs his reverend temples crowned, 

’Twas very want that sold them for two pound 
What even denied a cordial at his end. 

Banished the doctor, and expelled the fnend ? 330 

What but a want, which you perhaps think mad, 

Yet numbers feel the want of what he had ' 

Cutler and Brutus, dying both exdaim, 

“Virtue ' and w ealth ' w’hat are ye but a name 
Say, for such w'orth are other worlds prepared ? 

Or are they both, in this their own reivard ? 

A knotty pomt ' to w’hich we now proceed 
But you are tired — I’ll tell a tale — JB Agreed 

Sir John Culler, a wealthy citizen, of the Restoration period, 
'iceused of rapacity on aceonnt of a lai^c claim mide by his cxc- 
rators against the College of Physicians which he liad aided by a 
loan — Carruthers 
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P "Where London’s column,^ pointing at the 
skies, 

Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lies ; 340 

There dw clt a citizen of sober fame, 

A plain good man, and Balaam was his name j 
Religious, punctual, frugal, and so forth ; 

His word uould pass for more than he was worth. 

One solid dish Ins week-day meal affords, 

An added pudding solemnised the Lord’s . 

Constant at church, and change , his gains were sure. 
His givings rare, save fartlimgs to the poor 
The devil uas piqued such saintship to behold, 

And longed to tempt him hke good Job of old 350 
But Satan now is uiser than of yore. 

And tempts by making rich, hot making poor 
Roused by the Pnnee of Air, the uhirlwinds sweep 
The surge, and plunge his father m the deep, 

Then full against his Cornish ^ lands they roar, 

And two rich shipivrecks bless tlie lucky shore 
Sir Balaam now, he lives hke other folks, 

He takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes, 

“ Live hke yourself,” was soon my lady’s word, 

And lo * tw’o puddings smoked upon the board 360 
Asleep and naked as an Indian lay, 

1 The monument on Fish Street HilJ, built in memory of the fire 
of London, of 1666, with an inscription, importing that city to ha\e 
been burnt by the papists 

~ Tlie 'luthor has placed the scene of these shipwrecks in Com- 
M all, not only from their frequency on that coast, but from the in- 
humanity of the uilnbilants to those lo whom that misfortune 
arrives When a ship happens to be stranded there, they have 
been knou n to bore holes in it, to prevent its getting on , to plun- 
der, and sometimes even to massacre the people nor has the 
Parliament of England been yet able wholly to suppress these bar- 
barities. 
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An honest factor stole a gem away 

He pledged it to the knight, the knight had ^Mt, 

So kept the diamond, and the rogue ^\as biL 
Some scruple rose, but thus he eased his thought, 

"ril now gi\e sixpence where I gave a groat. 

Where once I went to church. I’ll now go twice — 

And am so clear too of sill other vice ” 

Tiie tempter saw his time, the work he plied; 

Stocks and subscriptions poured on eveiy side, 370 
Till all the demon makes his full descent 
In one abundant shower of cent per cent, 

Sinks deep within him, and possesses whole, 

Then dubs director, and secures his soul 

Behold Sir Balaam, now a man of spirit, 

Ascnbes his gettings to his parts and mcnt , 

What late he called a blessing, now was wit. 

And God's good providence, a lucky hit 
Things change their titles, as our manners turn . 

His counting-house emplo)ed the Sunday morn , 380 

Seldom at church Ctwas such a busy life) 

But duly sent his family and wife 

There (so the devil ordained) one Christmas-tidc 

My good old lady catched a cold and died 

A nymph of quality admires our knight. 

He marries, bows at court, and grows polite • 

Leaves the dull cits, and joins (to please the pair) 

The well-bred cuckolds in St James's air • 

First, for his son a gay commission buys. 

Who dnnks, whores, lights, and in a duel dies 390 

^ Pope was supposed to illude here to the Pitt ebamond brought 
to England by Ibomas Pitt, go\emor of Madras, about 1700, and 
sold to tlie Ring of France for ,£20,000 Thomas Pitl w as grand- 
father of the first Earl of Chatliam — Carnil/iers 


A cf quahfy adtmrei our ktughi, 

Ife mantes, btrus at court, and grows poltte" 

Pas^ IS* 
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His daughter fljaunts a \uscount‘s tawdry wife j 
She bears a coronet and pox for life. 

In Bntain’s senate he a seat obtains, 

And one more pensioner St Stephen gains.' 

My lady falls to play, so bad her chance, 

He must repair it, takes a bribe from France , 

The House impeach him j Comngsby harangues ,2 
The court forsake him, and Sir Balaam hangs 
Wife, son, and daughter, Satan ' are thy own, 

His wealth, yet dearer, forfeits to the crown • 400 

The del'll and the king divide the prize. 

And sad Sir Balaam curses God and dies. 


, EPISTLE IV 

TO RICHAKD BOVLt:, EARL OF BURLINGTON ® 

ARGUMENT. 

OF THE USE OF RICHES 

The vanity of expense in people of ivcalth and quality. The abuse 
of the word taste, <er. 13 That the first pnnciple and foun- 
dation, in this as in everything eke, is good sense, ver 40 
The chief proof of it is to follow nature even in works of mere 
luxury, and elegance. Instanced in ardiitccture and gardening, 
where all must be adapted to the genius and use of the place, 
and the beauties not forced into it, but resulting from it, ver 
50 How men are disappointed m their most expcnsiv c under- 
takings, for want of thi^ true foundation, without which no- 
thing can jilease long, if at all , and the best examples and 

' — ^atque unum civem domre Sibylla; 

. Juv' 111 3 — Warburtou 

® The impeachment of Oxford in 1715 was moved by Lord 

'Coningsbj 

- ® Richard Boyle, third Earl of Burlington, obtained fame by his 
taste in architecture ~ 
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rules will but be perverted into something burdensome orndi 
culous, ver 65, &c , to 92 A description of the false taste ol 
magnificence , the first grand error of -which is to imagine that 
greatness consists m the size and dimension, instead of tlie 
proportion and harmony of the avhole, ver 97, and the second, 
cither in )oming together parts incoherent, or too minutely 
resembling, or in the repetition of the same too frequently, 
ver 105, Ac Aavord or two of false taste in books, m music, 
in painting, even in preaching and prayer, and lastly in enter- 
tainments, ver 133, Ac Yet Providence is justified in giving 
wealth to be squandered in this manner, since it is dispersed 
to the poor and laborious part of mankind, \cr 169, What 
are the proper objects of magnificence, and a proper field for 
the expense of great men, ver 177, Ac., and finally, the great 
and public uorks which become a prince, ver. 191, to the 
end 

|l IS Strange, the miser should his cares employ 
iTo gam those nches he can ne’er enjoy 
(Is xt less strange, the prodigal should waste 
His wealth to purchase what he ne’er can taste? 
pot for himself he sees, or hears, or eats , 

/Artists must choose his pictures, music, meals . 

He buys for Topham,* drawings and designs, 

For Pembroke statues, dirty gods, and coins , 

Rare monkish manusenpts for Hearne® alone, 

And books for Mead, and butterflies for Sloane ® 10 

Think we all these are for himself? no more 
Than his fine wife, alas ■ or finer whore 
For what has Virro painted, built, and planted? 

Only to show, how many tastes he wanted 
What brought Sir Visto’s ill got wealth to waste? 

\ A gentleman fimous for a judicious collection of draw mgs 
® Thomas Hearne, the mtiquarj 

® Two eminent physicians , the one had an excellent librarj’, the 
other the finest collection in Unropc of natural curiosities , both 
men of great learning and himianity 
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Some djemon whispered, “ Visto ' have a taste ” 
Heaven visits with a taste the wealthy fool, 

And needs no rod but Ripley ^ inth a rule 
See • sportive fate, to punish awku’ard pride, 

Bids Bubo - build, and sends him such a guide 20 
A standing sermon, at each year's expense. 

That never coxcomb reached magnificence ' 

You show us, Rome was glorious, not profuse, ^ 

And pompous buildings once were dungs of use 
Yet shall, my lord, }'our just, 3 our noble rules 
Fill half the land with imitating-fools , 

"Who random drawings from your sheets shall take, 

And of one beauty many blunders make , 

Load some vain church with old theatnc state. 

Turn arcs of triumph to a garden-gate, 30 

Reverse your ornaments, and hang them all 
On some patched dog-hole eked with ends of wall , - 
Then clap four slices of pilaster on’t. 

That, laced wuth bits of rustic, makes a front 
Shall call the winds through long arcades to roar, 

I Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door,* 

I Conscious they act a true Palladian part, 

And, if they starve, they starve by rules of art 
Oft have you hinted to your brother peer 
A certain truth, which many buy too dear 40 

Something there is more needful tlan expense, 

^ This mnn was a carpenter, emplo)ed by a first minister, ulio 
raised him to an architect, iMthout any genius in tlieart , and after 
some wretched proofs of his insufficiency in public buildings, made 
him comptroller of the Board of works 
- Bubb Doddington 

® The Earl of Burlington was then publishing the Designs of 
Inigo Jones, and the Antiquities of Rome by Palhdio 
* A door or wmdow so called, from being much practised at 
Venice, by Palladio and others 
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And something previous even to taste — ^'tis sense 
Good sense, which only is the gift of Heaven, 

And though no science, fairly worth the seven 
A light, which in yourself you must perceive, 

Jones and Le Ndtre ® have it not to give 
To build, to plant, u'hatever you intend. 

To rear the column, or the arch to bend. 

To swell the terrace, or to sink the grot. 

In all, let nature never be forgot 5 ° 

But treat the goddess like a modest fair, 

Nor over-dress, nor leave her wholly bare , 

Let not each beauty everywhere be spied. 

Where half the skill is decently to hide - 
He gains all points, who pleasingly confounds. 

Surprises, vanes, and conceals the bounds 
j Consult the genius of the place in all , 

{That tells the waters or to rise, or fall, 

\Or helps the ambitious lull tlie heavens to scale, 

*Or scoops in circling theatres the vale , 6o 

Calls in the country, catches opening glades. 

Joins willing woods, and vanes shades from shades , 
Now breaks, or now directs, the intending lines. 

Paints as you plant, and, as you work, designs 
/ Still follow sense, of every art the soul. 

Parts answenng parts shall slide into a whole. 
Spontaneous beauties all around advance. 

Start even from difficulty, strike from cliance , 

/Nature shall join you , time shall make it grow 

•^A work to wonder at — ^perhaps a Stoue ® 70 

* The se\ en sciences of the sdiolastic trwiuvi and quadt tvutni 
Inigo Jones, the celehritcd architect, and M Lc Notre, the 
designer of the best gardens of France 

^ and gardens of Uic Lord Viscount Cobhatn in Buck- 

inghainsliirc 
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Without It, proud Versailles"* thy glory falls, 

And Nero’s terraces desert their walls 

The vast parterres a thousand hands shall make, 

Lo ' Cobham comes, and floats them with a lake 
Or cut nude views through mountains to the plain. 
You’ll wish your hill or sheltered seat again ^ 

Even in an ornament its place remark. 

Nor m a hermitage set Dr Clarke ® 

Behold Villano’s ten years’ toil complete , 

His quincunx darkens, his espaliers meet ; So 

The wood supports the plain, the parts unite, 

And strength of shade contends with strength of light , 
A waving glow the bloomy beds display, 

Blushing in bright diversities of day, 

With silver-quivenng nils mseandered o’er — 

Enjoy tliem, you ' Villano can no more , 

Tired of the scene parterres and fountains yield. 

He finds at last he better likes a field 
Through his young woods how pleased Sabinus 
strayed, 

Or sat delighted in the thickening shade, 9° 

With annual joy the reddening shoots to greet, 

Or see the stretching branches long to meet ' 

His son’s fine taste an opener vista loves. 

Foe to the dyrads of his father’s groves , 

One boundless green, or flourished carpet views,® 


^ This wis done in Hertfordshire, b} a w calthy citizen, at the 
expense of above ^5000, by which means (merely to overlook a 
dead plain) he let in the north wind upon his house and parterre, 
which w'ere before adorned and defended by beautiful woods 
® Dr S Clarke’s busto placed by the Queen in the hermitage, 
w'hile, the Dr duly frequented the Court [Dr Clarke, one of 
Queen Caroline’s chaplains, and the author of Evidences of Rdigion, 
was charged with Arian opinions ] 

® The two extremes in parterres, which are equally faulty , a 
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With all the mournful family of >ews 

The thriving plants ignoble broomsticks made, 

Now sweep those alleys they were born to shade 
At Timon’s villa ^ let us pass a day, 

"Where all cry out, “What sums are thrown away 100 
So proud, so grand , of that stupendous air, 

Soft and agreeable come never there 
Greatness, uith Timon, dwells m such a draught 
As brings all Brobdignag before your thought 
To compass this, his building is a town, 

His pond an ocean, his parterre a down 
"Who but must laugh, the master when he sees, 

A puny insect, shivering at a breeze ! 

Lo, what huge heaps of littleness around < 

The whole, a laboured quarry above ground; no 
Two cupids squirt before , a lake behind 
Improves the keenness of the northern wind 
His gardens next your admiration call, 

On every side you look, behold the wall 1 
No pleasing intricacies intervene, 

No artful wildness to perplex the scene , 

Grove nods at grove, each alley has a brother. 

And half the platform just reflects the other 

boundless green, large and niked as a field, or n fluunsbcd carpet, 
where the greatness and nobleness of the pieccis lessened by being 
divided into too mmy parts, with scrolled worlds and beds, of 
which the examples are frequent 

^ Touches upon the ill taste of those who are so fond of ever 
greens (particularly }ews, which are the most tonsilc) os to destroy 
the nobler forest-trees, to mahe way for such little ornaments as 
pyramids of dark-green continually repeated, not unlike a funeral 
procession. 

* This description is intended to comprise the principles of a. 
false taste of magnihcence, and to exemplify w hat was said before, 
that nothing but good sense can attain it— .SVv Note on Moral 
Essays, Lp i ver 54 
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The suffering eye inverted nature sees, 

Trees cut to statues, statues thick as trees , xso 

With here a fountain, never to be played, 

And tliere a summer-house, that knows no shade. 

Here Amphitnte sails through m)nrtle bowers. 

There gladiators ^ fight or die in flowers. 

Unwatered see the drooping sea-horse mourn. 

And swallows roost in Nilus* dusty urn 
My lord advances with majestic mien, 

Smit Ayith the mighty pleasure, to be seen 
But soft, — ^by regular approach, — not yet, — 

First through the length of yon hot terrace sweat,® 130 
And when up ten steep slopes you’ve dragged your 
thighs. 

Just at his study-door he’ll bless your eyes 
His study ' with what authors is it stored?® 

In books, not authors, cunous is my lord. 

To all their dated backs he turns you round • 

These Aldus printed, those Da Sueil has bound 
Lo, some are vellum, and the rest as good. 

For all his lordship knows but they are wood 
For Locke or Milton ’tis in vain to look. 

These shelves admit not any modern book 140 

And now the chapel’s silver bell you hear, 

f 

^ The two statues of the Gladiator fvgnam and Gladiator 
monens 

* The approadies and communications of house with garden, or 
of one part with another, ill judged, and inconvenient 

* The false taste m books , a satire on the vanity in collecting 
them, more frequent in men of fortune than the study to under- 
stand them Many delight chiefly in the elegance of the print, or 
of the binding, some have earned it so far, as to cause the upper 
shelves to be filled with painted books of wood , others pique them- 
selves so much upon books in a language they do not understand, 
as to exclude the most useful in one they do 
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That summons you to all the pndc of pmyer ^ 

Light quirks of music, broken and uneven, 

Make the soul dance upon a jig to heaven 
On painted ceilings® you devoutly stare. 

Where sprawl the saints of Vemo or Laguerre® 

On gilded clouds in fair expansion he, 

And bring all paradise before your eye 
To rest, the cusliion and soft dean im ite, 

Who never mentions hell to ears polite * 150 

But hark' the chiming clocks to dinner call, 

A hundred footsteps scrape the marble hall ' 

The nch buffet w ell-coloured' serpents grace,® ' 

And gaping tntons spew to wash your face. 

Is this a dinner? this a genial room? 

No, ’tis a temple, and a hecatomb ® 

A solemn sacrifice, performed in state, 

You drink by measure and to minutes cat 
So quick retires each flying course, you’d swear 
Sancho’s dread doctor and his wand were there i6o 
Betwreen each act the trembling saHers nng, 

^ The Wse taste in music, improper to the subjects, as of light 
*iirs in churches, often practised by the organist, &.c. 

® And in painting (from which cicn Italy is not free) of naked 
figures in churches, &c., which has ohhgra some Popes to put 
draperies on some of those of the best masters 
® Verno (Antonio) painted man> ceilings, &.C., at Windsor, 
Hampton Court, &.C., and Laguerre at Blenheim Csistlc, and other 
places. 

■* This 15 a fact, a reverend Dean preaching at court, threatened 
the sinner wath punishment in “a place whidi he thought it not 
decent to name in so polite an asscmblj ” 

’’ Taxes the incongruity of ornaments (though sometimes prac- 
tised by the ancients) where an open mouth ejects the water into a 
fountain, or where the shocking images of scipents, 6k,c;, are intro 
duced in grottoes or buffets. 

® The proud festivals of some men are here set forth to ndicule, 
where pndc destroys the ease, and formal regularity all the pleasur 
able enjoyment of the entertainment. 
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]froin soup to sweet-wne, and God bless the king 
In plenty starving, tantalised in state, 

And complaisantly helped to all I hate, 

Treated, caressed, and tired, I take my leave, 

Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve, 

I curse such lavish cost, and little skill. 

And swear no day was ever past so ill 
Yet hence the poor are clothed, the hungry fed,^ 
Health to himself, and to his infants bread 170 

The lab'rer bears . what his hard heart denies, 

His chantable vanity supplies 
Another age shall see the golden ear 
Embrown the slope, and nod on the parterre. 

Deep harvests bury all his pride has planned. 

And laughing Ceres re-assume the land 
Who then shall grace, or who improve the soil ? 

Who plants like Bathurst, or who builds like Boyle 
’Tis use alone that sanctifies expense. 

And splendour borrows all her rays from sense. i8o 
His father’s acres who enjoys m peace, 

Or makes his neighbours glad, if he increase 
Whose cheerful tenants bless their yearly toil, 

Yet to their lord owe more than to the soil. 

Whose ample lawns are not ashamed to feed 
The milky heifer and deserving steed, 

Wliose nsing forests, not for pride or show, 

' But future buildings, future navies, grow 
Let his plantations stretch from down to down. 


' The moral of the whole, where Providence is justified in giving 
wealth to those who squander it m tins manner A bad taste em- 
ploys more hands, and diffuses expense more than a good one 
Tins recurs to what is laid do\vn in Booh i Ep n ver 230 7 , and 
m the Epistle preceding this, ver 161, &c 
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First shade a country, and tlien raise a town 190 

You too proceed* mahe falling arts your care, 

Erect new wonders, and the old repair, 

Jones and Palladio to themselves restore. 

And be whate'er Vitruvius was before 
Till kings call forth tlie ideas of your mind, 

(Proud to accomplish what such hands designed,) 

Bid harbours open, public ways extend. 

Bid temples, worthier of the God, ascend. 

Bid the broad arch the dangerous flood contain, 

The mole projected break the roaring main , 200 

Back to his bounds their subject sea command, 

And roll obedient rivers through the land 
These honours peace to happy Bntain brings. 

These are impenal works, and worthy kings 


EPISTLE V 

TO MR ADDISON 


! 


OCCASIONED n\ HIS DIALOGUES ON MEDALS 1 

Tills lias ongtnally ivrittcn m the year 1715, nheii Mr Addison | 

intended to publish his book of medals , it m as some time before lie j 

ivas Secretary of Stale , but not published till Mr Tickcll’s edition 
of his Morks , at which time the Acrses on Mr Craggs, which con- 
clude the poem, were added, 112,111 1720 


See the wild waste of all-devounng years * 

How Rome her own sad sepulchre appears. 

With nodding arches, broken temples spread * 

The very tombs now vanished like tlieir dead ' 
Imperial wonders raised on nations spoiled. 

Where mixed with slaves the groaning martyr toiled. 
Huge theatres, that now unpeopled woods, 
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Now drained a distant country of her floods* 

Fanes, which admiring gods witli pride survey, 

Statues of men, scarce less alive than they ' 10 

Some felt the silent stroke of mouldering age. 

Some hostile fury, some religious rage 
Barbanan blindness, Christian zeal conspire. 

And Papal piety, and Gothic fire. ^ 

Perhaps, by its own rums saved from flame, 

Some buried marble half preserves a name , 

That name the learned with fierce disputes pursue. 

And give to Titus old Vespasian’s due 
Ambition sighed . she found it vain to trust 
The faithless column and the crumbling bust 20 

Huge moles, whose shadow stretched from shore to 
shore, 

Their rums perished, and their place no more' 
Convinced, she now contracts her vast design, 

And all her tnumphs shnnk into a coin 
A narrow orb each crowded conquest keeps , 

Beneath her palm here sad Judea weeps , 

Now scantier limits the proud arch confine, 

And scarce are seen the prostrate Nile or Rhine , 

A small Euphrates through the piece is rolled. 

And little eagles wave theu: wmgs in gold 30 

The medal, faithful to its charge of fame. 

Through climes and ages bears each form and name 
In one short view subjected to our eye 
Gods, emperors, heroes, sages, beauties, he 
With sharpened sight pale antiquaries pore. 

The inscription value, but the rust adore 
This the blue varnish, that the green endears. 

The sacred rust of twice ten hundred years ' 

To gam Pescennius one employs his schemes, 
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One grasps a Cecrops m ecstatic dreams 40 

Poor Vadius,^ long with learned spleen dc\otiTcd, 

Can taste no pleasure since his shield was scoured, 

And Cuno, restless by tlie fair one’s side, 

I Sighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride - 
Theirs is the lanit}, the learning ihinc 
Touched by thy hand, again Rome’s glories shine , 

Her gods, and god-lihe heroes rise to view, | 

And all her faded garlands bloom anew' i 

Nor blush, these studies thy regard engage, ; 

These pleased the fathers of poetic rage , 50 | 

The verse and sculpture bore an equal part, * 

And art reflected images to art j 

Oh, when shall Britain, conscious of her claim, i 

} Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame? | 

I In living medals see her wars enrolled, | 

} And vanquished realms supply recording gold ? 

I Here, rising bold, the patriot’s honest face j 
< There warriors frowning in historic brass? 

^ Then future ages with delight shall see 

How Plato's, Bacon’s, Newton’s looks agree, 60 
Or in fair series laurelled bards be shown, 

A Virgil there, and here an Addison 

Then shall thy Craggs (and let me call him mine) 

On the cast ore, another Pollio, shine. 

With aspect open, shall erect his head, 

I And round the orb in lasting notes be read, 

1 “ Statesman, yet friend to truth' of soul sincere. 


’ See his history, and that of his shield, m the Mentoits cf 
Itrus — Warhurton Aimed at Dr Woodward, the eminent physi- 
cian and naturahst, who WTOte a dissertation on an ancient shield 
which he possessed — Carruthers 
® Charles Patin was banished from the court because he sold 
Louis XIV. an Otho that ivas not genuine — Warlo» 
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111 action faithful, and in honour clear , 

Wlio broke no promise, sensed no private end. 
Who gained no title, and who lost no friend , 
Ennobled by himself, by all approved, 

And praised, uncnvied by the muse he loved ” 
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EPISTLE TO DR ARBUTHNOT 

ADVERTISEMENT TO THE FIRST PUBLICATION OF THIS EPISTLE. 

This paper is a sort of bill of complaint, begun many years since, 
and drawn up by snatches, as the several occasions offered I had 
no thoughts of publishing it, till it pleased some persons of rank 
and fortune (the authors of Verses io the Imitator of Horace^ and of 
an Epistle to a Doctor of Dtvimty from a Nobleman at Hampton 
Court) to attack, in a very extraordinary manner, not only my 
wntings (of which, being public, the public is judge) but my per- 
son, morals, and family, whereof, to those who know me not, a 
truer information may be requisite Being divided between the 
necessity to say something of myself, and my own lariness to under- 
take so awkward a task, I thought it the shortest way to put the 
last hand to this Epistle If it have anything pleasing, it will be 
that by which I am most desirous to please, the truth and the sen- 
timent, and if anything offensive, it will be only to those I am 
least sorry to offend, the vicious or the ungenerous 
Many will know their own picture in it, there being not a ar- 
cumstance but what is true , but I have, for the most part, spared 
their names, and they may escape being laughed at, if they please 
I would have some of them know, it was owing to the request 
of the learned and candid fnend to whom it is inscribed, that 1 
make not as free use of theirs as they have done of mine How- 
ever, I shall have this advantage, and honour, on my side, that 
whereas, by their proceedings, any abuse may be directed at any 
man, no injury can possibly be done by mine, since a nameless 
character can never be found out, but by its truth and likeness. 
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EPISTLE TO DR ARBUTHNOT 

BEI>G THC rROLOGUE TO THE SATIRES 

P, Shut, shut the door, good John • fatigued, I said, 
Tie up the knocker, oay I’m sick, I’m dead. 

The dog-star rages ' nay, ’hs past a doubt, 

All Bedlam, or Pamassus, is let out 
Fire m each eye, and papers in each hand, 

They rave, recite, and madden round the land 
What -walls can guard me, or what shades can hide ? 
They pierce my thickets, through my grot they glide , 
By land, by water, they renew the charge. 

They stop the chariot, and they board the barge 10 
No place is sacred, not the church is free, 

Even Sunday shines no Sabbath day to me , 

Then from the Mint ^ walks forth the man of rhyme. 
Happy to catch me just at dinner-time 
Is there a parson, much bemused in beer, 

A maudlin poetess, a rhyming peer, 

A clerk, foredoomed his father’s soul to cross, 

Who pens a stanza, when he should engross ? 

Is there, who, locked from ink and paper, scrawls 
With desperate charcoal round his darkened walls ? 20 
All fly to Twitenham, and m humble strain 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain 
Arthur,® whose giddy son neglects the Ians, 

Imputes to me and my damned works the cause 

1 A place to which insolvent debtors retired, to enjoy an illegal 
protection, which they W'ere there suffered to afford one another, 
from the persecution of their creditors — Warbitrion 
‘ Arthur Moore, a leading politician of Queen Anne's time His 
son, James Moore (afterwards James Moore-Smythe), a small place- 
man and poetaster • 
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Poor Cornus sees liis frantic wife elope, 

And curses wit, and poetxy, and Pope 
Friend to my life (which did not you prolong, 

The world had wanted many an idle song) 

What drop or nostrum can this plague remove? 

Or which must end me, a fool’s wrath or love? 30 
A dire dilemma ' either way I’m sped. 

If foes, they write, if friends, they read me dead 
Seized and tied down to judge, how wretched I ' 

Who can’t be silent, and who will not he 
To laugh, were want of goodness and of grace, 

And to be grave, exceeds all power of face 

I sit with sad cmlity, I read 

With honest anguish, and an adiing head. 

And drop at last, but m unwilling ears, 

This saving counsel, “ Keep your piece nine years ” 40 
“ Nine years cnes he, who high in Druiy Lane, 
Lulled by soft zephyrs through the broken pane. 
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before term ends. 
Obliged by hunger, and request of friends 
“The piece, you think, is incorrect? why, take it. 

I’m all submission, what you’d have it, make it " 

.Three things another’s modest wishes bound, 

My friendship, and a prologue, and ten pound 
Pitholeon sends to me “You know his grace, 

I want a patron , ask him for a place ” 50 

Pitholeon libelled me, — “ but here’s a letter 
Informs you, sir, ’twas when he knew no better 
Dare you refuse him ? Curll invites to dine. 

He’ll ivnte a journal,^ or he’ll turn divine” 

London Journal, a piper in faiour of Sir it 
\Valpolc s ministry — Warton 
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Bless me • a packet — ^***Tls a stranger sues, 

A \irgin traged}', an orphan muse 

If I dislike It, “ Furies, death, and rage ' ” 

If I approve, ** Commend it to the stage ” 

There (thank my stars) my whole commission ends. 

The players and I are, luckily, no friends, 60 

Fired that the house reject him, “ ’Sdeath I’ll print it. 

And shame the fools Your interest, sir, mth 

Lintot * ” 

Lintot, dull rogue ! will think your price too much . ! 

“ Not, sir, if you revise it, and retouch ” 

All my demurs but double his attacks , 

At last he whispers, " Do , and we go snacks ” 

Glad of a quarrel, straight I clap the doorj 
Sir, let me see your works and you no more. 

’Tis sung, when hlidas’ ears began to spnng, 

(Midas, a sacred person and a king) jo 

His very minister nho spied them first, 

(Some say his queen -) was forced to speak, or burst 
And IS not mine, my friend, a sorer case. 

When e.\CTy coxcomb perks them in my face? 

A Good friend, forbear* you deal in dangerous 
things 

I’d nev'er name queens, ministers, or kings. 

Keep close to ears, and those let asses prick , 

'Tis nothing — P Nothing ? if they bite and kick 
Out mth It, Dunciad ' let the secret pass, 

That secret to each fool, that he's an ass So 

^ Alludes to a tragedy called the Vt/^gtn Queen, by Mr R. Bar- 
ford, published 1729, uho displeased Pope by dating to adopt the 
fine machinery of his sjlphs in an hcroi-comical poem called TiHe 
A ssembly — Warlon. 

* The stoiy IS told, by some, of his barber, but bj Chaucer of his 
queen. See ^Vife of Bathes Tale in Dryden's Fables 
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The truth once told (and wherefore should w’e lie?) 

The queen of Midas slept, and so may I. 

You think this cruel? take it for a rule, 

No creature smarts so little as a fool 

Let peals of laughter, Codrus • round thee break, 

Thou unconcerned canst hear the mighty crack 
Pit, box, and gallery in convulsions hurled, 

Thou standest unshook amidst a bursting world 
AVho shames a scribbler? break one cobweb 
through, 

He spins the slight, self-pleasing thread anew' . 90 

Destroy his fib or sophistry in vain. 

The creature’s at his dirty w'ork again. 

Throned in the centre of his thin designs, 

Proud of a vast extent of flimsy lines * 

■Whom have I hurt? has poet yet, or peer, 

Lost the arched eye-brow', or Parnassian sneer? 

And has not Colley still his lord, and whore? 

His butchers ^ Henley, his freemasons kloorc ? 

Does not one table Bavias still admit ? 

Still to one Bishop Philips seem a wit? 2 100 

Still Sappho — A Hold' for God's sake — ^you’ll 
offend. 

No names ' — ^be calm ' — ^learn prudence of a friend ' 

I too could wTite, and I am twice as tall , 

But foes like these — P One flatterer’s w'orse than 
all 

Of all mad creatures, if the learned are right, 

* Henley, see Duneiad in 199 and following His oratory ivas 
among the butchers in Newport Market and Butcher Row — 
Bowles 

- Boulter, afterwards primate of all Ireland, was Ambrose 
Philips’ great fnend and patron — Bowles 
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It is the sla'vcr kills, and not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent 
Alas » ’tis ten times Morse when tliey repent 
One dedicates in high heroic prose, 

And ridicules beyond a hundred foes * 110 

One from all Grub Street uill my fame defend, 

And more abiisn e, calls himself my friend. 

This prints my letters, that evpects a bribe. 

And others roar aloud, "Subscribe, subscribe ’ 

Tliere are, who to my person pay their court 
I cough like Horace, and, though lean, am short, 
Ammon's great son one shoulder had too high, 

Such Ovid’s nose, and " Sir * you have an eye " — 

Go on, obliging creatures, make me sec 

All that disgraced my betters, met in me 120 

Say for my comfort, languishing in bed, 

"Just so immortal Maro held his head ” 

And uhen I die, be sure you let me know 
Great Homer died three thousand years ago 
ANTiy did I write ? what sin to me unknown 
Dipt me in ink, my parents’, or my own? 

> As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 

I lisped m numbers, for the numbers came, 

I left no calling for this idle trade. 

No duty broke, no father disobeyed 130 

The muse but sen ed to ease some friend, not w'lfe. 

To help me through this long disease, my life. 

To second, Arbuthnot ' thy art and care, 

And teach the being you preserved, to bear 
But ivhy then publish? Granville the polite. 

And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could wnte , 
Well-natured Garth inflamed with early praise ; 

And Congreve loved, and Swift endured my lays , 
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The courtly Talbot, ^ Somers, Sheffield read , 

Even mitred Rocliester^ would nod the head, 140 
And St John’s self (great Dryden’s friends before) 

With open arms received one poet more. 

Happy my studies, ^^hen by these approved ' 

Happier their author, when by these beloved ' 

From these the world will judge of men and books, 

Not from the Burnets, 01 dmi\ons, and Cookes ® 

Soft w’ere my numbers , w*ho could take offence, 
^Vhlle pure description held the place of sense? 

Like gentle Fanny’s was my flowery theme, 

A painted mistress, or a purling stream * 150 

Yet then did Gildon® draw his \enal qmll, — 

I wished the man a dinner, and sat still 
Yet then did Dennis rave in funous fret, 

I never answered, — I was not in debt 

If want provoked, or madness made them print, 

* All these were patrons or admirers of Mr Dijden , though a 
scandalous libel against him entitled, Dryden's Sntne io hts Muse, 
has been printed in the name of the Lord Somers, of which he was 
wholly Ignorant 

These are the persons to whose account the author charges the 
publication of his first pieces persons with whom he was conver- 
sant (and he adds belov cd) at sixteen or sev cntccn years of age , 
an early period for such acquaintance The catalogue might be 
made yet more illustrious, had he not confined it to that time when 
he wrote tlie Pastorals and Wmdsor Forest, on which he passes a 
sort of censure in the lines following, — 

While pure description held the place of sense, Ac. 

- Atterbury, Bishop of Rodicstcr 

® Authors of secret and scandalous history By no means 
authors of the same class, though the violence of party might hurry 
them into the same mistakes But if the first ofiended this way, it 
was only through an honest warmth of temper, that allow ed too 
little to an excellent understanding The other two, with very 
bad heads, had hearts still worse 

■* Meaning the Rape of the Loel and IVindsor Fotesi — Warhut- 
ton A painted meadow , Ac , is a verse of Mr Addison 

* Charles Gildon, a convert^ Roman Catholic 
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I waged no w’ar ^\ ith Bedlam or the Mint 
Did some more sober critic come abroad , 

If wong, I smiled ; if right, I kissed the rod. 

Pains, reading, study, are their just pretence. 

And all they want is spint, taste, and sense. i6o 

Commas and points they set exactly right, 

And ’tu ere a sm to rob them of their mite 
\ Yet ne’er one sprig of laurel graced these ribalds, 
j From slashing Bentley down to pidling Tibalds , 

! Each wight, who reads not, and but scans and spells, 

I Each word-catcher, that lives on syllables, 
j Even such small critic some regard may claim, 

I Preserved m Milton’s or m Shakespeare’s name. 

{ Pretty ! in amber to observe the forms 
I ^ Of hairs, or strans, oi dirt, or grubs, or worms • 

I The things, we know, are neither rich nor rare, 

{ But wonder how the devil they got there. 

Were others angry I excused them too , 

Well might they rage, I gave them but their due 
A man’s true merit ’tis not hard to find , 

But each man’s secret standard in his mind, 

That casting-weight pride adds to emptiness, 

Tins, who can gratify ? for who can guess ? 

The bard whom pilfered pastorals renown, 

Who turns a Persian tale for half a crown, ^ 

Just ivntes to make his barrenness appear, 

And strains, from hard-bound brains, eight lines a year. 
He, who still wanting, though he lives on theft. 

Steals much, spends little, yet has nothing left 
And he, who now to sense, now nonsense leaning. 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning . 

And he, ivhose fustian's so sublimely bad, 

1 Ambrose Philips 
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It IS not poetry, but prose run mad 
All these, my modest sature bade translate, 

And owned that nine such poets made a Tate ^ 190 

How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe • 
And swear, not Addison himself was safe 
Peace to all such • but were there one whose fires 
True genius kindles, and fair fame inspires ; 

Blest with each talent and each art to please. 

And bom to wnte, converse, and live with ease • 

Should such a man, too fond to mle alone. 

Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne 
View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes. 

And hate for arts that caused himself to nse ; 200 

Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer. 

And without sneenng, teach die rest to sneer ; 

Wilhng to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 

Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike; 

Alike reserved to blame, or to commend, 

A timorous foe, and a suspicious fiiend , 

Dreading even fools, by flatterers besieged. 

And so obliging, that he ne'er obliged , 

Like Cato, give his little senate laws, 

And sit attentive to his own applause , 210 

"While wits and templars every sentence raise. 

And wonder with a foolish face of praise — 

IMio but must laugh, if such a man there be? 

Who would not weep, if Atticus® w'ere he? 

* Kahnm Tate, the author of the 'lersion of the psalms 

* It was a great falsehood, whtdi some of the libels reported, 
that this character was wntten after the gentleman's death , which 
see refuted m the Testimonies prefixed to the Dunaad But the 
occasion of writing it was such as he would not make public out of 
regard to his memory and all that could further be done was to 
omit the name, m the edition of his worhs. 
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though my name stood rubric on the walls, 

Or plaistered posts, with claps, m capitals? 

Or smoking forth, a hundred hawkers’ load, 

On mngs of Avinds came flying all abroad 
I sought no homage from the race that write ; 

I kept, like Asian monarchs, from their sight ; 220 

Poems I heeded (now be-rhymed so long) 

No more than thou, great George i a birth-day song 
I ne’er with wits or witlings passed my daj'S, 

To spread about the itch of verse and praise ; 

Nor like a puppy, daggled through the town, 

To fetch and carry sing-song up and down , 

Nor at rehearsals sweat, and mouthed, and cned. 

With handkerchief and orange at my side , 

But sick of fops, and poetrj^ and prate. 

To Bufo left the whole Castilian state 230 

Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 

Sat full-blown Bufo, puffed by every quill j - 
Fed ivith soft dedication all day long, 

Horace and he went hand m hand in song 
His library (where busts of poets dead 
And a true Pindar stood mthout a head,®) 

Received of wits an undistinguished race, 

Who first his judgment asked, and then a place • 

Much they extolled his pictures, much his seat, 

And flattered every day, and some days eat 240 

Till grown more frugal in his riper days, 

He paid some bards ivith port, and some with praise , 

^ Hopkins, in the I04lh psalm 

- Roscoe has shown tliat this cannot refer to Lord Hahfax 

• Ridicules the afFectation of antiquaries, who frequently exhibit 
the headless trunks and terms of statutes, for Plato, Homer, 
Pindar. &c Vide Jutlv Utstti <Sr»c 
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To some a dry rehearsal was assigned, 

And others (harder still) he paid m kind 
Dryden alone (what wonder?) came not nigh, 

Dryden alone escaped this judging eye 
But still the great ha\’e kindness m reserve, 

He helped to bury whom he helped to starv'c ^ 

May some choice patron bless each gray goose quill ' 
May every Bavias have his Bufo still ' 25° 

So, when a statesman wants a day’s defence, 

Or envy holds a whole week’s war with sense, 

Or simple pride for flattery makes demands. 

May dunce by dunce be w’histled off my hands • 

Blest be the great • for those they take away, 

And those they left me, for they left me Gay, 

Left me to see neglected genius bloom. 

Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb . 

Of all thy blameless life the sole return 
My verse, and Queensbury weeping o’er thy urn ' 260 

Oh, let me live my own, and die so too • 

(To live and die is all I have to do ) 

Maintain a poet’s dignity and ease, 

And see what friends, and read what books I please. 
Above a patron, though I condescend 
Sometimes to call a minister my friend. 

I was not born for courts or great affairs , 

I pay my debts, believe, and say my prayers , 

Can sleep without a poem in my head , 

Nor know, if Dennis be alive or dead 270 

Why am I asked what next shall see the light? 
Heavens • was I born for nothing but to write ? 

^ Mr Dryden, after haMng Ined m exigencies, had a irngniRcent 
funeral bestowed upon him by the contribution of seveinl persons 
of quality 
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Has life no joys for me ? or, (to be grave) 

Have I no friend (to serve, no soul to save? 

“I found him dose with Swift” — Indeed? no doubt, 

(Cries prating Balbus) something will come out 

’Tis all m vam, deny it as I will 

No, such a genius never can he still j 

And then for mine obligingly mistakes 

The first lampoon Sir Will ^ or Bubo^ makes 280 

Poor guiltless I ' and can I choose but smile, 

Wien ei cry coxcomb knows me by my style ? 

Cursed be the verse, how well soe’er it flow. 

That tends to make one worthy man my foe, 

Give virtue scandal, innocence a fear. 

Or from the soft-eyed virgin steal a tear ' 

But he wlio hurts a harmless neighbour’s peace, 

Insults fallen worth, or beauty m distress, 

"Who loves a he, lame slander helps about, 

Wio wTites a libel, or who copies out • 290 

That fop, whose pride affects a patron’s name. 

Yet absent, wounds an author’s honest fame 
Who can your merit selfishly approve. 

And show the sense of it without the love , 

Who has the vanity to call you friend. 

Yet wants the honour, injured, to defend, 

Who tells whate’er you think, whate’er you say, 

And, if he he not, must at least betray 
Who to the Dean, and silver bell can sw'ear,^ 

^ Sir William Yonge — Bmules A man man whose fluency and 
readiness of speedi amounted to a fault 

* Bubb Doddington 

® Mcanmg the mm uho would have persuaded the Duke of 
Chandos that Mr P meant him in those circumstances ridiculed 
in the epistle on Taste See Mr Pope’s letter to the Earl of Bur- 
lington concerning this matter 
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And sees at canons what was never there , 300 

Who reads, but wth a lust to misapply, 

Make sature a lampoon, and fiction, lie 
A lash like mine no honest man shall dread, 

But all such babbling blockheads m his stead 
Let Sporus tremble ^ — A "What ? that thing of silk, 
Sporus, that mere white curd of ass’s milk? 

Satire or sense, alas ' can Sporus feel ? 

Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel? 

P Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings. 

This painted child of dirt, that stinks and stings , 310 

Whose buzz the witty and the fair annoys. 

Yet wit ne’er tastes, and beauty ne’er enjoys . 

So well-bred spaniels civilly delight 
In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 

Eternal smiles his emptiness betray. 

As shallow streams run dimpling all the way 
Whether m florid impotence he speaks. 

And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet squeaks , 

Or at the ear of Eve, familiar toad. 

Half froth, half venom, spits himself abroad, 320 
In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies. 

Or spite, or smut, or rhymes, or blasphemies. 

His wt all see-saw, between that and this, 

Now high, now low, now master up, now' miss 
And he himself one vile antithesis 
Amphibious thing • that acting either part. 

The tnfiing head or the corrupted heart. 

Pop at the toilet, flatterer at the board. 

Now taps a lady, and now struts a lord 

^ John Lord Hervey, eldest surviving son of the Eirl of Bristol 
and author of the Memoirs of the Reign of George JI He attained 
to the office of Lord Pnvy Seal 
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A friend in exile, or a father, dead , 

The whisper, that to greatness still too near, 

Perhaps, yet vibrates on his sovereign’s ear — 

Welcome for thee, fair virtue ' all the past , 

For thee, fair virtue ' nclcomc even the last ' 
yi But why insult the poor, affront the great? 360 
jP a knave’s a knave, to me, in every state 
Alike my scorn, if he succeed or fail, 

Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail, 

A hireling scribbler, or a hireling peer, 

Knight of the post corrupt, or of the slnre; 

If on a pillory, or near a throne. 

He gam his pnnce’s ear, or lose his on n 
Yet soft by nature, more a dupe than mt, 

Sappho can tell you lion this man was bit , 

This dreaded satirist Dennis wll confess 370 

Foe to his pnde, but friend to his distress , 

So humble, he has knocked at Tibbald’s door, 

Has drunk nitli Cibber, naj, has rhymed for Moore 
Full ten years slandered, did he once reply 
Three thousand suns went down on Welsted’s he " 

To please a mistress one aspersed his life , 

He lashed him not, but let her be his wife 


nurse, ispcrscd in printed pipers, by jimes Moore, G Ducket, 
L Welsted, Tho Bentle), and oUicr obscure persons. 

^ It u as so long after many libels before the author of the Dimaad 
published that poem, till when, he ne^ or wnt a word in insw er to 
the many scurrilities and falsehoods concerning him 

* This man had the impudence to tell in print, that Mr P had 
occasioned a lady’s death, and to name a person he never heard of 
He also published that he libelled the Duke of Chandos , with 
^hom (it a\as added) that he had lived in familiarity, and received 
from him a present of five hundred pounds the falsehood of both 
which is know n to his Grace Mr P never receiv ed any present, 
farther than the subscription for Homer, from him, or from any 
great man whatsoever Compare D/iHe/nif 11 ver 207-210 
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Let Budgel charge low Grab Street on his quill, ^ 

And write whate’er he pleased, except his wall ,2 
Let the two Curlls of toira and court, abuse 3S0 
His father, mother, body, soul, and muse ^ 

Yet W’hy? that father held it for a rule. 

It T\ as a sin to call our neighbour fool 


* Budget, in a iveekly pimplilet called the Bee, bestowed much 
abuse on him, in the imagination that he w nt some things about 
the Last of Dr Tiiidal, in the Grttb SireA ydmiml, a paper 
wherein he never had the least hand, direction, orsuperMsal, nor 
the least knowledge of its author He reappears in the Ditnaad 
11 , \er 397 

- Alluding to Tindal's will . by which, and otlier indirect prac- 
tices, Budgel, to the exclusion oC the next heir, a ncphen', got to 
himself almost the whole fortune of a man entirely unrelated to 
him 

® In some of Curll’s and other pamphlets, Mr Pope’s father 
was said to be a mechanic, a hatter, a fanner, nay, a bankrupt 
But, what IS stranger, a nobleman fif such a reflection could be 
thought to come from a nobleman) had dropt an allusion to that 
pitiful untruth, in a paper called an Efistk to a Doctor 0/ DtvtnU) 
and the lollowmg line~- 

Hard as thy heart, and as thy birth obscure, 

had Allen from a like courtly pen, in certain Verses to the Imitator 
of Horace Mr Pope's father was of a gentleman’s family in Ox- 
fordshire, the head of w'hich was the Earl of Downe, whose sole 
heiress married the Earl of Lindsey His mother w as the daughter 
of William Tumor, Esq , of York she had three brothers, one of 
whom ivas killed, another died in the service of King Charles, the 
eldest following his fortunes, and becoming a general officer m 
Spam, left her what estate remained after the sequestrations and for- 
feitures of her family — Mr Pope died in 17x7, aged 7$ , she in 
1733, aged 93, a very few weeks after this poem was flnished The 
folloiving inscnption was placed by tlieir son on their monument 
in the parish of Twickenham, in Middlesex — 

D O M. 

Alexaudro . Pope viro XK^ocvo probo pro 

QVr VIXIT AJtKOS LXXV OB MDCCXVII 
- ET EDITHAE CONtVGI XXCVLPABILI, 

PlENTISSIMAE QVAE VIXIT AXXOS 
XCIII OB MDCCXXXIII 

PARENTIBVS BENEMERENTIBVS FILIVS FECIT 
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That harmless mother thought no •wife a ^diore 
Hear this, and spare Ins family, James hloorc ’ 
Unspotted names, and memorable long ' 

If there be force in virtue, or in song 
Of gentle blood (part shed m honour’s cause, 

■\Vhile yet in Britain honour had applause) 

Each parent sprung— ^ ^\^lat fortune, pray? — F, Their 
own, 39 ° 

And better got, than Bestia's from the throne ^ 

Born to no pnde, inhenting no strife. 

Nor marrying discord in a noble wife, 

Stranger to civil and religious rage, 

The good man walked innoxious through his age 
Nor courts he saw, no suits would ever tty, 

Nor dared an oath, nor hazarded a he ^ 

Unlearned, he knew no schoolman’s subtle art, 

No language, but the langui^e of the heart 

By nature honest, by experience wise, 40c 

Healthy by temperance, and by exercise , 

His life, though long, to sickness past unknown. 

His death was instant, and without a groan 
O, grant me, thus to live, and thus to die ' 

Who sprung from kings shall know less joy than I 
O, friend J may each domestic bliss be thine • 

Be no unpleasing melancholy mine 
Me, let the tender office long engage. 

To rock the cradle of reposing age. 

With lenient arts extend a mother’s breath, 410 

Make languor smile, and smooth the bed of death, 

/ ^ Calpumius Bestia, who here seems to signify the Duke of 
* Roman proconsul, bnbed by Jugurtha. 

* He was a nonjuror, and would not take the oith of allegiance 
»r supremacy, or the oath against the Pope.— 
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Explore the thought, explain the asking cj e, 

-Vntl keep awhile one parent from the sky • 

On cares like these if length of days attend, 

May beaten, to bless those days, preserve my friend, 
Preserve him social, cheerful, and serene, 

And just as nch as tv hen he served a queen 
A Whether that blessing be denied or given, 

'I bus far was right, the rest belongs to heaven. 


SATIRES AND EPISTLES OF HORACE 
IMITATED. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

The occasion of publishing these /tniia/iens was the clnmoui 
raised on some of my Efistla. An answer from Horace was both 
more full and of more digmlj, than any I could have made m my 
owai person , and the example of much greater freedom in so 
eminent a divine as Dr Donne, seemed a proof with what mdig* 
nation and contempt a Clinstian may treat v ice or folly, in ever so 
low, or ever so high a station Both these authors were acceptable 
to the princes and ministers under whom they lived The satires 
of Dr Donne I versified, at the desire of the Earl of Oxford while 
he was Lord Treasurer, and of the Duke of Shrewsbury who had 
been Secrctaiy of State , neither of whom looked upon a satire on 
V icious courts as any Tcflcclion on those they served in And in- 
deed there is not in the world a greater error, than that winch 
fools arc so apt to fall into, and knaves with good reason to en- 
courage, the mistaking a satircst for a libeller , whereas to a true 
satinst nothing is so odious as a libeller, for the same reason as to 
a man truly virtuous nothing is so hateful as a hjpoente 

Uni aequus virtuti atquc ejtis amicis. 
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THE FIRST SATIRE OF THE 
SECOND BOOK OF HORACE. 

SATIRE I 

10 MR rORTESCUE^ 

P There are, (I scarce can think it, but am told,) 
There are, to whom my satire seems too bold* 

Scarce to nnse Peter complaisant enough, 

And something said of Chartres much too rough 
The lines are neak, another’s pleased to say. 

Lord Fanny" spins a thousand such a day. 

Timorous by nature, of the rich in awe, 

I come to counsel learned in the law 

Ton’ll give me, like a friend both sage and free, 

Advice , and (as you use) without a fee 10 

F I’d MTile no more 

P, Not write, but then I think, 
And for my soul I cannot sleep a wmk 
I nod m company, I wake at night. 

Fools rush into my head, and so I write 
F You could not do a worse thing for your life 
WTiy, if the nights seem tedious — take a wife 
Or rather truly, if your point be rest. 

Lettuce and cowslip-wine , prohatum est 

But talk with Cclsus, Celsus mil advise 

Hartshorn, or something that shall close your eyes 20 

Or, if you needs must ivnte, write Cajsar’s praise, 

You’ll gam at least a knighthood, or the bays 
P What? like Sir Richard, rumbling, rough, and 
fierce,® 

s Hon iV Fortescue, who became Master of the Rolls 
® Lord Hervey 
® Sir Richard BHchmore 
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Witli Arms, and George, and Brunswick crowd the 
\erse, 

Rend witli tremendous sound jour ears asunder, 

With gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuss, and thunder? 
Or nobly wild, nith Budgel's fire and force, 

Paint angels trembling round Ins falling horse ? 

P. Tlien all j'our muses softer art display, 

Let Carolina smooth the tuneful lay, 30 

Lull witli Amelia’s^ liquid name the Nine, 

And sweetly flow through all the royal line. 

P Alas ' few \erses touch their nicer ear. 

They scarce can bear their laureate Iw ice a year 
And justly Caesar scorns the poet’s laj's ; 

It IS to history he trusts for praise 
P. Better be Cibber, I’ll maintain it still. 

Than ridicule all taste, blaspheme quadrille. 

Abuse the aty’s best good men m metre. 

And laugh at peers that put their trust in Peter 40 
Even those you touch not, hate you. 

P What should ail them^ 
P A hundred smart in Timon and in Balaam 
The fewer still you name, jou wound the more. 

Bond IS but one, but Harpax is a score 

P. Each mortal has his pleasure none deny 
Scarsdale his bottle, Darty his ham-pie 
Ridotta sips and dances, till she see 

* Princess Amelia, daughter of George 11 

• Colley Cibber 

® This lover of ham-pic owned the fidelity of the poet s pencil , 
and said, he had done justice to Ins taste , but that if, instead of 
liam-pie, he had gnen him sweet-pie, he ne^er csuld ha\e par- 
doned him — Warhurton Xord Scarsdale and Charles Dartique- 
na\ e, or Dartineuf, w ere noted epicures The latter was paymaster 
of the worka. 
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The doubling lustres dance as fast as she , 

Y loves the senate,^ Hockley-bole* his brother. 

Like m all else, as one egg to another 
I love to pour out all myself, as plain 
As downright Shippen,^ or as old Montaigne • 

In them, as certain to be loved as seen. 

The soul stood forth, nor kept a thought within; 

In me what spots (for spots I ha\ e) appear. 

Will prove at least the medium must be clear. 

In this impartial glass, my muse intends 
Fair to expose myself, my foes, my friends , 

Publish the present age, but where my text 
Is vice too high, reserve it for the next . 

My foes shall wish my life a longer date, 

And every friend the less lament my fate 
My head and heart thus flowing through my quill. 
Verse-man or prose-man, term me which you will, 

Papist or Protestant, or both between. 

Like good Erasmus in an honest mean. 

In moderation placing all my glory. 

While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory 

Satu-e’s my weapon, but I’m too discreet 
To run a muck, and tilt at all I meet , . 70 

I only wear it m a land of Hectors, 

Thieves, supercargoes, sharpers, and directors 
Save but our army' and let Jove encrust 
Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlasting rust ' 

Peace is my dear delight — not Fleury’s more * 

^ Most likely Henry Fox, first Lord Holland, alluded to in Epl 
to .&A«f^iaL 1 , ver 71 The brother is Stephen Fox, after- 
Maids Lord llchestcr — Camithers 

® The bear-garden at Hockley-in the Hole 
William ^xppen, an outspoken politician and a Jacobite 
Cardinal Fleury, Prime ^Iimster of France 
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But touch me, and no minister so sore. 

^^^lOc’er offends, at some unlucky tune 
Slides into verse, and hitches m a rhyme, 

Sacred to ridicule his nhole life long, 

And the sad burthen of some merry song 
Slander or poison dread from Delias rage, 

Hard words or hanging, if your judge be Page. 

From funous Sappho scarce a milder fate, 

Poxed by her love, or libelled by her hate 
Its proper poner to hurt, each creature feels. 

Bulls aim their boms, and asses lift tlieir bee , 

'Tis a bear’s talent not to kick, but hug , 

And no man nonders he’s not stung by pug. 

So dnnk with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 

They’ll never poison you, they 11 v 

Then, learned sir « (to cut the rn^tt hort) 
mate’er my fate, -or nell or ill at cou , 
mother old age, with faint but cheerful ray, 

Attends to gild the 

Or death’s black wing already be displayed, 

To wrap me in the universal shade , 

Whether the darkened room to muse invite, 

Or nhitened nail provoke the skener tojirite . 

In durance, exile. Bedlam, or t le ^ 

Like LeeS or Budgek I ne’er be long, 

F. Alas young man ' your aayb 

'™ It”"- when I pom. .he pen, 




■V 


i88 


SATIRES 


Brand the bold front of shameless guilty men, 

Dash the proud gamester m his gilded car , 

Bare the mean heart that lurks beneath a star , 

Can there be wanting, to defend her cause, 

Lights of the Church, or guardians of the laws ? no 
Could pensioned Boileau lash in honest strain 
Flatterers and bigots even m Louis’ reign? 

Could Laureate Dryden Pimp and friar engage, 

Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage? 

And I not strip the gilding of a knave, 

Unplaced, unpensioned,^ no man’s heir, or slave? 

I will, or perish in the generous cause 

Hear this, and tremble ' you who ’scape the laws. 

Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knave 

Shall walk the world, in credit, to his grave 120 

To virtue only and her friends a friend. 

The world beside may murmur, or commend 
Know, all the distant din that world can keep, 

Rolls o’er my grotto, and but soothes my sleep. 

There, my retreat the best companions grace. 

Chiefs out of war, and statesmen out of place 
There St John mingles wirh my friendly bowl 
The feast of reason and the flow of soul 
And he, whose lightning pierced the Ibenan lines,^ 

Now forms my quincunx, and now Tanks my vines, 130 
Or tames the genius of the stubborn plain. 

Almost as quickly as he conquered Spain 
Envy must own, I live among the great. 


^ Pope dedined the pension offered him early in George I ' 
reim . 

Earl of Petcroorough, who in the yes 
1705 Barcelona, and in the winter following with only 28 
horee and 900 foot, enteipnsed and accdmplished the conquest < 
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No pimp of pleasure, and no spy of state 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne’er repeats. 
Fond to spread friendships, but to cover heats ; 

To help who want, to forward who excel , 

This, all who know me, know , who love me, tell , 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scnbblers or peers, alike are mob to me 
This is my plea, on this I rest my cause — 

What saith my council, learned in the laws ? 

F Your plea is good , but still I say, beware * 
Laws are explained by men — so have a care 
It stands on record, that m Richard’s times 
A man was hanged for very honest rhymes 
Consult the statute • gumt I think, it is, 

Edwardt scxt or frim et quint Eltz 
See Ltbcisy Satires — ^here you have it — read 

P. Ztbcls and Satires > lawless things indeed • 

But grave Epistles, bnnging vice to light. 

Such as a king might read, a bishop wnte 
Such as Sir Robert would approve 

F Indeed? 

The case is altered — you may then proceed , 

In such a cause the plaintiff will be hissed , 

My lords the judges laugh, and you’re dismissed 


THE SECOND SATIRE OF THE 
SECOND BOOK OF HORACE 
SATIRE II 

TO MR, BETHEL.^ 

What, and how great, the virtue and the art 

^ Hugh Bethel, the blameless Bethel of Moral Essays, Ep ^ 
Yorkshire gentleman 
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To live on little 111* a cheerful heart, 

(A doctrine sage, but truly none of mine,) 

Let’s talk, ray friends, but talk before we dine 
Not when a gilt buffet’s reflected pride 
Turns you from sound philosophy aside , 

Not when from plate to plate your eyeballs roll. 

And the brain dances to the mantling bowl 
Hear Bethel’s sermon, one not versed in schools, 

But strong in sense, and wise without the rules 10 
Go work, hunt, exercise • (he thus began) 

Then scorn a homely dinner, if you can. 

Your wine locked up, your butler strolled abroad. 

Or fish denied (the river yet unthawed), 

If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 

The pleasure lies in you, and not the meat 
Preach as I please, I doubt our curious men 
Will choose a pheasant still before a hen , 

Yet hens of Guinea full as good I hold. 

Except you eat the feathers green and gold 20 

Of carps and mullets why prefer the great, 

(Though cut in pieces ere my lord can eat) 

Yet for small turbots such esteem profess? 

Because God made these large, the other less 
Oldfield^ with more than harpy throat endued. 

Ones " Send me, gods * a whole hog barbecued ' ^ 

Oh blast It, south winds * till a stench exhale 
Rank as the ripeness of a rabbit’s tail 
By what criterion do ye eat, d’ye think, 

If this is pnzed for sweetness, that for stink ? 30 


■* TTiis eminent glutton ran through a fortune of fifteen hundred 
pounds a year in the simple luxury of good eating ’^Warburtott 
* A West Indian term of gluttony, a hog roa<;ted whole, stuffed 
with spice, and basted with Madeira wine 
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\^Tien the tired glutton labours through a treat. 

He finds no relish in the sweetest meat. 

He calls for something bitter, something sour. 

And the rich feast concludes extremely poor • 

Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives still t\ e see ; 

Thus much is left of old simplicity ! 

The robin red*breast till of late had rest. 

And children sacred held a martin’s nest. 

Till becca-ficos sold so devilish dear 

To one that was, or would have been a peer. 40 

Let me extol a cat, on oysters fed, 

ril have a party at the Bedford-head , ^ 

Or even to crack live crawfish recommend ; 

I’d never doubt at court to make a fnend 
’Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 
About one vice, and fall into the other • 

Between excess and famine lies a mean , 

Plain, but not sordid , though not splendid, clean 
Avidien," or his wife (no matter which. 

For him you’ll call a dog, and her a bitch) 50 

Sell their presented partndges, and fruits, 

And humbly live on rabbits and on roots . 

One half-pmt bottle serves them both to dine. 

And is at once their vinegar and wnne ■ 

But on some lucky day (as when they found 
A lost bank-bill, or heard their son was drowned) 

At such a feast, old vinegar to spare, 

Is what two souls so generous cannot bear* 

Oil, though It stink, they drop by drop impart. 

But souse the cabbage with a bounteous heart 60 
He knows to live, who keeps the middle state, 

* A famous eating house 

* Eduard Wortlcy Montagu, the husband of Lady Mar)* 
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And neither leans on this side, nor on that , 

Nor stops, for one bad cork, his butler’s jiaj , 

Swears, like Albutms, a good cook away , 

Nor lets, like Naevius, every error pass. 

The musty wine, foul cloth, or greasy glass 
Now' hear what blessings temperance can bring • 

(Thus said our friend, and what he said I sing,) 

First health The stomach (crammed from every dish, 

A tomb of boiled and roast, and flesh and fish, 70 
Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar, 

And all the man is one intestine war) 

Remembers oft the school-boy’s simple fare, 

The temperate sleeps, and spirits light as air. 

How pale, each worshipful and reverend guest 
Rise from a clergy, or a city feast ' 

What life in all that ample body, say ? 

What heavenly particle inspires the chy ? 

The soul subsides, and wckcdly inclines 
To seem but mortal, even m sound divines So 

On morning wings how active springs the mmd 
That leaves the load of yesterday behind * 

How easy every labour it pursues > 

How coming to the poet every muse ' 

Not but we may exceed, some holy time, 

Or tired in search of tnith, or search of rhyme , 

111 health some just indulgence may engage, 

And more the sickness of long life, old age. 

For fainting age what cordial drop remains. 

If our intemperate youth the vessel drains’ 90 

Our fathers praised rank venison. You suppose 
Perhaps, young men ' our fathers had no nose 
Not so a buck was then a week’s repast, 

And ’twas their point, I ween, to make it last. 
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More pleased to keep it till their friends could come 
Than eat the sweetest by themselves at home 
Why had not I in those good times my birth, 

Ere coxcomb pies or coxcombs were on earth ? 

Unworthy he, the voice ot-fame to hear, 

That sweetest music to an honest ear , loo 

(For faith. Lord Fanny ' you are m the wrong, 

The world’s good word is better than a song) 

Who has not learned, fresh sturgeon and ham-pie 
Are no rewards for want, and infamy ' 

When luxury nas licked up all thy pelf. 

Cursed by thy neighbours, thy trustees, thyself. 

To friends, to fortune, to mankind a shame. 

Think how posterity will treat thy name , 

And buy a rope, that future times may tell 
Thou hast at least bestowed one penny well i la 

“ Right,” cries Ins lordship, “for a rogue in need 
To have a taste is insolence indeed 
In me ’tis noble, suits my birth and state. 

My wealtli unwieldy, and my heap too great.” 

Then, like the sun, let bounty spread her ray. 

And shine that superfluity away 

Oh, impudence of w'ealth ' with all thy store. 

How darest thou let one worthy man be poor? 

Shall half the new-built churches round thee falP 
Make quays, build bridges, or repair White Hall 1 2 
Or to thy country let that heap be lent, 

As Marlborough’s was, but not at five per cent 
Who thinks that fortune cannot change her mind. 
Prepares a dreadful jest for all mankind. 

And who stands safest? tell me, is it he 
That spreads and swells in puffed prosperity, 

Or blest with little, whose preventing care 
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lu peace provides fit arms against a war? 

Thus Bethel spoke, who always spealcs his thought, 
And always thinks the very thing he ought 1 3° 

His equal mind I copy what I can. 

And, as I love, would imitate the man 
In south-sea days not happier, when surmised 
The lord of thousands, than if now excised , 

In forest planted by a father’s hand. 

Than in five acres now of rented land - 
Content ivith little, I can piddle here 
On brocoli and mutton, round the year , 

But ancient friends (though poor, or out of play) 

That touch my bell, I cannot turn away 14° 

’Tis true, no turbots dignify my boards. 

But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords' 

To Hounslow Heath I point and Bansted Down, 
Thence comes your mutton, and these clucks my own 
From j'on old walnut-tree a show’er shall fall. 

And grapes, long lingering on my only w’all. 

And figs from standard and espalier join , 

The devil is in you if you cannot dine 
Then cheerful healths (your mistress shall have piace), 
And, what’s more rare, a poet shall say grace. 150 
Fortune not much of humbling me can boast, 

Though double taxed, how little have I lost? 

My life’s amusements have been just the same. 

Before, and after, standing armies came 
My lands are sold, my father’s house is gone, 

I’ll lure another’s, is not that my own. 

And yours, my friends? through whose free -opening 
gate 

None comes too early, none departs too late, 

(For I, who hold sage Homer’s rule the best. 
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Welcome the coming, speed the going guest ) t6o 
Pray heaven it last' ’* (ones Swift') “as you go on; 

I wish to God this house had been your owi ; 

Pity' to build, without a son or wife 
Why, you’ll enjoy it only all your life ” 

Well, if the use be mine, can it concern one,' 

■Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon? 

What’s poroperty? dear Swift' jou see it alter 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter, 

Or, in a mortgage, prove a laviyer’s share, 

Or, in a jointure, vanish from the heir, 170 

Or in pure equity (the case not clear) 

The chanceiy takes your rents for twenty year 
At best, It falls to some ungracious son. 

Who cries, “ My father’s damned, and all’s my own ’’ 
Shades, that to Bacon could retreat afford. 

Become the portion of a booby lord, 

And Hemsley, once proud Buckingham’s delight. 

Slides to a scrivener or a city knight. 

Let lands and houses have what lords they will, 

Let us be fixed, and our own masters still. 180 


THE FIRST EPISTLE OF THE 
FIRST BOOK OF HORACE 

EPISTLE I 
TO LORD BOLINGBROKE 

St John, whose love indulged my labours past. 
Matures my present, and shall bound my last! 

^ In a letter to this Mr Bethel, of March 20, 1743, he says, 
"My landlady, Mrs Vernon, bcjng dead, this garden and house 
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Why wnll you break the Sabbath of m} dajs?^ 

Now sick alike of envy and of praise. 

Public too long, ah, let me hide ra) age« 

See, modest Cibbel- now has left the stage . " 

Our generals now, retired to their esLitos, , 

Hang their old trophies o’er die garden gates. 

In life’s cool evening satiate of applause, 

Nor fond of bleeding, even in Brunswick’s cause. 10 
A voice there is, that whispers in mj ear, 

(’Tis reason’s voice, which sometimes one can hear) 

“ Fnend Pope * let v our muse lake breath. 

And never gallop Pegasus to death , 

Lest stiff, and statelj, void of fire or force. 

You limp, like Blackmore on a lord major’s horse 

Farewell then verse, and love, and every toj’, 

The rhjmes and rattles of the man or boy , 

What right, what true, what fit we justly call, 

Let this be all my care — for this is all 20 

To lay this harvest up, and hoard with haste 
What ev ery day will want, and most, the last 

But ask not, to what doctors I applj'? 

Sworn to no master, of no sect am I • 

are offered me in sale , and, I believe (together with the cottages 
on each side my grass-plot next the Thames) will come at about a 
thousand pounds. If I thought anj verj particular fnend would 
be pleased to live in it after roj death (for, as it is, it serves all my 
puiposes as well dunng life) I would purchase it," &c — Warburton 
the 49th jear, the age of the author — Warburton 

® Colley Cibber retired from the stage in 1733, but returned in 
1734 and remained till 1745 

’ The fame of this heav^ poet, however problematical elsewhere, 
was universally received m the city of London His vcislhcation 
where exactly desenbed stiff, and not strong, stately and >ct 
dull, like the sober and slow-paced animal generallj emplovcd to 
mount the lord majror and therefore here humorouslv opposed to 
Pegasus ' 


SATIJtES 


197 


As drives the storm, at any door I knock • 

And house with Montaigne now, or now with Locke. 
Sometimes a patriot, active in debate. 

Mix with the world, and battle foi the state, 

Free as young Lyttelton, her cause pursue. 

Still true to virtue, and as warm as true ^ 30 

Sometimes with Aristippus, or St. Paul, 

Indulge my candour, and grow all to all j 
Back to my native moderation slide. 

And win my way by yielding to the tide. 

Long, as to him who works for debt, the day, 

Long as the night to her whose love’s away. 

Long as the 3'ear’s dull circle seems to run. 

When the brisk minor pants for tiventy-one. 

So slow the unprofitable moments roll, 

That lock up all the functions of my soul, 40 

"that keep me from myself, and still delay 
Life’s instant business to a future day 
That task, which as we follow, or despise. 

The eldest is a fool, the youngest ivise , 

Which done, the poorest can no wants endure , 

And which not done, the nchest must be poor 
Late as it is, I put myself to school. 

And feel some comfort, not to be a fool 
Weak though I am of limb, and short of sight, 

Far from a lynx, and not a giant quite. So 

I’ll do what Mead and Cheselden advise. 

To keep these limbs, and to preserve tliese eyes 
Not to go back, is somewhat to advance, 

And men must walk at least before they dance 
Say, does thy blood rebel, thy bosom move 


^ Geoi^c Lord Lyttelton, author of the Dialogues of the Dcaa 
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With wretched avance, or as wTetched love? 

Know, there are words, and spells, which can control 
Between the fits this fever of the soul 
Know, there are rh)Tnes, which fresh and fresh apphed 
Will cure the arrantest puppy of his pride 60 

Be furious, envious, slothful, mad, or drunk, 

Slave to a wife, or vassal to a punk, 

A Sw'itz, a High-dutch, or a Low -dutch bear. 

All that w'e ask is but a patient car 
'Tis the first virtue, vices to abhor. 

And the first wisdom, to be fool no more. 

But to the Avorld no bugbear is so great. 

As want of figure, and a small estate 
To either India see the merchant fly. 

Scared at the spectre of pale poverty • 70 

See him, with pains of body, pangs of soul. 

Bum through the tropic, freeze beneath the pole I 
Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end. 

Nothing to make philosophy thy friend? 

To stop thy foolish view's, thy long desires, 

And ease thy heart of all that it admires? 

Here, wisdom calls , “Seek virtue first, be bold ' 

As gold to silver, virtue is to gold " 

There, London’s voice “ Get money, money still • 

And then let virtue follow', if she will ” 80 

This, this the saving doctnne, preached to all, 

From low St James’s up to high St Paul , 

From him whose quills stand quivered at Ins ear, 

To him w'ho notches sticks at Westminster ^ 

Barnard in spirit, sense, and truth abounds ^ 

r \I<y exchequer tallies 

- Sir John Bam'ivd, member lor the aty 
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"Pray then, what ^\a^lts he?" Fourscore thousand 
pounds , 

A pension, or such harness for a slat e 
As Bug now Iiasj and Dorimant would hate. 

Barnard, thou art a cit, with all thy worth, 

But Bug and D 1 , their honours, and so forth go 

Yet evert' clnld another song will smg 
"Virtue, brate boys I 'lis virtue makes a king” 

True, conscious honour is to feel no sin, 

He’s armed without tint’s innocent within, 

Be this th) screen, and this thy w all of brass , 
Compared to this, a minister's an ass e 

And say, to tvhich shall our applause belong. 

This nctv court jargon, or the good old song? 

The modern language of corrupted peers, , 

Or what was spoke at Cressy and Poitiers ? 100 

Who counsels best? tvho whispers, ‘ Be but great, 

With praise or infamy leai e that to fate , 

Get place and wealth, if possible, w’lth grace. 

If not, by any means get wealth and place” — 

For what ? to ha\e a box wdiere eunuchs sing. 

And foremost m the circle e}e a king 
Or he, who bids thee face wnth steady view 
Proud fortune, and look shallow greatness through. 

And, while he bids thee, sets the example too ? 

If such a doctrine, m St James's air, no 

Should chance to make the well-dressed rabble stare , 

If honest S take scandal at a spark. 

That less admires die palace than the park 
Faith I shall give the answer reynard gave 

* Augustus Scliutz, who held court offices near the person of 
George II, both before and after his accession to the thione — 
Camithas, 
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“ I cannot like, dread sir, your royal cave . 

Because I see, by all the tracks about. 

Full many a beast goes in, but none come out ’ 

Adieu to MTtue, if >ou're once a slave . 

Send her to court, )ou send her to her grave 
Well, if a king's a lion, at the least 
The people are a many-headed beast; 

Can they direct what measures to pursue. 

Who know themselves so little what to do? 

Alike in nothing but one lust of gold. 

Just half the land would buy, and half be sold* 

Their country's wealth our mightier misers drain, 

Or cross, to plunder provinces, the mam; 

The res'-, some farm the poor-box. Some the pens ; 

Some keep assemblies, and would keep the stews ; 

Some with fat bucks on diildless dotards fawn. 

Some wan rich wadows by tlieir chine and brawn; 

■While wnth the silent growth of ten per cent, 

In dirt and darkness, hundreds stink content 
Of all these ways, if each pursues his own, 

Satire be kind, and let the wretch alone. 

But show me one who has it in his power 

To act consistent wath himself an hour 

Sir Job sailed forth, the evening bright and still, 

“ No place on earth (he cned) like Greenwnch hill •” 

Up starts a palace, lo, the obedient base 140 

Slopes at Its foot, the woods its sides embrace 

The sih er Thames reflects its marble face 

Now* let some whimsy, or that deni wnthin 

Which guides all those who know not what they mean, 

But gi\ e the knight (or give his lad}*) spleen, 

“Away, anay> take aXl your scaffolds dowm. 

For snuq’s the word . my dear 1 we’ll h\e lu town ” 
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At amorous Flavio is the stocking thrown? 
lhat very mghl lie longs to he alone 
The fool, \\ho'«c \\ifc elopes some thrice a quarter, 150 
For matrimonial solace dies a marlyr. 

Did ever Proteus, Merlin, anj witch. 

Transform themselves so strangely as the rich? 

Well, but the poor — the poor ha^e the same itch? 

They change their weekly barber, weekly new's, 

Trefcr a new japanner to their shoes, 

Disdiarge their garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) m a chaise and one; 

They hire their sculler, and when once aboard. 

Grow sicic, and damn the climate — like a lord 160 

You laugh, half beau, half sloven if I stand, 

My w'lg all powder, and all snuff ray band. 

You laugh, if coat and breeches strangely vary, 

While glo\cs, and linen worthy lady Mary* 

But when no prelate’s lawn with hair-shirt lined. 

Is half so incoherent as my mind, 

When (each opinion w ith the next at strife, 

One ebb and flow of follies all my life) 

I plant, root up, I build, and then confound. 

Turn round to square, and square again to round, 170 
You never change one muscle of youi face. 

You tliink this madness but a common case, 

Nor once to Chancer}^ nor to Hale^ apply^ 

Yet hang your hp, to see a seam awrj'! 

Careless how ill I with myself agree, 

Kind to my dress, my figure, not to me 
Is this my guide, philosopher, and friend? 

^ Dr Hale, of Lincoln’s Inn Fields, a physician emplojed m 
cases of insanity — Carrutfia s 
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This, he who loves me, and who ought to mend> 

Who ought to make me (what he can, or none,) 

That man divine whom wisdom calls her own, 180 
Great without title, without fortune blessed, 

Rich even when plundered, honoured while oppressed , 
Loved without youth, and follow'ed without power. 

At home, though exiled, free, though in the Tow'er 
In short, that reasoning, high, immortal thing. 

Just less than Jove, and much above a/ king. 

Nay, half in heaven — except (what’s mighty odd) 

A fit of vapours clouds this demi-god 


THE SIXTH EPISTLE OF THE 
FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 

EPISTLE VI 

TO MR. MURRAY^ 

« jjqt to admire, is all the art I know', 

JTo make men happy, and to keep them so ” 

(Plain truth, dear Murray, needs no flowers of speech, 
So take it in the very w'ords of Creech 

This vault of air, this congregated ball. 

Self-centred sun, and stars that rise and fall, i 
There are, my friend * whose philosophic eyes 
Look through, and trust the Ruler wuth his skies. 

To him commit the hour, the day, the year. 

And view this dreadful All without a fear 10 

^ William Murray (a younger son of Lord Stormont) rose to the 
chief justiceship and an earldom 

® From whose transHtion the first two lines of Horace are 
taken 


S/I TIRES 


Admire we then what earth’s low entrails hold, 
Arabian shores, or Indian seas infold. 

All the mad trade of fools and slaves for gold? 

Or popularity^* or stars and strings? . 

The mob’s applauses, or the gifts of kings ? 

Say with what eyes ne ought at courts to gaze. 
And pay the great our homage of amaze ? 

If weak the pleasure that from these can spring, 
The fear to want them is as weak a thing 
Whether we dread, or n hether-we desire. 

In either case, believe me, we admire , 

Whether we joy or gneve, the same the curse, 
Surprised at better, or surprised at worse 
Thus good or bad, to one extreme betray 
The unbalanced mind, and snatch the man away, 
Tor virtue’s self may too much zeal be had. 

The worst of madmen is a saint run mad 

Go then, and if you can, admire the state 
Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate , 

Procure a taste to double the surprise. 

And gaze on Parian charms iwth learned eyes . 

Be struck with bright brocade, or Tyrian dye. 

Our buth-day nobles splendid livery 
If not so pleased, at council-board rejoice. 

To sde their judgments hang upon thy voice , 

From morn to night, at senate, rolls, and hall. 

Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all 
But wherefore all this labour, all this stnfe^ 

For fame, for nches, for a noble wife ? 

Shall one whom nature, learning, birth, conspned 
To form, not to admire but be admired. 

Sigh, while his Chloe blind to wit and worth 
Weds the rich dulness of some son of earth? 
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Vet time ennobles, or degrades each line. 

It brightened Craggs’s,^ and may darken tliinc 
And what is fame ? the meanest ha\ e their da)'. 

The greatest can but blaze, and piss away 
Graced as thou art, iMth all the power of words, 

So known, so honoured, at the House of Lords : 
Conspicuous scene ' another yet is nigh, 50 

(More silent far) where kings and poets he , ' 

Where Murray (long enough his country’s pride) 

Shall be no more than Tully, or than H) de ! 

Racked with sciatics, mirtyred with the stone, 

"V ill any mortal let himself alone? 

Ste Ward by battered beati\ invited over, 

And desperate misery lays hold on Do\cr® 

The case is easier in the maid’s disease j 
There all men may be cured, whene’er they please 
Would ye be blessed? despise low’ jo)S, low’ gains; 60 
Disdain whatever Cornbury ® disdains 
Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains 

But art thou one, whom new opinions sway, 

One w’ho believes as Tindal^ leads the w'aj, 

Who virtue and a church alike disow ns, 

Thinks that but words, and this but brick and stones? 
Ply then, on all the wings of wild desire, 

Admire whate’er the maddest can admire 
Is wealth thy passion ? Hence ’ from pole to pole, 

f 

^ His father had been in a low situation, but, by indnstrj and 
ability, got to be postmaster-general and agent to tlic Duke of 
Marlborough — IVarlon 

* Celi^rated for their quack medicines. — Roseoe 
^rd (^rnbury, afterwards Lord Hjde, great grandson of the 
" 4 young Tory nobleman of lilcriry tastes 
Dr Matthew Tindal, author of C/mstiamly as old as ihe 
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Where wniids can carry, or where waves can roll, 
For Indian spices, for Peruvian gold, 

Prevent the greedy, and out-bid the bold : 
Adi’ance thy golden mountain to the skies , 

On the broad base of fifty thousand nse, 

Add one round hundred, and (if that’s not fair) 
Add fifty more, and bnng it to a square. 

For, mark the advantage , just so many score 
Will gain a wife with half as many more. 

Procure her beauty, make that beauty chaste, 

And then such fnends — ^as cannot fail to last 
A man of wealth is dubbed a man of worth, 
Venus shall give him form, and Antis ^ birth 
(Believe me, many a German prince is worse, 
"Who proud of pedigree, is poor of purse ) 

His wealth brave Timon glonously confounds ; 
Asked for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds , 

Or if three ladies hke a ludiless play, 

Takes the whole house upon the poet’s day. 

Now, in such exigencies not to need, 

Upon my word, you must be ndi mdeed , 

A noble superfluity it craves. 

Not for yourself, but for your fools and knaves j 
Something, which for your honour they may cheat 
And which it much becomes you to forget ^ 

If wealth alone then make and keep us blest. 

Still, still be getting, never, never rest 

But if to power and place your passion he. 

If in the pomp of life consist the ]oy , 

Then hire a slave, or (if you wiU) a lord 

' Antis, ^hom Pope often mentions. Mas Garter King of 
— Bffiales 
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To do the honours, and to give the word , loo 

Tell at your levee, as the crowds approach, 

To whom to nod, whom take into your coach, 

Whom honour with your hand to make remarks. 

Who rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks 
“ This may be troublesome, is near the chair , 

That makes diree members, this can choose a mayor ” 
Instructed thus, you bow, embrace, protest, 

Adopt him son, or cousin at the least, 

Then turn about, and laugh at your own jest 

Or if your life be one continued treat, no 

If to live well means nothing but to eat. 

Up, up ' cries gluttony/ ’tis break of day. 

Go drive the deer, and drag the finny prey , 

With hounds and horns go hunt an appetite — 

So Russel did, but could not eat at night. 

Called happy dog ' the beggar at his door. 

And envied thirst and hunger to the poor 

Or shall we every decency confound. 

Through taverns, stews, and Bagnio’s take our round, 
Go dme with Chartres, in each vice outdo i?o 

Kmnoul’s lewd cargo, or Tyrawley’s crew,^ 

From Latian syrens, French Curcean feasts. 

Return well travelled, and transformed to beasts, , 

Or for a titled punk, or foreign fiame. 

Renounce our country, and degrade our name? 

If, after all, we must with Wilmot own. 

The cordial drop of life is love alone, 

And Swift cry wisely, “Vive la bagatelle ' ” 

The man that loves and laughs, must sure do well 

^ Lords Kinnoul ind Tyrawlcy, two ambassadors noted for \vild 
immorality — Camrthers 
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Adieu — ^if this advice appear the vi orst, 130 

E’en take the counsel which I gav’e you first 
Or better precepts if you can impart, 

Wiy do, I’ll follow them with all my heart 


THE FIRST EPISTLE OF THE 
o 

SECOND BOOIC OF HORACE. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

The rcncctioiis of Horace, and the judgments passed m his 
epistle to Augustus, seemed so seasonable to the present times, 
that I could not help applying them to the use of my own country 
The author thought them considerable enough to address them to 
his pnnee , whom he paints with all the great and good qualities 
of a Rionarcli, upon whom the Romans depended for the increase 
of an absolute empire But to make the poem entirely English, I 
was willing to add one or two of those which contribute to the 
happiness of a free people, and are more consistent w'lth the welfare 
of our neighbours 

This epistle will show the learned world to have fallen into two 
mistakes one, that Augustus was a patron of poets in general , 
whereas he not only prohibited all but the best writers to name 
him, but recommended that care c>cn to the civil magistrate 
Admoneiat practores, ne falermiur nomm sttttm obsol^at, &.c 
The other, that this piece was only a general discourse of poetry , 
whereas it was an apology for the poets, in order to render Augus- 
tus more their patron Horace here pleads the cause of his con- 
temporaries, first against the taste of the town, whose humour it was 
to magmfy the authors of the preceding age , secondly igamsl the 
court and nobility, who encouraged only tlie writers for the theatre ; 

I and lastly against the emperor himself, who had conceived them of 
I little use to the government He shows (by a view of the progress 
I of learning, and the change of taste among the Romans) that the 
I introduction of the polite arts of Greece had given the wnters of 

I his lime great advantages 01 cr their predecessors , that their 

I morals were much inipiovcd, and the license of those ancient poets 
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restrained that satire and comedy w ere become more just and use- 
ful , that -ahatever extraaagancies arere left on the stage were 
owing to the ill taste of the nobility , that poets, under due regula- 
tions, were in many respects useful to the stale, and concludes, 
that It was upon them the emperor himself must depend for his 
fame and posterity 

We may farther learn from this epistle, that Horace made his 
court to this great pnnee by writing with a decent freedom toward 
him, with a just contempt of his lou flatterers, and u ith a manly 
regard to his own diaracler • 


EPISTLE I 


TO AUGUSTUS 

While 5'ou, great patron of mankind! sustain 
The balanced w orld, and open all the main , * 

Your country, chief, in arms abroad defend, 

At home, with morals, arts, and laws amend ; 

How shall the muse, from such a monarch, steal 
An hour, and not defraud the public weal ? 

Edward and Heniy, now the boast of fame. 

And virtuous Alfred, a more sacred name, 

After a life of generous toils endured. 

The Gaul subdued, or property secured, 10 

Ambition humbled, mighty cities stormed. 

Or laivs established, and the world reformed. 

Closed their long glories with a sigh to find 
The unwilling gratitude of base mankind ' 

All human virtue, to its latest breath, 

Finds envy never conquered but by death 
The great Alcides, every labour past, 


, ^ (1737) the Spanish depredations at sea were such, 
that there wM a universal ciy that the British flag had been m- 
English braved <Jn their own element Opening 
^11 the ni'iin therefore, means that the king was so liberal as to 
leave it open to tlie Spaniards —Baa/lcs 
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Had still this monster to subdue at last. 

Sure fate of all, beneath whose rising ray 

Each star of meaner ment fades auayl 20 

Oppressed we feel the beam directly beat, 

Those sons of glory please not till they set. 

To thee, tlie world its present homage pays. 

The har\'est early, but mature the praise 
Great friend of liberty! m kings a name 
Aboie all Greek, above all Roman fame. 

Whose w’ord is truth, as sacred and revered, 

As heaven’s own oracles from altars heard 

Wonder of kings* like whom, to mortal eyes 

None e’er has risen, and none e’er shall nse 30 

Just m one instance, be it yet confest 
Your people, sir, are partial in the rest 
Foes to all living w'orth except jour owm, 

And advocates for follj’’ dead and gone 
Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old. 

It IS the rust we value, not the gold 
Chaucer’s w’orst nbaldry is learned by rote. 

And beastly Skelton heads of houses quote ^ 

One likes no language but the faery queen , 

A Scot wall fight for Christ’s kirk o’ the green, 40 
And each true Briton is to Ben so cml, 

He swears the muses met him at tlie devil - 

Though justly Greece her eldest sons admires, 

Y’hy should not we be -wiser tlian our sires? 

In every public virtue w'e excel , 

We build, w e paint, w'e sing, we dance as well, 

^ Skelton, Poet Laureate to Henry VIII , a volume of whose 
verses has been lately reprinted, consisting almost -wholly of nbaldry, 
obscenity, and scumlous language. 

~ TTie Devil Tavern, where Ben Jonson held his Poetical Club 



210 


SATIRES 


And learned Athens to our art must stoop, 

Could she behold us tumbling through a hoop 
If time improve our nit as well as wine. 

Say at what age a poet grows dn me? 50 

Shall ne, or shall we not, account him so. 

Who died, perhaps, a hundred years ago? 

End all dispute , and fi\ the year precise 
When Bntish bards begin to immortalise? 

“Who lasts a century can have no flaw 
1 hold diat nit a classic, good in law ” 

Suppose he wants a year, mil you compound? 

And shall we deem him ancient, right and sound. 

Or damn to all eternity at once, 

At ninety-nine, a modern and a dunce? 60 

“We shall not quarrel for a year or two , 

By courtesy of England,^ he may do " 

Then by the rule that made the horse tail bear, 

I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 

And melt down ancients like a heap of snow 
While you to measure merits, look in Stowe, 

And estimabng authors by the year, 

Bestow a garland only on a bier. 

Shakespeare ® (whom you and every play-house bill 
Style the divine, the matchless, what you will) 70 
For gain, not glory, wnnged his roving flight. 

And grew immortal in his own despite 
Ben, old and poor, as little seemed to heed 

' Courtesy of England, a legal term signifying the custom by 
wiuch a. widower holds during his lifetime the lands of which lus 
wife was seized m fee, if she had issue by him born alive. 

Shakemeare and Ben Jonson may truly be said not much to 
nave thought of this immortality, the one m many pieces composed 

IDi;* ™ works in general, 

which Diyden called his Dotages 
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The life to come, in every poet’s creed 
Who now reads Cowley? if he pleases yet, 

His moral pleases, not his pointed wit , 

Forget his epic, nay Pindaric art,^ 

But still I love the language of his heart 
“Yet surely, surely, these were famous men I 
What boy but hears the sayings of old Ben? 8o 

In all debates where critics bear a pait, 

Not one but nods, and talks of Johnson’s art, 

Of Shakespeare’s nature, and of Cowley’s wit , 

How Beaumont’s judgment checked what Fletcher wnt. 
How Shadwell hasty, Wycherley was slow , 

But for the passions, Southern ® sure and Rowe 
Tliese, only these, support the crowded stage, 

From eldest Heyivood down to Cibber’s age ” 

All this may be , the people’s voice is odd, 

It IS, and It IS not, the voice of God 
To Gammer Gurton^ if it give the bays. 

And yet deny the careless husband ^ praise, 

Or say our fathers never broke a rule , 

/ Wiy then, I say, the public is a fool 

^ Which has much more ment Uian his epic, but very unlike the 
character, os Avell os numbers of Pindar 
® Nothing was less true tlian tins particular But the whole 
paragraph has a mixluie of irony, and must not altogether be taken 
for Horace’s own judgment, only the common chat of the pretendeis 
to criticism , in some things nght, in others, wrong , as he tells us 
111 his answer, 

Interdiim vulgus rectum vidct est ubi peccat 
— ^hasty Shadwell and slow Wycherley, is a line of Wilmot, Earl 
of Rochester the sense of which seems to have been generally 
mistaken It gives to each his epithet, not to design the difference 
of their talents;, but the number of their productions — Warburton 
® The author of the tragedy of Oroonoko 
* A piece of very low humour, one of the first printed plays m 
English, and therefore much valued by some antiquaries 
® Cibbci’s Canless Jfttsbaitd, 
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But let tlxem own, that greater faults than we 
They had, and greater virtues, I’ll agree 
Spenser himself affects the obsolete. 

And Sidney’s verse halts ill on Roman 'feet 
Milton’s strong pinion now not heaven can bound. 

Now serpent-like, in prose he sweeps the ground, loo 
In quibbles angel and archangel join, 

And God the father turns a school-divine 
Not that I’d lop the beauties from his booh, 

Like slashing Bentley with his desperate hook. 

Or damn all Shakespeare, like the affected fool 
At court, who hates whate’cr he read at sdiool ^ 

But for the nits of cither Charles’s days. 

The mob of gentlemen nho wrote .with case; 

Sprat,^ Carew, Sedle}', and a hundred more, 

(Like tinnUmg stars the miscellanies o’er) i lo 

One simile, that solitary shines 
In the dry desert of a thousand lines, 

Or lengthened thought that gleams through many a 
page, 

Has sanctified whole poems for an age 
I lose my patience, and I own it too. 

When works are censured, not as bad but new; 

While if our elders break all reason’s law’s. 

These fools demand not pardon, but applause 
On Avon’s bank, where flow’ers eternal blow’. 

If I but ask, if any w eed can grow, lao 

One tragic sentence if I dare dende 


\ All indirect silire on Lord Henej, in allusion to 'certain lines 
in Ills Epistle to a D D from a nobleman at Hampton Court. — 
CarnUherf ^ 

® Ihoraas Sprat, Bishop of Rochester, a popular vrntcr of both 
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Which Ijclterton’s graA e action dignified, 

Or v.clhmouthctl Booth with emphasis proclaims, 

{ rhotigh but. perlnjis, a muster-roll of names') 

Ho.v uill our failicrs rise up in a rage, 

Ami all slnme is lost in George’s age ’ 

YouM think no fools disgraced the former reign, 

Pid not some gra\c e\3mplcs )ct remain, 

Who scorn a lail slionld teach his father skill, 

And, Insing once been urong, mil be so still. 130 
lie. uho to seem more deep than yon or I, 

I'MOls old bnrtls, or Merlin's prophecy, 

Mistake lum not , he cmacs, not admires. 

And to debase the sons, e\.alts the sires. 

Had .arcjcnt times conspired to disallow 
Uh.at (hen uas new, uhat had been ancient now? 

Or uhat remained, so uorthy to be read 
B> learned critics, of the mighty dead? 

In days of case, uhen non the ncarj' sword 
Was sheathed, and luxury with Charles restored , i^o 
In every’ l.astc of foreign courts improved, 

All, by the King’s example, lived and loved 
*1 hen peers gren jiroud tn horsemanship to excel,® 
Newmarket's glory rose, as Britain’s fell; 

The soldier breathed the g.alhnlrics of France, 

And every’ flowery courtier wnt romance. 

Then marble, softened into life, grew warm' 

And yielding metal flowed to human form 

* An tibwrd custom of icvcnl .nclors, to pronounce v ah cm- 

plpsls llic mere proper mmcsof Greeks or Itomans, \\hich (as 
tlic) call It) fill the month of the player. ” , 

* A vcnc of the Lord Lan«lown 

* The Duke of New castle’s tiook of horscmansnip the romance 
of Piirllenissa, by the Earl of Orren, and most of the French 
romances translates! by pcisons of quably 
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Lely on animated canvas stole 

The sleepy eye, that spoke the melting soul. 150 

No Avonder then, when all was love and sport, 

The viihng muses were debauched at court 
On eacli enervate string they taught the note' 

To pant, or tremble through a eunuch’s throat. 

But Britain, changeful as a diild at play, 

Now calls in princes, and now turns away. 

Now Whig, now Tor>’, Avhat we loved we hate. 

Now all for pleasure, now for Church and stale , 

Now for prerogative, and now for laws; 

Effects unhappy from a noble cause \6o 

Time w'as, a Sober Englishman would knock 
His servants up, and rise by five o’clock, 

Instruct his family in every rule, 

And send his wife to church, his son to school 
To w'orship like his fathers, w'as his care ; 

To teach their frugal virtues to his heir , 

1 0 prove, that luxury could never hold , 

And place, on good secunty, his gold 
Now times are changed, and one poetic itch 
Has seized the court and city, poor and rich • 170 

Sons, sires, and grandsires, all will bear the ba}S, 

Our waves read Milton, and our daughters plays, 

'lo theatres, and to rehearsals throng. 

And all our grace at table is a song 
I, who so oft renounce the muses, he. 

Not ’s self e’er tells more fibs than I , 

“When sick of muse, our follies we deplore, 

And promise our best friends to rhyme no more, 

^ The Siege of Rhodes, by Sw Willnm the first open 

sung in England 
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W’c wake nc\t morning m a raging fit, 

And call for pen and ink to shoiv our ivit 180 

He served a ’preniiceship, who sets up shop. 

Ward tried on puppies, and the poor, his drop / 

Even RadclilTs doctors travel first to France, 

Nor dare to practise till they’ve learned to dance - 
Who builds a bridge that never drove a pile ? 

(Should Ripley venture, all the w orld would smile) 

3ut those who cannot wntc, and those who can, 

All rhyme, and scrawl, and scribble, to a man 
Yet, sir, reflect, the mischief is not great. 

These madmen never hurt the Church or state. 190 
Sometimes the folly benefits mankind , 

And rarely aiarice taints the tuneful mind 
Allow’ him but his pla) thing of a pen, 

He ne’er rebels, or plots, like other men * 

Flight of cashiers, or mobs, he’ll never mind , 

And knows no losses w hile the muse is kind 
To cheat a fnend, or ward, he leaves to Peter ,2 
The good man heaps tip nothing but mere metre, 
Enjoys his garden and his book in quiet , 

And then — a perfect hermit in his diet 200 

Of little use the man )Ou may suppose. 

Who says in verse w’hat others say in prose , 

Yet let me show, a poet’s of some weight, 

^ A famous cmpinc, whose piU and drop had several surprising 
effects, and w'cre one of the principal subjects of writing and con- 
versation at this time 

® By no means an insinuation as if these tnvclling doctors had 
misspent their time Raddiff had sent them on a medicinal mission, 
to examine the produce of each country, and sec in what it might 
be made subservient to the art of healing The native commodity 
of France IS dancing — Scr:6l , r rt 

® Conjectured by Bowles to refer to the cheating of Mr, George 
Pitt, m the management of lus estates, by Peter Walter 
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And (though no soldier) useful to the state’ 

What will a child learn sooner than a song? 

What better teach a foreigner the tongue? 

^^^lat’s long or short, each accent where to place, 

And speak in public with some sort of grace? 

I scarce can think him such a worthless thing. 

Unless he praise some monster of a king , 210 

Or virtue, or religion turn to sport, 

To please a lewd or unbelieving court 
Unhappy Dryden ' — In all Charles’s da) s, 

Roscommon only boasts unspotted bays , 

And in our own (excuse some courtl) stains) 

No whiter page than Addison remains 

He, from the taste obscene reclaims our youth, 

And sets the passions on the side of truth. 

Forms the soft bosom with the gentlest art, 

And pours each human xartue in the heart 220 

Let Ireland tell, how wit upheld her cause. 

Her trade supported, and supplied her laws. 

And leave on Swift this grateful lerse engraved* 

" The rights a court attacked, a poet sa\ed " 

Behold the hand that wrought a nation s cure. 

Stretched to relieve the idiot and the poor,- 

' Horace had not acqmttcd himself mneh to his credit m this 
capacity (»/>» bme rdicta panada) in the battle of Philippu It is 
manifest lie alludes to himself, in this whole account of a poet's 
character , but with an intermixture of irony Vhmt siltgws etpatte 
seatndo has a relation to his cpicunsm , Os feitenim pueri, is ridi- 
cule the nobler office of a poet follow s, Torqitti eb obscentss — Mox 
ettampeeitts rteie facta refert, etc, which the imitator has applied 
where he thinks it more due than to himself He hopes to be 
pardoned, if, as he is smeerdy mclined to pmse what deserves to 
be praised, be arraigns what deserves to be arraigned, in the zro, 
211, and 2 i 2 tb leises. 

* A foundation for the maintenance of idiots, and a fund for 
assisting the poor, bj lending small sums of money on demand 



Proud \itc to "brand, or mjarcd noirth adorn. 

And stretch the my to a«cs )el unborn. 

Not but there arc. ^^ho merit other jjahne *, , 

Ilopkms and Stcmhold gbd the heart nnh p-.j 1 tn«s: 55 
The boys and girls whom chirUy m'»mtalns, 

Implore >o«r help in these pathtt>c strains : 

How could devotion touch tlm counliy pct\s, 

Unless the gods bestowed a proper muse? 

Verse dicers their leisure, ver-e ?s<i<{s their work, 
Verse prays for peace, or sings down Pope and 'r«rlc 
The silenced preacher yields to potent Pimm, 

And feels that grace his praver bttowght in vainj 
The blessing thrilh through all the hbouring throng, 
And hca\cn is i.on h) -violence of song c. 

Our rural ancestors, with little blest, 

Patient of labour when the end was rest. 

Indulged die day that hoiwcd their annual grain, 

With feasts, and offerings, and a thankful strain; 

The joy their waves, their sons, and scr\ants share, 
Uase of their toil, and partners of their care ; 

The laugh, the jest, attendants on the bowl, 

Smoothed every brow, and opened c\ crj soul ; 

With growing years the pleasing license grew, 

And taunts alteniate innocently flew. s 

But times corrupt,, and nature, ilbindincd, 

Produced the point that left a sling behind, 

Till fnend with friend, and families at strife, 
Triumphant malice raged througli private life. 

Who felt the wrong, or feared it, tool; the abrm, 
Appealed to law, and justice lent her arm. 

At length, by w'holesomc dread of statutes bourd, 
The poets learned to please, and not to wound 
Most warped to flattery’s side, but some, more nice, 
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Tresen'ed the freedom, and forbore the vice 260 

Hence satire rose, that just the medium hit, 

And heals with morals i\hat it hurls with vit 
We conquered France, but felt our captive’s charms ; 
Her arts victorious triumphed o’er our arras ; 

Britain to soft refinements less a foe. 

Wit grew polite, and numbers learned lo flow 
Waller was smooth but Dryden taught to join 
The varying verse, the full-resounding line, 

The long majestic march, and energj divine 
Though still some traces of our rustic \em 270 

And splay-foot verse, remained, and amII remain. 

Late, veiy late, correctness grew our care, 

MTien the tired nation breathed from civil war. 

Exact Racine, and Corneille’s noble fire. 

Showed us that France had something to admire 
Not but the tragic spirit was our own. 

And full in Shakespeare, fair m Otway shone 
Rut Otway failed to polish or refine, 

And fluent Shakespeare scarce effaced a line 

Even copious Dryden w'anted, or forgot, 280 

The list and greatest art, the art to blot 

Some doubt, if equal pains, or equal fire 

The humbler muse of comedy require 

But in knowTi images of life, I guess 

The labour greater, as the indulgence less 

Observe how seldom even the best succeed* 

Tell me if Congreve’s fools are fools indeed? 

What pert, low dialogue has Farquhar ivnt • 

How Van w’ants grace, w’ho never wanted wit • 

' Mr Waller, about Ous time with the Earl of Dorset, htr 
Godolphin, and others, translated the Pemfey of Corneille , and 
tilt more correct Ercnch poets began to be in icputation 
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The stage how loosely does Astnea tread, ^ 

Who fairly puts all characters to bed ! 

And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws, 

To make poor Pinky eat with, vast applause ! - 
But fill their purse, our poet’s work is done. 

Alike to them, by pathos or by pun 
O jou ’ whom \ unity’s light bark conve)s 
On fame’s mad voyage by the mnd of praise. 

With what a shifting gale }Our course you pi)'. 

For ever sunk too low, or borne too high • 

"Who pants for glory finds but short repose, 

A breath re\n\es him, or a breath o'erthrows 
Faren'ell the stage • if just as thnves the play. 

The silly bard grows fat, or falls aivaj* 

There still remains, to mortify a wit. 

The many-headed monster of the pit . 

A senseless, worthless, and unhonoured crowd; 
lATio, to disturb their betters mightj proud, 

Clattenng theu: sticks before ten Imes are spoke, 

Call for the farce, the bear, or the black-joke * 

^Vhat dear delight to Batons farce affords • 310 

Ever the taste of mobs, but now of lords , 

(Taste, that eternal wranderer, which flies 
From heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes ’) 

The play stands still , damn action and discourse. 

Back fly the scenes, and enter foot and horse , 

Pageants on pageants, in long order drawn. 

Peers, heralds, bishops, ermine, gold and lawn , 
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J A name taken by Mrs Behn, authoress of several obscene 

plajs, &a T, 1 •. 

- The popular low comedian, William Pmkethman 

s Ze , the black pudding 

' From plaj-s to operas, and from operas to pantomimes — 
Warlmrto/i , 
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TJie champion too ' and, to complete the jest, 

Old Edward’s armour beams on Cibber’s breast' 

With laughter sure Demoentus had died, 320 

Had he beheld an audience gape so wide 
Let bear or elephant be e’er so white, 

The people, sure, the people are the sight* 

Ah, luckless poet ! stretch thy lungs and roar, 

That bear or elephant shall heed thee more j 
While all Its throats the gallery evtends, 

And all the thunder of the pit ascends ' 

Loud as the wolves on Orca’s stormy sleep,* 

Howl to the roarings of the northern deep 

Such is the shout, the long-applauding note, 330 

At Qum’s high plume, or Oldfield’s petticoat , 

Or when from court a birth-day suit bestowed. 

Sinks the lost actor in the tawdry load 
Booth enters — ^hark 1 the universal peal ' 

“ But has he spoken ? ” Not a syllable 

What shook the stage, and made the people stare? 

Cato’s long wig, flowered goivn, and lacquered chair. 

Yet lest you think I rally more than teach, 

Or praise malignly arts I cannot reach. 

Let me for once presume to instruct the times, 340 
To know the poet from the man of rhymes . 

’Tis he, who gives my breast a thousand pains. 

Can make me feel each passion that he feigns j 
Enrage, compose, wnth more than magic art, 

V 

* The coronition of Heniy VIII -ind Queen Anne Bolejii, in 
which the playhouses vied wth each other to represent all the 
pomp of a coronation In this noble contention, the armour of 
one of the kings of England was borrowed from the tower, to 
dress the diampion 

* The farthest northern promontoiy of Scotland, opposite to the 
Orcades 
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With pily, and mtli terror, tear ray heart ; 

And snatch rac, o’er the earth, or through the air, 

To Thebes, to Athens, ■when he wall, and where. 

But not this part of the poetic state 
Alone, deserves the favour of the great. 

Think of those autliors, sir, who would rely 350 

I^Iore on a reader’s sense, than gazer’s eye 
Or who shall wander where the muses sing? 

Who climb their mountain, or who taste their spring? 
How shall w'c fill a library with w’lt,^ 

When Merlin’s cai e is half unfinished yet ? - 

My liege ! wdiy writers little claim your thought, 

I guess; and, with their leaie, will tell the fault: 

Wc poets arc (upon a poet’s word) 

Of all mankind, the creatures most absurd 

The season, when to come, and when to go, 360 

To sing, or cease to sing, wc ne\er know; 

And if wc wall recite nine hours in ten. 

You lose your patience, just like other men 
Then too we hurt ourselves, when to defend 
A single verse, we quarrel with a friend. 

Repeat unasked ; lament, the wit’s too fine 
For aulgar ejes, and point out every line 
But most, when straining with too weak a wing. 

We needs will wTitc epistles to the king, 

And from the moment we oblige the town, 370 

Except a place, or pension from the crown ; 

Or dubbed historians, by express command, 

To enroll your triumphs o’er the seas and land, 

Be called to court to plan some w'ork divine, 

* The Palatine Library then building by Augustus 

® A building in the royal gardens at Richmond, uhere is a small, 
but choice collection of boolcs 
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As once for Louis, Boileau and Racine 
Yet think, great sir i (so many virtues shown) 

A.h think, what poet best may make them known ? 

Or choose at least some minister of grace. 

Fit to bestow tlie laureate’s weighty place 
Charles, to late times to be transmitted fair, 380 
Assigned his figure to Bernini’s care , 

And great Nassau to K.neller’s hand decreed 
To fix him graceful on the bounding steed , 

So well m paint and stone they judged of merit • 

But kmgs in wit may want discerning spirit 
The hero William, and the martyr ChaHes, 

One knighted Blackmore, and one pensioned Qifarles , 
Which made old Ben, and surly Dennis swear, 

“No lord’s anointed, but a Russian bear ” 

Not with such majesty, such bold relief, 39 ® 

The forms august of king, or conquenng chief, 

E’er swelled on marble , as in verse have shined 
(In polished verse) the manners and the mind 
Oh ' could I mount on the Maeonian wing. 

Your arms, your actions, your repose to sing ’ 

What seas you traversed, and what fields you fought ! 
Your country’s peace, how oft, how dearly bought ' 
How barbarous rage subsided at your ivord, 

And nations wondered while they dropped the sword ' 
How, when you nodded, o’er the land and deep, 400 
Peace stole her wing, and wrapt the world in sleep , 
’Till earth’s extremes your mediation owii, 

. And Asia’s tyrants tremble at your throne — 

But verse, alas ' your majesty disfiam ^ ^ 

And I’m not used to panegyric strains 
The zeal of fools offends at any time. 

But most of all, the zeal of fools in rhjnne. 
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Besides, a fate attends on all I write, 

That when I aim at praise, they say I bite 
A I lie encomium doubly ridicules 
There's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 
If true, a noeful likeness, and if lies, 

" Praise undeserved is scandal in disguise " ^ 
"Well may he blush, who gives it, oi receives ; 
And when I flatter, let my dirty leaves 
(Like journals, odes, and such forgotten things 
As Eusden,- Philips, Settle,® writ of kings) 
Clothe spice, line trunks, or, fluttering in a row, 
Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho 


THE SECOND EPISTLE OF THE 
SECOND BOOK OF HORACE 

Ludcntis spccicm dabit, et torqucbitur — ^IIoR , ver. 124 

Dear colonel,^ Cobham's and your country’s friend ' 
You love a verse, take such as I can send 
A Frenchman comes, presents you with his boy. 
Bows and begins — “ This lad, sir; is of Blois ® 
Observe his shape how clean ! his locks how curled ' 
My only son. I’d have him see the world 
Ills French is pure , his voice too — ^you shall hear 


^ From an anonymous poem, T//^ Celebrated Beauties, published 
m Tonson’s Mtseellany in 1709 — Carruthos 
~ Laurence Eusden, poet laureate under Charles II 
® ElUanah Settle, the Doeg of Absalom and Aehitolhel 
^ Colonel Cottcrell, of Rousham near Ovford, the descendant of 
Sir Charles Colterell, nho, at the desire of Charles I , translated 
Davda mto Enghsli. — Warion 

» A town in Beauce, where the French tongue is spoken m great 
purity — iVarbui ton. 
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Sir, he’s your slave, for twenty pounds a year 
Mere wax as yet, you fashion him with ease. 

Your barber, cook, upholsterer, what you please lo 
A perfect genius at an opera-song — 

To say too much, might do my honour wrong. 

Take him with all his virtues, on my word , 

His whole ambition was to serve a lord 
But, sii, to you, with what would I not part? 

Though faith, I fear, ’twill break his mother’s heart 
Once (and but once) I caught him in a he. 

And then, unwhipped, he had the grace to cry 
The fault he has I fairly shall reveal, 

(Could you o’erlook but that) it is 'to steal ” 20 

If, after this, you took the graceless lad, 

Could you complain, my fnend, he proved so bad. 

Faith, in such case, if you should prosecute, 

I think Sir Godfrey^ should decide the suit , 

Who sent the thief that stole the cash away, 

And punished him that put it in his way, 

Consider then, and judge me in this light , ' 

I told you when I went, I could not wnte , 

You said the same , and are you discontent 

With laws, to which you gave your own assent ? 30 

Nay worse, to ask for verse at such a time' 

D’ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme? 

In Anna’s W'ars, a soldier poor and old 
Had dearly earned a little purse of gold , 

Tired, with a tedious march, one luckless night. 

He slept, poor dog ' and lost it, to a doit 
This put the man in such a desperate mind, 

.«.V» * 

/ justice of peace, who decided much in the manner 

of Sancho Pancha 
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Between revenge, and grief, and hunger joined 
Against the foe, himself, and all mankind. 

He leaped the trenches, scaled a castle-wall, 
Tore down a standard, took the fort and all 
“ Prodigious well , ” his great commander cried. 
Gave him much praise, and some reward beside. 
Next pleased his excellence a town to batter 
(Its name I know not, and its no great matter) 
Go on, my friend (he cried), see yonder walls' 
Advance and conquer' go where glory calls' 
More honours, more rewards, attend the brave *' 
Don’t you remember what reply he gave? 

D’ye think me, noble general, such a sot ? 

Let him take castles ivho has ne’er a groat” 
Bred up at home, full early I began 
To read in Greek the wrath of Peleus’ son 
Besides, my father taught me from a lad, 

The better art to know the good from bad . 
(And little sure imported to remove, 

To hunt for truth in Maudlin’s learned grove ) 
But knottier points we knew not half so well 
Deprived us soon of our paternal cell , 

And certain laws, by sufferers thought unjust, 
Denied all posts of profit or of trust 
Hopes after hopes of pious papists failed, 

While mighty William’s thundenng arm pre- 
vailed. 

For right hereditary taxed and fined, 

He stuck to poverty with peace of mind j 
And me, the muses'helped to undergo it , 
Convict a papist he, and I a poet 
But (thanks to Homer) since I live and thrive, 
Indebted to no pnnce or peer alive, p 
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Sure 1 should M’ant the care of ten Monroes,^ 70 

If I would scribble, rather than repose 

Years folloTving years, steal something every day, 

At last they steal us from ourselves an ay, 

In one our frolics, one amusements end. 

In one a mistress drops, in one a friend 
This subtle thief of life, this paltrj- time, 

^Yhat will it leave me, if it snatch my rhyme? 

If every nheel of that unneary mill. 

That turned ten thousand verses, now stands still? 

But after all, what would you ha\ e me do ? 80 

When out of twenty I can please not two. 

When this heroics only deigns to praise. 

Sharp satire that, and that Pindaric lays? 

One likes the pheasant^s wmg, and one the leg, 

The vulgar boil, the learned roast an egg , 

Hard task ' to hit the palate of such guests, 

AVhen Oldfield loves what Dartmeuf- detests 
But grant I may relapse, for w^nt of grace. 

Again to rh}'me, can London be the place ? 

Who there his muse, or self, or soul attends, 9 ° 

In crowds, and courts, law, business, feasts, and friends? 
My counsel sends to execute a deed , 

A poet begs me, I will hear him read , 

“ In palace-yard at nine you’ll find me there— 

At ten for certain, sir, in Bloomsbury Square — 

Before the lords at tw elve my cause comes on — 
There’s a rehearsal, sir, exact at one — 

Oh, but a wit can study in the streets. 

And raise bis mind above the mob he meets " 

1 Br Monroe, phyHcim to Bedlam Hospital 

'Two celebrated gluttons 
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Not quite so well however as one ought, loo 

A hackney coach may chance to spoil a thought. 

And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 

God knoas, may hurt tlie very ablest head. 

Have you not seen, at Guild Hall's narrow pass, 

Two aldermen dispute it mtli an ass? - 
And peers give way, exalted as they are, 

Even to their own S-r-v — ^nce in a car? 

Go, lofty poet ' and in such a crowd, 

Sing thy sonorous, verse — ^but not aloud 

Alasl to grottos and to groves we run, no 

To ease and silence, every muse’s son 

Blackmore himself, for any grand effort. 

Would dnnk and dose at Tooting or Earl’s Court ^ 

How shall I rhjme in this eternal roar? 

How' match the bards w’hom none e’er matched betore? 
The man, who, stretched in Isis’ calm retreat. 

To books and study gives seven years complete. 

Sec’ strewed with learned dust, his night-cap on, 

He w'alks, an object new beneath the sun ' 

The boys flock round him, and the people stare 120 
So stiff, so mute * some statue you would sw^ear. 
Stepped from its pedestal to take the air ' 

And here, while towm, and court, and city roars. 

With mobs, and duns, and soldiers, at their doors. 

Shall I, in London, act this idle part ? 

Composing songs, for fools to get by heart ? 

The Temple late two brother sergeants saw. 

Who deemed each other oracles of law. 

With equal talents, these congenial souls 

One lulled tlie exchequer, and one stunned the rolls , 


^ Two Milages within a few miles of London 
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Each had a g^a^ ity ^\ ould make you split, 1 3 ^ 

And shook his head at Murray, as a iviL 
“’Tnas, sir, your law"— and “su-, your eloquence—’ 
“Yours, Cowper’s manner"— and “yours, Talbot’s 

‘sense " 

Thus w'e dispose of all poetic merit, 

Yours Milton’s genius, and mine Hornet’s spmt 
Call Tibbald Shakespeare, and he’ll swear the nine. 

Dear Cibber I never matched one ode of thine 
Lord 1 how we strut through Merlin’s .Ca\c, to see 
No poets there, but Stephen,' you, and me 140 

Walk with respect behind, while w'c at ease 
Weave laurel crowns, and lake what names we please 
“ My dear Tibullus 1 ’’ if that will not do, 

“ Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you . 

Or, I’m content, allow me Dryden’s strains, 

And you shall rise up Otway for your pains." 

Much do I suffer, much, to kcep.in peace 
This jealous, waspish, wrong-head, rhyming race j 
And much must flatter, if the whim should bile 
lo court applause by printing what I write: iS° 

But let the fit pass o’er. I’m mse enough, 

To stop my ears to their confounded stuff 

In vain bad rhyaners all mankind reject. 

They treat themselves witli most profound respect; 

’Tis to small purpose that you hold your tongue . 

Each praised within, is happy all day long, 

But how seierely with themselves proceed 
The men, who wTite such verse as w'e can read? 

^ Mr Stephen Duch, a modest ind 'lorthy man, mIio had the 
honour (which miny, who thoug[1it thcmsch cs his belter^ in poelrj, 
had not) of being esteemed by Mr Pope Queen Caiolinc chose 
this man for her favourite poet — IVarburton 
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Their own strict judges, not a woid they spare 
That n-anls or force, or light, or weight, or care, 160 
Howe’er unwillingly it quits its place, 

Nay though at Court (perhaps) it may find grace ; 

Such ibey'll degrade , and sometimes, m its stead. 

In downright chanty revive the dead , 

^lark ivhere a bold expressive phrase appears, 

Bright through the rubbish of some hundred years j 
Command old words that long have slept, to wake, 
"Words, that wise Bacon, or brave Raleigh spake , 

Or bid the new be English, ages hence, 

(For use will farther n hat’s begot by sense) 170 

Pour the full tide of eloquence along, 

Seraiely pure, and yet divinely strong, 

RichTnth the treasures of each foreign tongue; 

Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine, 

But show no mercy to an empty line. 

Then polish all, with so much life and ease, 

You think ’tis nature, and a knack to please 
“ But ease in writing flows from art, not chance , 

As those move easiest who have learned to dance ” 

If such the plague and pains to write by rule, 180 
Better (say I) be pleased, and play the fool , 

Call, if )'0U will, bad rhyming a disease, 

It gives men happiness, or leaves them ease 
There lived vip into Gcoi^t (they record) 

A worthy member, no small fool, a lord , 

"Wlio, though the House was up, delighted sate. 

Heard, noted, answered, as in full debate • 

In all but this, a man of sober life, 

Fond of his friend, and cml to his wife , 

Not quite a madman, though a pasty fell, rgo 

And much too wise to walk into a w'ell 
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Him, the damned doctors and his friends immured, 
They bled, they cupped, they purged, m short, the> 
cured 

Whereat the gentleman began to stare— 

‘ My friends?” he cried, “po\ take you for your 
care ' 

That from a patriot of distinguished note. 

Have bled and purged me to a simple vote ” 

Well, on the whole, plain prose must be my fate 
Wisdom (curse on it) will come soon or late 
There is a bme when poets ivill grow dull 200 

1 11 e en leave verses to the boys at school 
1 o rules of poetry no more confined, 

I learn to smooth and harmonise my mind, 

Teach every thought within its bounds to roll, 

And keep the equal measure of the soul 
Soon as I enter at my country door. 

My mind resumes the thread it dropped before ; 
Thoughts, which at Hyde Park corner I forgot. 

Meet and rejoin me, in the pensive grot 
There all alone, and compliments apart, 210 

I ask these sober questions of my heart 
If, when the more you dnnk, the more you crave. 
You tell the doctor, when the more you have. 

The more you want , why not with equal ease 
Confess as well your folly as disease ? 

The heart resolves this matter in a thnce, 

“ Men only feel the smart, but not the vice ” 

MTien golden angels^ cease to cure the evil. 

You give all royal witchcraft to the devil , 

' A golden com, given as a fee by those v^ho came to be touciied 
by the royal hand for the evil — 
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servile chaplains cry,^ that birth and place 220 
Endue a peer with honour, truth, and grace, 

! Look in^that breast, most dirty D 1 be fair, 

I Say, can you find out one such lodger there ? 

Yet still, not heeding what your heart can teach, 

You go to church to hear these flatterers preach 
- Indeed, could wealth bestow or wit or merit, 

A gram of courage, or a spark of spirit. 

The wisest man might blush, I must agree, 

If D loved sixpence more than he 

If there be truth m law, and use can give 230 

A property, that’s yours on which you live 
Delightful Abs-Court, if its fields afford 
Their fruits to you, confesses you its lord * 

All Worldly’s hens, nay partndge, sold to town 
His venison too, a guinea makes your own 
He bought at thousands, ivliat with better wit 
You purchase as you want, and bit by bit , 

Now, or long since, what difference will be found ’ 
j You pay a penny, and he paid a pound 

Heathcote® himself, and such large-acred men, 240 
Lords of fat E'sham, or of Lincoln fen. 

Buy every stick of wood that lends them heat, 

Buy every pullet they afford to eat 
Yet these are wights, who fondly call their own 
Half that the devil o’erlooks from Lincoln town 
The laws of God, as well as of the land. 

Abhor, a perpetuity should stand 

Estates have wings, and hang in fortune’s power 

^ The whole of this passage alludes to a dedication of Mr , after- 
■wards Bishop, Kennet to the Duke of De^onshIre, to whom he 
was chaplain 

* Sir Gilbert Henthcote, cf Motal Eitays,'&p 111 ^er loi 
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Loose on the point of every \iavcnng hour, 

Ready, by force, or of your oivn accord, 250 

By sale, at least by death, to change their lord 
Man? and for ever? mretch* nhat wouldst thou have? 
Heir urges heir, like wave impelling nave 
All vast possessions (just the same the case 
Whether you call them villa, park, or chase) 

Alas, my Bathurst ' what will they avail ? 

Join Cotswood lulls to Saperton’s fair dale,^ 

Let rising granaries and temples herc,- 
Their mingled farms and pyramids appear, 

Link ton ns to towns with avenues of oak, 260 

Enclose whole downs in walls, ’tis all a joke 1 
Inexorable death shall level all, 

And trees, and stones, and farms, and farmer fall. 

Gold, silver, n ory, vases sculptured high. 

Paint, marble, gems, and robes of Persian dye. 

There arc who have not — and thank heaven there are, 
Wlio, if they hav e not, tliink not worth their care 

Talk w'hat you will of taste, my fnend, you’ll find. 
Two of a face, as soon as of a mind 
Why, of two brothers, rich and restless one 270 

Ploughs, burns, manures, and toils from sun to sun, 
The other slights, for w-omen, sports, and wines. 

All Townshend’s turnips, 2 and all Grosvcnor’s mines 
I Why one like Bubb® with pay and scorn content, 

I Bows and votes on, in court and Parliament, 

I One, dnven by strong benevolence of soul, 

^ Alluding to the impfovcments made by Lord Bathurst on one 
of ms estates 

® Lord '^nmshend, Secretary of State to George the First and 
Second Tc him, says Lord Stanhope, Lngland owes the mtro- 
ductun of the turnip from Germany 

® Bubb Doddington 
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Shall fly, like Oglethorpe,^ from pole to pole 
Is known alone to that directing Power, 

Who forms the genius in tlie natal hour ; 

That God of nature, who, within us still. 
Inclines our action, not constrains our will. 
Various of temper, as of face or frame, 

Each individual : his great end the same 
Yes, sir, how small soever be my heap, 

A part I will enjoy, as well as keep 
My heir may sigh, and think it want of grace 
A man so poor would live without a place , 
But sure no statute in his favour says. 

How free, or frugal, I shall pass my days 
I, who at some times spend, at others spare, 
Divided between carelessness and care 
’Tis one thing madly to disperse my store , 
Another, not to heed to treasure more , 

Glad, like a boy, to snatch the first good day, 
And pleased, if sordid want be far away 
What is-’t to me (a passenger God wot) 
"^Vhether my vessel be first-rate or not^ 

The chip Itself may make a better figure, 

But I that sail, am neither less nor bigger 
I neither strut with every favouring breath, 
Nor strive with all the tempest in my teeth 
In power, wit, figure, virtue, fortune, placed 
Behind the foremost, and before the last 

“ But why all this of avarice ? I have none ” 
I wish you joy, sir, of a tyrant gone , 

But does no other lord it at this hour. 

As wild and mad the avance of power? 

^ ^ Employed in settling the colony of Georgia 
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Does neither rage inflame, nor fear appal ? 

Not the black fear of death, that saddens'all? 

With terrors round, can reason hold her throne, 310 
Despise the known, nor tremble at the unknown? 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire. 

In spite of witches, devils, dreams, and fire? 

Pleased to look forward, pleased to look behind, 

And count eacn birthday with a grateful mind? 

Has life no sourness, drawn so near its end? 

Canst thou endure a foe, forgive a fnend? 

Has age but melted the rough parts away, 

As winter fruits grow mild ere they decay? 

Or will you think, my friend, your business done, 320 
"When, of a hundred thorns, you pull out one ? 

Learn to live ivell, or fairly make your wall , 

You’ve played, and loved, and eat, and drank your fill 
Walk sober off, before a spnghtlier age 
Comes tittering on, and shoves you from the stage . 
Leave such to trifle with more grace and ease, 

■\\niom folly pleases, and whose follies please 


EPILOGUE TO THE SATIRES 
IN TWO DIALOGUES 

WRITTEN IN MDCCXXXMII 

DIALOGUE I 

Ft Not twice a tw elvemonth^ you appear m print, 

’ These U\o lines ire from Ilonce , ind the only lines that ire 
so m the whole poem , being meant to be a handle to that which 
follows in the character of an impertinent censnrer — 

’Tis all from Horace, &c 
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And when it comes, the court see nothing in’t. 

Yon grow correct, that once with rapture wnt. 

And are, besides, too moral for a wit 
Decay of parts, alas • we all must feel-— 

Why now, this moment, don’t I see you steal? 

’Tis all from Horace , Horace long befoie ye 
Said, “ Tories called him Whig, and Whigs a Tory ,” 
And taught his Romans, in much better metre, 

“ To laugh at fools who put their trust in Peter ” lo 
But Horace, sir, was delicate, was nice , 

Bubo observes,'^ he lashed no sort of vice 
Horace would say, Sir Billy served the crown, 

Blunt could do business, Huggins ^ knew the town. 

In Sappho touch the fjvihngs of the sex, 

In reverend bishops note some small neglects. 

And own, the Spaniard did a waggish thing, 

Who cropped our ears,® and sent them to tlie king 

His sly, polite, insinuating style 

Could please at court, and make Augustus smile 20 

An artful manager, that crept between 

His friend and shame, and was a kind of screen ^ 

But ’faith your very friends will soon be sore , 

Patnots there are,® who wish you’d jest no more — 

And where’s the glory ? ’twill be only thought 


^ Some guilty person very fond of miking sucli an obsei valion 
® Formerly 3ailor of the Fleet Prison, enriched himself by many 
exactions, for which he was tried and expelled 
® Said to be executed by the captain of a Spanish ship on one 
Jenkins, a captain of an English one He cut off his ears, and bid 
^ him carry them to the king his master 

■* A metaphor peculiarly appropriated to a certain person in 
power 

® This ippellation \ras gcneially given to those in opposition to 
the court Though some of them (which onr author hints at) had 
views too mean and interested to desen c that name 
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The great man^ never offered you a groat 
Go see Sir Robert — 

F See Sir Robert > — hum — 

And never laugh— for all my life to come? 

Seen him I have, but m his happier hour® 

Of social pleasure, ill exchanged for power , 30 

Seen him, uncumbered ® with the venal tribe. 

Smile without art, and win without a bribe. 

Would he oblige me ? let me only find, 

He does not think me what he thinks mankind 
Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt , 

The only difference is I dare laugh out 
F Why yes with Senpture still you may be free , 

A horse-laugh, if you please, at honesty, 

A joke on Jekyl,^ or some odd old Whig 

Who never changed his pnnciple, or wig • 40 

A patriot IS a fool in every age, 

UTiom all Lord Chamberlains allow the stage 
These nothing hurts , they keep their fashion still, 

And wear their strange old virtue, as they will 

If any ask you, “ Who’s the man, so near 

His prince, that wntes in verse, and has his ear?” 

■Why, answer, Lyttieton,® and I’ll engage 
The worthy youth shall ne’er be in a rage, 

A phrase by common use 'ippropnatcd to the first minister 
® Explained by Warburton to refer to the fisour conferred by 
Walpole at Pope’s request upon the Catholic pnest Southcotc 
® These tuo verses Here originally in the poem, though omitted 
in all the first editions 

* Sir Joseph Jehyl, Master of the Rolls, ajnie Whig in his prin- 
ciples, and a man of the utmost probity 'He sometimes voted 
against the court, iihich drew upon him the laugh here described 
of one who bestowed it equally upon religion and honesty He 
5 ^^nths after the publication of this poem 
George Lyttleton, secretary to the Prince of Wales, distin- 
guished both for his wntings and speeches m the spmt of liberty 
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But were lus verses vile, his whisper base, 

You’d quickly find him m Lord Fanny’s case. 50 
Sejanus, Wolsey,^ hurt not honest Fleury,® 

But well may put some statesmen in a fury 
Laugh then at any, but at fools or foes. 

These you but anger, and you mend not those 
Laugh at 3'our friends, and, if your friends are sore, 

So much the better, you may laugh the more 
To vice and folly to confine the jest, 

Sets half the world, God knows, against the rest. 

Did not the sneer of more impartial men 

At sense and virtue, balance all again 60 

Judicious wits spread wide the ridicule, 

And charitably comfort knave and fool 
P Dear sir, forgive the prejudice of youth: 

Adieu distinction, satire, warmfli, and trutlil 
Come, harmless characters, that no one hit , 

Come, Henley’s oratory, Osborne’s® wit ' 

The honey dropping from Favonio’s tongue, 

The flowers of Bubo, and the flow of Yonge 
The gracious dew® of pulpit eloquence. 

And all the well-whipped cream of courtly sense, 70 
That first was H vy% F ^"s next, and then 


1 The one the wichcd minister of Tibenus , the other, of Henry 
VllI The writers against the court usually bestowed these and 
other odious names on the minister, without distinction, and m the 
most injurious manner* &eDial 11 ^er 137 
- Cardinal , and minister to Louis XV It was a patnot fashion, 
at that time, to cry up his wisdom and honesty 
See them in tlieir places m the Dunciad 
* Sir William Yonge 

® Alludes to some court sermons, and flond panegyrical speeches , 
particularly one \ ery full of puerilities and flattenes , which after- 
uards got into an address in the same pretty style , and nas lastly 
sened up in an epitaph, between Latin and English, pubhshed by 
Its author 
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The S te’s, and then H vy’s once again 

O come, that easy Ciceronian style, 

So Latin, yet so English all the while. 

As, though the pride of Middleton ^ and Bland,“ 

All boys may read, and girls may understand I 
Then might I sing, without the least offence, 

And all I sung shall be the nation’s sense , “ 

Or teach the melancholy muse to mourn, 

Hang the sad i erse on Carolina’s * urn. So 

And hail her passage to the realms of rest, 

All parts performed, and all her children blest ! 

So — satire is no more — I feel it die — 

No gazetteer more innocent than I — 

And let, sl God’s name, every fool and knave 
Be graced through life, and flattered m his grave 
Why so ? if satire knows its lime and place, 

You still may lash the greatest — m disgrace 
For merit wall by turns forsake them all , 

"Would you know' when? exactly when they fall. 90 
But let all satire in all changes spare 
Immortal Selkirk, and grave De — ^rc ® 

Silent and soft, as saints remove to heaven, 

All ties dissolved and every sin forgu en, 

* Dr Comers ^luldleton, author of the h/e cj Cteero 

® Dr Bland, of Lton 

■* According to Warburton, a cant term of politics at the time 

* Queen Consort to King George II She died in 1737' Her 
death gave occasion, as is obsened aboie, to many indiscrLCt and 
mean performances unuorthj of her memory, whose last moments 
manifested the utmost courage and resolution 

® A title given that lord by King James II He was of the bed- 
chamber to King William , he was so to King George I , he was 
so to King George II This lord' was a ery skiliul in all the forms 
of the house, m which he discharged himself with great gravity 
Pope alludes to Charles, Earl of Selkirk, and perhaps to Lord 
Del? wart 
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These may some gentle ministerial wing 
Receive, and place for ever near a king ' 

There, where no passion, pride, or shame transport. 
Lulled uith the sueet nepenthe of a court. 

There, uhere no father's, brother’s, friend’s disgrace 
Once break their rest, or stir them from their place . 
But passed the sense of human miseries, 10 1 

All tears are wiped for ever from all eyes , 

No cheek is known to blush, no heart to throb, 

Sa\e when they lose a question, or a job 

P Good heaven forbid, that I should blast their glory, 
Wio knou how like Whig ministers to Tory, 

And, when three sovereigns died, could scarce be vext, 
Considering what a gracious pnnce uas next 
Have I, in silent wonder, seen such things 
As pnde in slaves, and avance in kings , 110 

And at a peer, or peeress, shall I fret, 

Who star\'es a sister, or forswears a debt?i 
Virtue, I grant ) ou, is an empty boast , 

But shall the dignity of ^'lce be lost ? 

Ye gods ' shall Cibber’s son, unthout rebuke. 

Swear like a lord, or Rich - out-whore a duke ? 

A fa\ounte’s porter inth his master vie, 

Be bnbed as often, and as often he ? 

Shall Ward draw contracts uith a statesman’s skill? 

Or Japhet pocket, like his grace, a will ? 120 

Is It for Bond, or Peter, (paltiy things) 

To pay their debts, or keep their faith, like kings ? 

If Blount® dispatched himself, he played the man, 

* these \erses related to Lady W Montagu and her sister 
the Countess of Mar — 

* Two plajers , look for them in the Dunctad 

® Author of an impious and foolish book called 77ie Oracles of 
lieasoM, who being m loicwith a rear kinswoman of his, and 
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And so mayest thou, illustrious Passeran > ^ 

But shall a pnntcr, wearj' of his life, 

Learn, from their books, to hang himself and ^Mfc? - 
This, this, my friend, I cannot, must not bear. 

Vice thus abused, demands a nation’s care j 
This calls the Cnurch to deprecate our sin. 

And hurls the thunder of the laws on gin 1 30 

Let modest Foster, if he mil, excel 
Ten metropolitans in preaching well,** 

A simple Quaker, or a Quaker’s mfe,^ 

Outdo Llandaff** in doctrine, — }ca in life . 

Let humble Allen,® mth an ankward shame, 

Do good by stealth, and blush to find it fame 
Virtue may choose the high or low degree, 

’Tis just alike to vurtue, and to me , 

Dwell in a monk, or light upon a king, 

She’s still the same, beloved, contented thing. 14° 
Vice IS undone, if she forgets her birth, 

And stoops from angels to the, dregs of earth • 

But 'tis the fall degrades her to a whore j 
Let greatness own her, and she’s mean no more , 

Her birth, her beauty, crowds and courts confess , 
Chaste matrons praise her, and grave bishops bless ; 

rejected, gave himself a stab in the arm, ns pretending to kill him 
self, of the consequence of mIiicIi he really died 

* Author of another book of the saint, stamp, called A Phtloso- 
fhxcal Dtseottrse' on Death, being a defence of suicide. He was a 
nobleman of Piedmont 

® A fact that happened in London a few jears past The tin* 
happy man left behind him a paper justifying Ins action by the 
reasonings of some of these authors 

® An eloquent and persuasiic preacher, who wrote an e’cccllent 
defence of Chnstiamly against Tiiidak — IVarion 

* Mrs Drummond 

® A poor bishopnc in Wales, as poorly supplied By Dr John 
Hams — Carrulluts 

® Halph Allen, of Prior Park. 
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In golden chains the uilhng world she draws, 

And hers the gospel is, and hers the laws. 

Mounts the tribunal, lifts her scarlet head, 

And sees pale sirtuc carted m her stead. 150 

Lo ‘ at tne wheels of her triumphal car. 

Old England's genius, rough with many a scar, 

Dragged in the dust ' his amis hang idl} round, 

H*s ilig inverted trails along the ground! 

Our jouth, all In cried o’er with foreign gold, 

Before her dance ; behind her crawl the old • 

Sec thronging millions to the Pagod run, 

And offer countr>, parent, wife, or son • 

Hear her black trumpet through the land proclaim. 
That not to be corrupted is the shame 160 

In soldier, churchman, patnot, man in power, 

Tis avance all, ambition is no more • 

See, all our nobles begging to be slaves ' 

Sec, all our fools aspiring to be knaves ’ 

The wit of cheats, tlie courage of a whore. 

Are what ten thousand env} and adore j 
All, all look up, With re\ erential awe. 

At crimes that ’scape, or tnuniph o’er the la\. ; 

While truth, worth, wisdom, daily they deer} — 

“ Nothing is sacred now but Mllany ” 170 

Yet may this icrse (if such a \erse remain) 

Show, there w'as one i\ho held it in disdain 


DIALOGUE II 

’Tis all a libel — Paxton^ (sir) wall say. 

P, Not yet royfnend» to-morrow faith it may j 

^ Late Solicitor to the Treasuiv q 
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And for that very cause I print to day 
How should I fret to mangle every line, 

In reverence to the sms of thirty-mne ' ^ 

Vice ivith such giant strides comes on amain, 

Invention strives to be before m vain j 
Feign what I will, and paint it e’er so strong, 

Some nsmg genius sins up to my song^ 

F Yet none but you by name the guilty lash , 10 

Even Guthiy 2 saves half Newgate by a dash 
Spare then the person, and expose the vice 

P How, sir? not damn the sharper, Tjut the dice? 
Come on then, satire ' general, unconfined. 

Spread thy broad wing, and souse on all the kind. 

Ye statesmen, priests, of one religion all ' 

Ye tradesmen vile, in rrmy, court, or hall. 

Ye reverend Atheists — F Scandal' name them' 
Who? 

P Why that’s the thing you bid me not to do. 

Who starved a sister, who forswore a debt, 20 

I never named , the town’s inquinng yet 
The poisoning dame — F You mean — P. I don’t 
F You do ' 

P See, now I keep the secret, and not you ' 

The bribing statesman — F Hold, too high you go 
P The bribed elector — F There you stoop too 
low 

P I fain would please you, if I knew with what , 

Tell me, which knave is lawful game, which not? 

Must great offenders, once escaped the crown, 

« 

'^le, next year 

* The Ordinaiy of Newgate, who publishes the memoirs of the 
snalcfactors, and is often prevailed upon to be so tender of their 
rtpiilation, as to set down no more than the initials of their name 



Like ro}aI harts, be never more run down? 

Admit your law to spare the knight requires, 30 

As beasts of nature may we hunt the squires ? 

Suppose I censure— }ou know what I mean — 

To sa\e a bishop, may I name a dean? \ 

A dean, sir^ no . his fortune is not made, ' 

You hurt a man that’s rising in the trade. 

P If not the tradesman nho set up to-day. 

Much less the ’prentice who to-morrow may 
Down, down, proud satire * though a realm be spoiled, 
Arraign no mightier thief than wretched Wild , ^ 

Or, if a court or country’s made a 30b, 40 

Go drench a pickpocket, and 30m the mob 

But, sir, I beg you (for the love of ince ') 

The matter’s weight}', pray consider tmce ; 

Have you less pity for the needy cheat, 

The poor and friendless villain, than the great > 

Alas ' the small discredit of a bnbe 

Scarce hurts the lawyer, but undoes the scribe 

Then better sure it charity becomes 

To tax directors, who (thank God) have plums , 



Still better, ministers j or, if the thing 50 

^tlay pmch even there — ^why lay it on a king 
jR Stop * stop > 

jP Must satire, then, nor rise nor fall ? 
Speak out, and bid me blame no rogues at all 
JR Yes, strike diat Wild, I’ll 3ustify the blow 
jP Stnke? why the man was hanged ten years 
ago 

"Who now that obsolete example fears ? 

» Jonathan Wild, t. famous thief, ind thief, unpeacher, uho Vfas 
at last cnught m his own tram and hanged 
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E\ cn Peter trembles onl)' for his cars ^ 

f!" What’ always Peter? Peter thinks 5011 mad; 

You make men desperate if they once arc bad; 

Else might he take to virtue some jears hence — 60 

P As Selkirk, if he hies, will loie the Prince. 

F Strange spleen to Selkirk > 

P. Do I ivrong the man? 
God knows, I praise a courtier where T can 
When I confess, iliere is who feels for fame, 

And melts to goodness, need 1 Scarborough - name? 
Pleased let me owai, in Eshcr^s peaceful grove’ 

(^Vhere Kcnt^ and nature i le for Pelham’s^ love) 

The scene, the master, opening to my \icw, 

I sit and dream I sec my Graggs anew ! 

El cn m a bishop I can spy desert j 7 ® 

Seeker® is decent, Rundcl ' has a heart, 

Manners wath candour arc to Benson* given, 

To Berkeley,® eicry virtue under heaicn 
But does the court a worthy man rcmoic? 

That instant, I declare, he has mj love 
I shun his zenith, court his mild decline , 

* Peter had, the jcir before this tnrrowly cstapetl the jiillorj' 
for forgerj • ami goi off with a leicrc rcbul c onl> from the liench 

• Eail of, and Knight of the Garter, whose peraonal attachments 
to the hing appeared from Ins steady adherence to the rojad in- 
terest, after his rcsignabon of his great cmplojancnt of Master of 
the Horse, and whose known honour and sirluc made him 
esteemed bj all parties 

® Ihc house and gardens of Esher in Surrej, belonging to the 
Honourable Mr Pelham, brolbcr of the Duke of Newcastle. Ihc 
author could not ha\c g»en a more amiable idea of his character 
than in companng him to Mr Craggs 
^ The architect 

® Henry Pelham, First Lord of the Treasury m 1743 
® Thos. Scclvcr, Archbishop of Canterhurj 
* Dr Rundcl, Bishop of Denj * Bishop of Gloucester 
Dr Berkclej, Bishop of Clojne, the philosopher 
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Thus Somers ^ once, and Halifax,* w ere mine. 

Oft, in the clear, still mirror of retreat, 

I studied Slireu sbury,® the wise and great 
Carlelon’s^ calm sense, and Stanhope’s® noble flame. So 
Compared, and knew their generous end the same , 

How pleasing Alter bur j's softer hour! 

How shined the soul, unconquered in the tower! 

How can I Pulteney,® Chesterfield “ forget. 

While Roman spmt charms, and Attic mt 
Argjll, the state’s whole thunder born to wield. 

And shake alike the senate and the field ® 

Or Wyndhau^® jUst to freedom and the throne, 

* John LorJ Somers died jn 1716 lie Ind been Lord Keeper 
in flic rcien of William III who took from him the seals m 1700 
The author had the honour of knowing him m 1706 A faithful, 
able, and incorrupt miimtcr , who, to the qualities of a consum- 
mate statesman, added those of a man of learning and politeness 

s A peer, no less dtstingui>>hcd by his love of letters than his 
abilities in Parliament He wais disgraced m 1710, on tlie change 
of Queen Anne's ministry. 

® Charles Talbot, Duke of Shrewsbury, had been Secretary of 
Slate, Ambassador m France, Ixird Lieutenant of Trcland, lird 
Cliambcrlam, and Lord Treasurer lie several limes quitted his 
LinploiTncnt^ *ind was often recalled. lie died m 1718 

* Henry Boyle, I.ord Carlcton Jncphcw'of the famous Robcit 
Boyle), who was Secretary of State under William III and Presi- 
dent of the Council under Queen Anne 

* James Earl Stanhope A nobleman of enuat courage, spirit, 
and le.aming General in Spain, and Secretary of Stale 

® William Puhenoy (Earl of Bath in 1742), eloquent as an orator 
and witty as a pamplilclccr 

" Pliilip IsarJ of Chesterfield, famous for the Lttlasio ktt Sou 

® Tins Duke of Aigyll, after defending Scotland against the 
I’rclcndecs imasion of 1715, was, at his death m 1744, one of the 
clitcfs of the opposition against the Wings The two lines in the 
tc\l arc said to have been added in consequence of a ibrcal of the 
Duke that he would run any man through the body who should 
dare to use his name in an inscctivc. 

* Sir William Wyndham, Chancellor of the Exchequer under 

Queen Anne, made early a considerable figuic; but since a much I 

greater both by bis ability and eloquence, joined with the utmost J 

judgment and temper j 
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The master of our passions, and his own? 

Names, which I long have loved, nor loved in vain, 90 
Ranked with their friends, not numbered with their train. 
And if yet higher the proud list should end,^ 

Still let me say No follower, but a fnend 
Yet think not, friendship only prompts my lays , 

I follow virtue , where she shines, I praise 
Point she to pnest or elder. Whig or Tory, 

Or round a Quaker’s beaver cast a glory. 

I never (to my sorrow I declare) 

Dined with the Man of Ross, or my Lord Mayor - 
Some, in their choice of friends (nay, look not grave) 
Have still a secret bias to a knave 101 

To find an honest man I beat about. 

And love him, court him, praise him, in or out 
F Then why so few commended ? 

P Not so fierce' 

Find you the vu-tue, and I’ll find the verse 
But random praise — the task can ne’er be done. 

Each mother asks it for her booby son, 

Each widow asks it for the best of men. 

For him she weeps, and him she weds again 
Praise cannot stoop, like satire, to the ground, no 
The number may be hanged, but not be crowned 
Enough for half the greatest of these days, 

To escape my censure, not expect my praise 
And they not rich? what more can they pretend? 

Dare they to hope a poet for their fnend? 

What Richelieu wanted, Louis scarce could gain, 

And what young Ammon wished, but wished in vain 

* Hew-xsat this time honoured ivith the esteem and favour of 
his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales 

- Sir John Barnard Cf ante, Bk 1 Ep 11 acr Ss 
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No power the muse's friendship can command , 

No power, when virtue claims it, can withstand . 

To Cato, Vii^l payed one honest line , ^ 120 

0 let my country’s friends illumine mine ' 

— What are you thmking? F 'Faith the thought’s no 
sin 

1 think your friends are ou^ and w ould be in 
jP If merely to come in, sir, they go out. 

The ivay they take is strangely round about 
F, They too may be corrupted, you’ll allow? 
jP. I only call those knaves who are so now. 

Is that too^httle? Come then, I’ll comply — 

Spirit of Amall > - aid me while I he 

Cobham’s a coward, Polwarlh* is a slave 130 

And Lyttleton a dark, designing knave, 

St John has ever been a wealthy fool — 

But let me add. Sir Roberts mighty dull. 

Has never made a friend in pnvate life. 

And Avas, besides, a tjurant to his wife * 

But pray, ivhen others praise liim, do I blame? 

Call Verres, Wolsey, any odious name? 

"WTiy rail they then, if but a A\Teath of mine. 

Oh, all-accomplished St John ' deck thy shrine^ 

What? shall each spur-galled hackney of tlie day, 140 
When Paxton gives him double pots and pay. 

Or each new-pensioned sycophant, pretend 
To break my windows, if I treat a friend? 


^ Ills dantem jura Calonem 

• Look for him in his place — Dune Bk ir ver 315 

3 The Hon Hugh Hume, son of Alexander Earl of Mardimont, 
grandson of Patrick Earl of Marchmont, and disUngiushed, like 
them, in the cause of liberty ^ ... 

■* Walpole’s maxim was to go his own AAaj, and let madam go 
here — Carrttihers 
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I Then ^\lscly plead, to me they meant no hurt, 

But ’mas my guest at whom they thren the dirt’ 

Sure, if I spare the minister, no rules 
Of honour bind me, not to maul his tools. 

Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be said 
His saws are toothless, and his hatchet’s lead 
It angered Turenne, once upon a day, 1 50 

To see a footman hicked that took his pay; 

But when he heard the affront the fellow ga\c. 

Knew one a man of honour, one a kna\e; 

The prudent general turned it to a jest, 

And begged he'd take the pains to kick the rest 
Which not at present having time to do — 

I i? Hold, sir’ for God's sake where’s the affront to 

1 jou? 

Against your worship when had Sherlock wnt?^ 

Or Page pour forth the torrent of his w it?” 

Or grant the bard whose distich all commend ® i6d 
[I n ixmer a sen-ant, out of power a friend] 

To Walpole guilty of some ^cmal sin, 

What’s that to you who ne’er was out nor in? 

The priest whose flattery bedropt the crown,'^ 

How hurt he you? he only stained the gown 
And how did, pray, the flond jouth” offend,® 

Whose speech 30U took, and gate it to a friend? 

P ’Faith, It imports not much from whom it came, 

^ Dr Wm Shcrlocl», Dcin of St Paul’s. * Judge Pirc 

® A\er<sc liken out of n poem lo Sir 11 W* Ijv Lord Mcl- 
combe [Bubb Doddington] 

_* Spoken not of any particular priest, but of nnn> priests 
Meaning Dr Alured Clarke, nho wrote a pincgync on Queen 
Caroline — IVarton 

1 ®LordHcr\ej Alluding lo bis painting hnnsdf — RmAa 
I . seems to allude lo a compliint made scr 71 of the pre* 

j ceding Dnloguc. 
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Whoever boirowed, could not be to blame, 

Since the whole house did afterwards the same 170 
Let courtly wts to wits atford supply, 

As hog to hog m huts of Westphaly, 

If one, through nature’s bounty or his lord’s, 

Has v/hat the frugal, dirty soil affords. 

From him the next receives it, thick or tliin, 

As pure a mess almost as it came m, 

The blessed benefit, not there confined, 

Drops to the third, who nuzzles close behindj 
From tail to mouth, they feed and they carouse: 

The last full fairly gives it to the house 180 

K This filthy simile, this beastly line 
Quite turns my stomach — 

F So does flattery mine. 
And all your courtly civet-cats can vent, 

Perfume to you, to me is excrement 
But hear me further — Japhet, 'bs agreed, 

Writ not, and Chartres ^ scarce could wnte or read. 

In all the courts of Pmdus guiltless quite , 

But pens can forge, my fnend, that cannot write , 

And must no egg in Japhet’s face be thrown. 

Because the deed he forged was not my oivn? 190 
Must never patriot then declaim at gin. 

Unless, good man ' he has been fairly in ? 

No zealous pastor blame a failing spouse, 

Without a staling reason on his brows'? 

And each blasphemer quite escaiie the rod, 

Because the insult's not on man, but God? 

Ask you what provocation I have had? 

The strong antipatliy of good to bad 


^ Sec the Epistle to Lord Bathurst 
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When truth or virtue an affront endures, 

The affront is mine, my friend, and should be yours. 
Mine as a foe professed to false pretence, aoi 

Who think a coxcomb’s honour like his sense, 

Mine, as a friend to every worthy mind , 

And mine as man, who feel for all mankind 
F You’re strangely proud 

F So proud, I am no slave* 

So impudent, I own myself no knave . 

So odd, my country’s rum makes me grave 
Yes, I am proud, I must be proud to see 
Men not afraid of God, afraid of me. 

Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 210 
Yet touched and shamed b)* nd»cule alone. 

O sacred weapon' left for truth’s defence. 

Sole dread of folly, vice, and msolence • 

To all but heaven-directed hands denied, 

The muse may give thee, but the gods must guide * 
Reverent I touch thee ' but with honest zeal, 

To rouse the watchmen of the public weal, 

To virtue’s work provoke the tardy hall. 

And goad the prelate slumbenng m his stall 

Ye tinsel insects ' whom a court maintains, 220 

That counts your beauties only by your stains. 

Spin all your cobwebs o’er the eye of day' 

The muse’s wing shall' brush you all away* 

All his grace preaches, all his lordship sings, 

All that makes saints of queens, and gods of kings 
j All, all but trath, drops dead-born from the press, 

I Like the last gazette, or the last address 

IVlien black ambition stains a public cause,^ 

^ Ihc cause of Cionuvell in the cimI nar of England , (\ci 229) 
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A monarch’s sword when mad vain-glory draw’s, 

Not Waller’s wreath can hide the nation’s scar, 230 
Nor Boileau turn the feather to a star ^ 

Not so, when diademed w’lth rays dmne. 

Touched wuth the flame that breaks from virtue’s shrme. 
Her pnestless muse forbids the good to die, 

And opes die temple of eternity. 

There, other trophies deck the truly brave. 

Than such as Anstis " casts into the grave , 

Far other stars than Kent and Grafton w'ear. 

And may descend to Mordington from Stair ® 

(Such as on Hough’s^ unsulhed mitre slnne, 240 

Or beam, good Digby,^ from a heart like thine) 

Let envy howl, while heaven’s whole chorus sings. 

And bark at honour not conferred by kings , 

Let flattery sickening see the incense rise, 

Sw’eet to the world, and grateful to the skies : 

Truth guards the poet, sanctifies the line, 

And makes immortal, verse as mean as mine. 

Yes, the last pen for freedom let me draw’, 


of Louis XIV in his conquest of the Low Countries Willcr's 
Petne^'TK io my Loui riohclor was UTitlen about 1654 

* bee Ins Ode on Namur, Mhcre(touse Ins ounuords) “il afnt 
- un Astro do la Plume blanche que le Roy porte ordm'iirement a son 
Chapeau, ct qui cst en elfet une espeec de Comete, fatale a nos 
cnneniis ” 

~ The chief Hcrald-at-Amis. It is the custom, at the funeral of 
great peers, to cast into the grave the broken staves and ensigns of 
honour 

® John Dalrymplc, Earl of Stair, Knight of the Thistle , sened 
in all the ivars under the Duke of Marlborough, and afteraards 
as ambassador in France. 

■* Dr John Hough, Bishop of Worcester, and the Lord Digb} 
The one an assertor of the Church of England in opposition to the 
false nic.asures of King James II Ihe other as firmly attached to 
the cause of that king Both acting out of principle, and equally 
men of honour and ^ ntue 
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When truth stands trembling on the edge of law. 
Here, last of Britons I let your names be read. 

Are none, none living? let me praise the dead, 
And for that cause which made your fathers shine, 
Fall by the votes of their degenerate line 
F Alas 1 alas • pray end what you began, 

And wnte next winter more essays on man ^ 
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Ver 255 in the MS — 

Quit, quit Uicsc themes, and write essays on man 

This was the last poem of the kind printed by oiir author, wiili 
a resolution to publish no more , but to enter tlni^ in the most 
plain and solemn manner he could, a sort of protest against that 
insuperable corruption and depravity of mannen, Minch lie bad 
been so unhappy as to live to see Could be have hoped to have 
amended an) , he had continued those atlaclis , but bad men were 
grovra so shainolcss and so poucrful, that ndiculc was become as 
Unsafe as it was incfTcctual The poem raised him, as be kneu it 
would, some enemies , but he had reason to bo satisfied with the 
approbation of good men, and the testimony of Ins omti con> 
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PRKrACE 

rrc^ixc<l to tl»c fi\c First ndihons of llie Dunaad, in three Books, 
printed at Dublin md London, 1727 

THK PUDLISHER^ TO THt RK.VDLR 

It will be found a true obscnalion, though somewhat surprising,"' 
lint when any scandal n vciilHl against a man of the highest dis- 1 

I Who be was is uncertain, but Edward Want tells us, in his 
preface to Durgen, “that most judges are of opinion this preface is 
not of English extraction, but Hibernian,” He means it was 
wTittcn by Dr Swaft, who, whether publisher or rot, may be said 
in a sort to be author of the yiocm For when he, together with 
Mr. Pope (for reasons specified in the jirclacc to their niisccllanics) 
detcmiincrl to owai the most trifling pieces in which they had any 
Iiand, and to destroy all that reniainctl in their power, the first 
si etch of this poem was snatched from the fire by Dr Saiifl, who 
persuaded his fnend to proceed in it, and to him it was therefore 
inscribed But the occasion of printing it was as follows — 

Tiicrc V as published in those miscenanics a treatise of the Bathos, 
or Art of Sinking in Poetry, in whicli was a chapter, where the 
species of bad w nters w ere ranged in classes, and initial letters of 
names prefixed, for the most part at random But such was the 
number of poets eminent in that art, that some one or other took 
every' letter to himself All fell into so Moicnt a fury, that for half 
a year, or more, the common newspapers (m most of w'hich they 
had some property, as being lured writers) were filled with the most 
abusisc falsehoods and scurrilities they could possibly devise, a 
liberty no way's to be wondered at in those people, and in those 
papers, that f r many years, dunng the uncontrolled license of the 
press, had aspersed almost all the great characters of the age , and 
this wnth impunity, tlicir own persons and names being utterly 
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tinction and cliaracter, either m the stale or in literilurc, the pub 
he in general afford it a most quiet reception , and the larger part 
accept It as fa\oiirably as if it nere some kindness done to them* 
selves whereas, if a known scoundrel or blockhead but chance to 
be touched upon, a whole legion is up m arm^ and it becomes 
the common cause of all scribbler^ booksellers, and printers nhat- 
soever 

Not to search too deeply into the reason hereof, I wilt only 
observe as a fact, that eiery week for these two months past, the 
town has been persecuted with pamphlets, adicrtiscmcnts, letters, 
and weekly essays, not only against the wit and writings, but 
against the character and person of Mr Pope. And that of all 
those men who have received pleasure from his works, which by 
modest computation may be about a hundred thousand^ in these 
kingdoms of England and Ireland , (not to mention Jersey, Guern- 
sey, the Orcades, those in the new world and foreigners, who liaie 
translated him into their languages) of all this number not a man 
hath stood up to say one word in his defence 

The only exception is the author of the following poem,® who 


secret and obscure This gave Mr Pope the thought, that he had 
now some opportunity of doing good, by detecting and dragging 
into light these common enemies of mankind , since to imalidatc 
this universal slander, it sufficed to show what contemptible men 
were the authors of it He was not watlioiit hones, that by mani- 
festing the duincss of those who had oiilj malice to recommend 
them , cither the booksellers would not find their account m em- 
ploying them, or the men thcmsches, when discos cred, want 
courage to proceed in so unlawful an occupation This it was that 
gave birth to the Duuaad , and he thought it a happiness, that, 
by the late flood of slander on himself, he had acquired sucli a 
peraliar right over their names as was necessary to his design 
It is surprising with what stupidity this preface, which is 
almost a continued irony, was taken by those authors All such 
parages os these vrere understood by Curl, Cook, Cibber, and 
other^ m be serious Hear the Laureate (Letter to Mr Pope, p 
51 Though I grant the Dunciad a better poem of its kind 
than ever was writ , yet, when I read it wath those vam-glonous 
encumbrances of notes and remarks upon it, &c., it is amazing, 
that you, who have writ with such masterly spirit upon the ruling 
passion, should be so blind a slave to your own, as not to see how 
f Q of praise,” &.c (taking it for granted that the 

.notes of Scnblerus and others were the author’s own) 

- A very plain irony, speaking of Mr. Pope himself 
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doublless had cithci a better insight into the grounds of this 
clamour, or a better opinion of Mr Pope’s integrity, joined ivith a 
greater personal love for him, than any' other of his numerous 
friends and admirers 

Farther, that he -was in his peculiar intimacy, appears, from the 
knowledge he. manifests of the most private anthors of all the 
anonymous pieces against him, and from his liaMng in this poem 
attacked no man living,^ ivho had not before printed, or published, 
some scandal against this gentleman 
How I came possessed of it, is no concern to the reader , but it 
■would have been a WTong to him had I detained the publication , 
since those names "whicli are its chief ornaments die off daily so 
fast, as must render it too soon unintelligible If it provoke the * 
author to give us a more perfect edition, 1 have my end 
Who he IS 1 cannot say, and (whidi is a great pity) there is cer- 
tainly nothing m his style® and manner of wnting, which can dis- 
tinguish or discover him for if it bears any resemblance to that of 
Mr Pope, ’tis not improbable but it might be done on purpose, 
wnth a view' to have it pass for his But by the frequency of his 
allusions to Virgil, and a laboured (not to say alTected) shortness 
in imitation of him, I should think him more an admirer of the 
Roman poet than of the Grecian, and m that not of the same taste 
wuth his fnend 

I have been well informed, that this work was the labour of full 
SIX years' of his life, and that he w’holly retired himself from all 
the avocations and pleasures of the world, to attend diligently to 
Its correction and perfection , and six -years more he intended to 
bestow upon it, as it should seem by this verse of Statius, which 
was cited at the head of his manhsenpt, — 

' The publisher in these words went a little too far, but it is 
certain, whatever names the reader finds that are unknown to him, 
are of such , and the exception is only of two or three, whose dul- 
ness, impudent scurrility, or self-conceit, all mankind agreed to 
have justly entitled them to a place in the Dunctad 
® This irony had small effect in concealing the author The 
Hunaad, imperfect as it was, had not been published two days, 
but the whole town gave it to Mr Pope 
3 This -was also honestly and senously believed by divers gentle- 
men of the Ditnetad 
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Oh mihi bissenos inultum Mgihta per annos, 

Dunaa' 

Hence also ^^e Icam the Irae title of the poem ; 11111011 with the 
same certainty as mc call that of Homer the Iliad, of Virgil the 
yEneid, of Camoens the Lusiad, we may pronounce, could haic 
been, and can be ro other than 

THE DUNCIAtr 

It IS stjled heroic, as being doubly so, not only with respect to 
Its nature, which, according to the best rules of the ancients, and 
stnetest ideas of the moderns, is critically such , but also with re- 
gard to the hcroical disposition and high courf ge of tlie writer, 
who dared to "tir up such a formidable, irritable, and implacable 
race of mortals. 

There may arise some obsennty in dironology from the names 
in the poem, by the ineiitable remoial of some authors, and inser- 
tion of others, in their niches For wlioeier will consider flie 
unity of the whole design will be sensible, that the poem was not 
made for these authors, but these nulhors for the poem I should 
judge that they were clapped in as Uiey rose, fresh and fresh, and 
changed from day to day , in like manner as when the old boughs 
wither, we thrust new ones into a chimney 

I would not ha\e the reader too much troubled or amiious, if he 
cannot decipher them , since when he shall haic found them out, 
he will probably know no more of the persons than before. 

Yet we judged it belter to presen e them as they arc^ than 
to change them for fictitious names , by which the satire would 
only be multiplied, and applied to many instead of one. Had the- 
hero, for instance, been called Codrus, how many would haae 
affirmed him to haae been Mr T , Mr E , Sir R B , S.C., but now 
all that unjust scandal is saacd by calling him by a name^ which 
by good luck happens to be that of a real pemon 


ADVERTISEMENT 

TO THn FIRST EMTION, aVITIl NOTE^ 1 729 

It wall be sufficient to s.ay of this edition, that the reader has 
here a much more correct and complete copy of the Dm.ciad, than 


TI/JS DUNCIAD 


257 


has liithcito appeared I cannot answer but some mistakes may 
have lapped into it , but a vast number of others will be prevented 
by the names being now not only set at length, but justified by the 
authoiities and reasons given I make no doubt, the author's oum 
motive to use real rather than feigned names, was his care to pre- 
serve the innocent from any false application , whereas m the 
former editions, which had no more than the initial letters, he W’as 
made, by keys pnntedhere, to hurt the inoffensive , and (what w'as 
worse) to abuse his friends, by an impression at Dublin 

The commentary wliidi attends tins poem was sent me from 
several hands, and consequently must be unequally written , yet 
will have one advantage over most commentancs, that it is not 
made upon conjectures, or at a remote distance of time and the 
reader cannot but derive one pleasure from the very obscurity of 
the persons it treats of, that it partakes of the nature of a secret, 
which most people love to be let into, though the men or the 
things be ever so inconsiderable or tnviaL 

Of the persons it was judged proper to give some aecount for 
since it is only in this monument that they must expect to survive 
(and here survive they will, as long as the English tongue shall 
remain such as it was in the reigns of Queen Anne and King 
George) it seemed but humanity to bestow a word or two upon 
each, just to tell what he was, what he writ, when he lived, and 
when he died 

If a w'ord or two more are added upon the chief offenders, 'tis 
only as a paper pmned upon the breast, to mark the enormities for 
which they suffered , lest the correction only should be remembered, 
and the enme forgotten 

In some orbcles it was thought sufficient, barely to Uansenbe 
from Jacob, Curl, and other writers of their own rank, who were 
much better acquainted with them than any of the authors of this 
comment can pretend to be. Most of them had drawn each other's 
characters on certain occasions , but the few here inserted are all 
that could be saved from the general destruction of such works. 

Of the part of Scriblerus I need say nothing ; his manner is well 
enough known, and approved by all but those who axe too much 
concerned to be judges. 

The imitations of the ancients are added, to gratify those who 
cither never read, or may have foigotten them, together with some 

B 
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of U»c pirodics ind allusions to llic mOat excellent of the modems 
If, from the frequency of the former, any man thlnh the poem too 
much a cento, our poet ssill hut appear to have done the same 
thing in jest svhich Boikau did in cinicst , and upon sshich\ iJa, 
rmcaslorius, and man) of the most eminent Latin poets, profes:cdl> 
sallied tlicmschcs. 


A LETTER TO THE PUBLISHER, 

OCCASIONED UY THE FIEST CORrECT EDITION OI TIH DUNCIAD 

It IS With pleasure 1 hear, that )ou have procured a correct cop) 
of the Dunand, which the many surreptitious ones have rendered 
so necessary , and it is yet with more, that 1 am informed it "dl 
be attended with a commentary a work <o requisite, that I can- 
not think the author himsilf w oiild Iia\ c omitted it, liad he approt cd 
of the first appearance of this potiii 
Such notes as have occurred to roe, I herewith send you* you 
will oblige me by inserting them amongst those wliicli arc, or will 
be, transmitted to you by others, since not only the author’sfnends 
but even strangers, appear engaged by humanity, to take some 
care of an oqihan of so much genius and spirit, a\liich its parent 
seems to have abandoned from the scry beginning, and suffered to 
step into the ssorld naked, unguanltd, and unattended 
It SI as upon reading some of the abusive papers lately published, 
that my great regard to a person, whose fnendship I esteem as one 
of the chief honours of my life, and a much greater respect to truth, 
tlim to him or any man Iising, engaged me m inquiries, of which 
the enclosed notes arc the fruit - 

I perceived, that most of these authors had been (doubtless scry 
siisely) the first aggressors. They had tried, till they s\cre sscary, 
svhat svas to be got by railing at each other Nobody svas either 
concerned or surprised, if this or that scribbler was proved a dunce 
But every one was curious to read svhat could be said to prove 
Mr Pope one, and was ready to pay something for such a dis- 
covery A stratagem, which would they fairly own, it might not 
only reconcile them to me, but screen them from the resentment of 
their lawful superiors, whom they daily abuse, only (as I dianlably 
hope) to get that by them, which they cannot get from them 
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I found this \\ as not all III success in that had transported them 
lo personal abuse, either of himself, or (what I think he could less 
foigive) of his friends They had called men of virtue and honour 
bad men, long before he had either leisure or inclination to call 
them bad writers , and some had been such old offenders, that lie 
had quite forgotten their persons as well as their slanders, till they 
were pleased to revive them 

Now wliat had Mr. Pope done before, to incense them? He 
had published those works which arc in the hands of everybody, 
in which not tlic least mention is made of any of them And what 
has he done since? He has laughed, and written the Dunctad 
What has that said of them? A very serious truth, which the 
public had said before, that they wcie dull and what it had no 
sooner said, but they themselves were at great pains to procure or 
even purchase, room in tlie pnnts, to testify under tlieir hands to 
the truth of it 

I should still have bcch silent, if cither I had seen any inchnatiun 
m my fnend to be senous with such accusers, or if they had only 
meddled with hts writings, since whoever publishes, puts himself 
on his trial by his country. But when his moral character was 
attacked, and in a manner from which neither truth nor virtue can 
secure the most innocent, — m a manner, which, though it annihilates 
the credit of the accusation with the just and impartial, yet aggra- 
vates very much the guilt of the accusers, I mean by authors with- 
out names* then I thought, since the danger was common to all, 
the concern ought to be so , and that it was an act of justice to 
, detect the authors, not only on this account, but as many of tliem 
'are the same who for several years past have made free with the 
greatest names in church and state, exposed to the world the 
pnvate 'misfortunes of families, abused all, even to women, and 
w'hose prostituted papers (for one or other party, in the unhappy 
divisions of their country) have insulted the fallen, the friendless, 
the exiled, and the dead 

Besides this, which I take to be a public concern, I have already 
confessed I had a private one I am one of that number who 
have long loved and esteemed Mr Pope , and had often declared 
It was not his capacity or writings (which w’e ever thought the least 
valuable part of his character), but the honest, open, and beneficent 
man, that we most esteemed, and loved in him Now, if what 
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these people saj were believed, I must appear to all my fnends 
cither a fool, ora knase, either imposed on myself, or imposing 
on them , so that I am as much mtercsted m the confutation of 
these calumnies, as he is himself 
I am no author, and consequently not to be suspected either of 
jealousy or resentment against any of the men, of whom scarce one 
IS laiown to me bj sight, and as for their writings, I have sought 
them (on this one occasion) m vain, in the closets and librancs of 
all my acquamtance. I had still been m the dark, if a gentleman 
had not procured me (I suppose from some of themselves, fer they 
are generally much more dangerous friends than enemies) the 
passages 1 send you. 1 solemnly protest 1 have added nothmg to 
the malice or absurdity of them, which it behoves me to declare, 
since the vouchers themselves will be so soon and so irrecoverably 
lost You may in some measure prc\cnt it, by preserving at least 
their titles,^ and discoicnng (as far as you can. depend on the truth • 
of your information) the names of the concealed authors. 

Th* first objection I have heard made to the poem is, that the 
persons are too obscure for satire. The persons themsdves, rather 
than allow the objection, would forgive the satire, and if one 
could be tempted to nffoid it n serious answer, were not all 
assassinates, popidar insurrections, the insolence of the rabble with- 
out doors, and of domestics within, most wrrongfully chastised, if 
the meanness of offenders indemnified them from punishment? 
On the contrary, obscunty renders them more dangerous^ as less 
thought of, law can pronounce judgment only on open facts; 
morality alone can pass censure on intentions of mischief, so that 
for secret calumny, or the arrow flymg in the dark, there is no 
public punishment left, but what a good wntcr mflicls ' 

The next objection is, that these sort of authors arc poor That 
might be pleaded as an excuse at the Old Bailey, for lesser crimes 
than defamation (for ’tis the case of almost all who arc tried there) , 
but sure it can be none for who will pretend that the robbing 
another of his reputation suppbes the want of it in himself? I 
question not but such authors are poor, and heartily wish the ob- 
jection were removed by any honest livelihood But poverty is 
here the accident, not the subject He who describes malice and 

* Which we have done in a list printed in the appendix 
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viHany to he pile and meagre, expresses not the least anger igamst 
paleness or leanness, but agimst malice and \ illanj Tlic apothc- 
carj iaEcrtwctnf Jitltd is poor, but is he therefore justified m 
sending poison? Kot hut poverty itself becomes a just subject of 
satire, vrhen it is the consequence of vice, prodigality, or ni^lcct 
of one’s lawful calling, for then it increases the public burden, fills 
the streets and highwijs with robbers, and the garrets with dippers, 
coiners, and weekly journalists. 

But admitting that two or three of tlicse offend less in their 
momls than in their writings must poicrty make nonsense 
sacred? If so, the fame of bid authors n ould be much better con* 
suited than that of all the good ones in the world, and not one oi 
an hundred had ever been called by Ins nght nime. 

They mutake the whole matter : It is not chanty to encourage 
them in the way thej follow, but to get them out of it; for men 
are not bunglers because thq? arc poor, hut they arc poor became 
#hcy arc bunglers. 

Is it not pleasant enough to hear our authors crying out on the 
one hand, as if their persons and chinclcrs were too sacred for 
satire } and the public objection on tlie other, ihil they arc too 
mean even for ridicule? But whether bread or fame he their end, 
it must he allowed, our author, by and in this poem, has mercifully 
gn cn them a little of both 

There are two or tlircc, who by their rank and fortune hue no 
benefit from the former objections, supposing them good, and tliesc 
I was Sony to see in such company But if, without my proi oca- 
lion, two or three gentlemen will fill upon one, m an iffair wherein 
Ins interest and reputation are equally embarked , they cannot 
certainly, after they hue been content to pnnt themsches lis 
enemies, complain of being put into the number of them. 

Olhcrii 1 am told, pretend to bi\e been once his friends Surely 
they arc their enemies who siy so, since nothing can be more 
odious than to treat a fnend as they haic done. But of this I can- 
not persuade myself, when I consider the constant and eternal 
aversion of all bad writers to a good one. 

Such as claim a merit from being his admirers I would gladly 
ask, if it lays him under a personal obligation? At that rale he 
would be the most obliged humble servant in the world I dare 
swear for these in particular, he neicr desired them to be his 
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*\dmiters, nor promised in return to be theirs That had truly been 
a sign he was of their acquaintance, but would not the malicious 
world have suspected such an approbation of somcmolwe norse 
than Ignorance, in the author of the Enay on Cnttctsm? Be it as 
it will, the reasons of their admiration and of Ins contempt are 
equally subsisting, for his works and theirs are the very same that 
they were 

One, tlicrcfore, of tlicir asserfions, I believe may be tnic “ That 
he has a contempt for their writings” And there is another, 
which would probably be sooner alloncd by himself than by any 
good judge beside “That his own lia\c found too much success 
with the public” But as it cannot consist with his modesty to 
claim this as a justice, it lies not on him, but entirely on the public, 
to defend its own judgment 

There remains what in mj opinion might seem a better plea for 
these people, than any thej have made use of If obscuntj or 
poverty were to exempt a man from satire, much more should 
folly or dulness, which arc still more imoluntaiy, nay, as much so 
as personal deformity But c\cn this will not help them deform* 
ity becomes an object of ridicule when a man sets up for being 
handsome, and so must dulness when he sets up for a wat They 
arc not ndiculcd, because ridicule m itself is, or ought to be, a 
pleasure, but because it is just to undeceive and vindicate the 
honest and unpretending part of mankind from imposition , because 
particular interest ought to yield to general, and a great number, 
who are not naturally fools, ought nc\cr to be made so, in com- 
plaisance to a fen who are Accordingly wc find that m all ages, 
all \am pretenders, were they eicr so poor or ever so dull, haic 
been constantly the topics of the roost candid satinsts, from the 
Codrus of Juienal to the Damon of Boilcau 
Having mentioned Boilcau, the greatest poet and most judicious 
cntic of his age and country, admirable for lus talents, and yet 
perhaps more admirable for his judgment in the proper application 
of them , I cannot help remarking the resemblance betwixt him 
and our author, m qualities, fame, and fortune , in the distinctions 
shown them by their superiors, in the general esteem of their 
equals, and m their extended reputation amongst foreigners, in 
the latter of which ours has met with the better fate, as he has had 
, for his translators persons of the most eminent rank and abilities 
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in their respcclii e nations ^ But the resemhlance holds in nothing 
more, than in Ihcir being equally abused by the ignorant pretenders 
to poetry of their times, of Mhiehnot the least memorj mil re- 
main but in their oiin nntings, and in the notes made upon them 
What Boileau has done in almost all his poems, our author has 
only in this I dare answer for him he will do it in no more , and 
on this pnnciple, of attacking few but who had slandered him, he 
could not haie done it at all, had he been confined from censuring 
obscure and worthless persons, for scarce any other were his 
enemies Howeier, as the parity is so remarkable, I hope it mil 
continue to the last, and if ever he shall giie us an edition of this 
poem himself, I may see some of them treated as gently, on their 
repentance or better ment, as Perrault and Quinault were at last 
b} Boileau 

In one point I must be allowed to think the character of our 
English poet the more amiable He has not been a follower of 
' fortune or success, he has lived with fhe great without flattery, 
been a fnend to men in power without pensions', from whom, as 
he asked, so he received no faiour, but what was done him in his 
friends As his satires were the more just for being delayed, so 
were Ins panegjTics, bestowed only on such persons as he had 
familiarl) known, only for such virtues as he had long obsened 111 
them, and only at such times as others cease to praise, if not begin 
to calumniate them, — mean when out of pow’er or out of fashion ^ 

^ Essay on Cnhcism, in French aerse, by General Hamilton, 
the same, in aersc also, by Monsieur Roboton, Counsellor and 
Pnvy Secretary to King George I after by the Abbe Reynel, m 
aersc, with notes Rafe of the Loci, in French, by the Princess of 
Conti, Pans, 1728, and in Italian a’etse, by the Abbe Conti, a 
noble Venetian, and by the Marquis Rangoni, Envoy Extraordi- 
nary from Modena to King Gcoigc II Others of his works by 
Salaam of Florence, &c. His essays and dissertations on Homer, 
seaeral times translated in Frendi Essay on Man, by the Abbe 
Reynel, iii verse, by Jlonsieur Silhouct, m pros^ 1737, and since 
by others in French, Italian, and Latin 

® As Mr Wycherley, at the time the town declaimed against his 
book of poems, Mr Walsh, after his death. Sir William Trum- 
bull, when he had resigned the office of Secretary of State, Lord 
Bolmgbroke, at his leaaang England after the queen's death; Lord 
Oxford, in his last decline of life, Mr Secretary Craggs, at the 
end of the South Sea year, and after his death, others only in 
epitaphs 
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A satire, llierefore, on wntcrs so notonous for the contrary practice, 
became no man so nell as himself, as none, it is plain, was so 
little in their fnendships, or so much m that of those whom they 
had most abused, namely the greatest and best of all parties Let 
me add a further reason, that, though engaged in their fnendships, 
believer espoused their animosities, and can almost singly chal- 
lenge this honour, not to liavc wntten a line of any mafi, \ihich, 
through guilt, through shame, or through fear, through aanety of 
fortune, or change of interests, he was c\cr unwilling to o^vn 
I shall conclude with remarking what a pleasure it must be to 
every reader of humanit}, to see all along, that our author in Ins 
very laughter is not indulging his own ill-nature, but only punish- 
ing that of otlicrs As to his poem, those alone arc capable of 
doing it justice, who, to use the words of a great wntcr, know how 
hard it is (with regard both to hts subject and his manner) \ctustis 
dare novitatcm, obsolctis nilorem, obscuris lueem, fastiditis gra- 
tiain 

I am, 

Your most humble Servant, 

William Cleland* 

St Jameit, Dec 22, 1728 


ADVERTISEMENT 

fo THE FIRST EDITION OF THF FOURTH ROOK OF THE DUNCIAD, 
WHEN PRINTED SEPARATELY IN THE YEAR 1 742. 

We apprehend it can be deemed no injury to the author of the 
three first books of the BunciaS, that we publish this fourth. It 


^ This gentleman was of Scotland, and bred at the University of 
Utrecbti with the Earl of Mar He served in Spam under Earl 
^vers. After the peace, he was made one of the Commissioners 
^ V t Scotland, and then of Taxes m England, m 

which having showai himself for twenty years diligent, punctual, 
sad incormptible, though without any other assistance of fortune, 
he was suddenly displaced by the minister m the sixty-eighth year 
of his age, and died two months after, m 1741 He was a per- 
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'R’as found merely bj nccident, m taking a survey of the libraiy of 
a late eminent nobleman ; but m so blotted a condition, and m so 
many detached pieces, as plainly showed it not only to be incor- 
rect, but unfinished That the author of the three first books had 
a design to extend and complete his poem in this manner, nppeais 
from the dissertation prefixed to it, where it is sa-U, that the design 
IS more extensive, and that ne may expect other episodes to com- 
plete it • and from the declaration in the argument to the tliird 
book, that tlie accomplishment of tlie prophecies tlicrein, would be 
the tlicme hereafter of a greater Dtmciad But whether or no he 
be the author of this, we declare oiirsdics ignorant If he be, we 
are no more to be blamed for the publication of it, than Tucca and 
Vanus for that of the last six books of the ^nad, though perhaps 
mfenor to the former * 

If any pferson be possessed of a more perfect copy of this work, 
or of an}' other fragments of 1^ and will communicate them to the 
publisher, w e shall make the next edition more complete in which 
we also promise to insert any cnticisms that diall be published (if 
at all to the purpose) with the names of the authors ; or any letters 
sent us (though not to the purpose) shall yet be pnnted under the 
EpKtola Obsatrorum T^ronm, which, together with some 
others of the same kind formerly laid by for that end, may make 
no unpleasant addition to the future impressions of this poem 


ADVERTISEMENT 

TO THE COMPLETE EDITION OF 1^43 

I have long had a design of giMng some sort of notes on the 
works of this poet Before I had the happiness of his acquaintance, 
I had wntten a commentary on liis Esso}' on Man, and ha\e smee 
finished another on the Essay on CrtUctsm There was one 
already on thcDw/mu/, which had met with general approbation, 

xon of universal learning, and an enlarged conversation , no man 
had a warmer heart for his fnend, or a sincerer attachment to the 
constitution of his country And yet for all this,-tlie public will 
not allow him to be the author of this letter — Warburton 
* Virgil is said to have left his works to his friends Vanus and 
Tucca, on certain conditions as to emendation 
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but I still thought some additions were m anting (of a more serious 
kind) to the humorous notes of Scnblerus, and even to those 
svntten by Mr Cleland, Dr Arbnthnot, and others I had lately 
the pleasure to pass some months uith the author m the countr>, 
where I prevailed upon him to do whit I bad long desired, and 
fasour roe with his explanation of several passages m his works 
It happened, that just at that juncture was published a ridiculous 
book -igainst him, full of personal reflections, which furnished him 
with a lucky opportunity of improving this poem, by giving it the 
only thing it wanted, a more considerable hero He was alwajs 
sensible of its defect in that particular, and owned he had let it 
pass with the hero it had, purely for want of a better , not enter- 
taining the least expectation that such an one was reserved for this 
post, as has since obtained the lanrd , but since that had happened, 
he could no longer deny this justice either to him or the Dunnad. 

And yet I will venture to say, there was another motive whidi 
had still more weight with our author this person was one, who 
from every folly (not to say vice) of vvliidi another would be 
ashamed, has constantly derived a vanity , and therefore was the 
roan in the world who would least be hurt by ik — Warburton 


ADVERTISEMENT 
^^a^TED in the journals, 1730 

IVhereas, upon occasion of certain pieces relating to the gentle- 
men of the Dttnaad, some have been willing to suggest, as if they 
looked upon them as an abuse we can do no less than own, it is 
our opinion, that to call these gentlemen bad authors is no sort of 
abuse, but a great truth We cannot alter this opinion without 
some reason , but we promise to do it in respect to every person 
who thmks It an injury to be represented as no wit, or poet, pro- 
vided he procures a certificate of his being really sudi, from any 
three of his companions in the Dunctad, or from Mr Dennis smglj, 
who IS esteemed equal to any three of the number 
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MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS 

OF THE I'OEM 

This poem, ns it eelebrateth the most grave 'ind ancient of things, 
chaos, night, and dulncss, so is it of the most gra\e and ancient 
kind. Homer (snilh Aristotle) nas the first nho gave the form, 
and (s.iith Horace) who adapted the measure, to heroic poesy 
But, c\cn before this, may be rationally presumed from nhat the 
ancients have left uTilten, nos a piece by Homer composed, of 
like nature and matter with this of our poet For of epic sort it 
appeareth to have been, jet of matter surely not unpleasant, wit- 
ness uhat IS reported of it by the learned archbishop Eustathius, 
in Odjss 5c And accordingly Anstotle, in his Poetic, chap iv, 
doth further set forth, that as the Iliad and Odyssey gate example 
to tragedj, so did this poem to comedy its first idea 
From these authors also it should seem that the hero, or chief 
personage of it was no less obscure, and his understanding and 
sentiments no less quaint and strange (if indeed not more so) than 
any of the actors of our poem Mnrgitcs was the name of this 
personage, uhom antiquity rccordeth to have been Dunce the first , 
and surely, from what uc hear of him, not unworthy to be the 
root of so spreading a tree, and so numcroi s a postenty The 
poem, therefore, celebrating him was properly and absolutely a 
Dunaad , which though now unhappily lost, j'ct is its nature 
sufficiently known bj the infallible tokens aforesaid And thus it 
doth appear, that the first Dunctad w.as the first epic poem, written 
by Homer himself, and anterior cicn to the Iliad or Odyssey 
How, forasmuch as our poet had translated those two famous 
arorks of Homer which arc yet left, he did conceiie it in some sort 
Ills duty to imitate that also which was lost and was therefore 
induced to bestow on it the same form which Homer’s is reported 
to have had, namely, that of epic poem with a title also framed 
after the ancient Greek manner, to wit, that of the Dunctad 
Wonderful it is, that so few of the modems have been stimulated 
to attempt some Dnnciad I since, in the opinion of the multitude, 
it might cost less pain and toil than an imitation of the greater 
epic. But possible it is also, that, on due reflection, the maker 
might find it easier to paint a Charlemagne, a brute, or a Godfrey, 
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w ith just pomp and dignity heroic, than a Margitcs, a Codrus, or 
a Flccknoc. 

We shall next declare the occasion and the cause which moved 
our poet to this particular work. He lived in those days, when 
(after providence had permitted the invention of printing as a 
scourge for the sms of the learned) paper also bceamc so ehcap, 
and pnnters so numerous, that a deluge of authors covered the 
land whereby, not only the peace of the honest unwnting subject 
was daily molested, but unmerciful demands were made of Ins ap- 
plause, yea of his money, by such as would neither cam the one, 
nor deserve the other At the same time, the licence of the press 
was such, that it grew dangerous to refuse them either, for they 
nould forthwith publish slanders unpunished, tlic authors being 
anonymous, and skulking under the wings of publishers, a set of 
men who never scrupled to vend cither calumny or blasphemy, as 
long as the town would call for it 
Now our author, living in those times, did conceive it an endea 
V our well worthy an honest satirist, to dissuade the dull, and punish 
the wicked, the only way that was left In that public spinlcd 
view he laid the plan of his poem, as the greatest service he was 
capable (without much hurt, or being slam) to render Ins dear 
countiy Fust, taking things from their original, he considcretli 
the causes creative of such authors, namely, dulncss and poverty; 
the one bom with them, the other contracted by neglect of their 
proper talents, through self conceit of greater abilities This truth 
he wrappeth in an allegory (as the constraction of epic poesy re- 
quirefh) and feigns that one of these goddesses had taken up her 
abode watli the other, and that they jointly inspired all such writers 
and such works He proccedeth to show fhe qualities they bestow 
on these authors, and the effects they produce then the materials, 
or stock with which they furnish them , and (above all) that self- 
opinion which causeth it to seem to themselves vastly greater than 
It IS, and IS the prime motive of their setting up in this sad and 
sorry merchandise. The great power of these goddesses acting in 
alliance (whereof as the one is the mother of industry, so is the 
other of plodding), was to be exemplified in some one, great and 
remarkable action . and none could be more so tlian that which 
our poet hath dioscn, namely, the restoration of the reign of chaos 
and night, by the ministry of dulncss their daughter, in the xemov al 
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of her imperial seat from the city to the polite ■world , as theachon 
of the ^ncid is- the restoration of the empire of Troy, by the re- 
nio\al of the race from tliencc toJLatmm But as Homer singing 
only the wratli of Achdles, yet includes m his poem the ■ndiole 
history of the Trojan M'ur , in like manner our author hath drawn 
into tins single action the whole history of dulness and her chil- 
dren 

A person must next he fixed upon to support this action This 
phantom in the poet’s mind must have a name he finds it to be 
, and he becomes of course the hero of the poem. 

The fable being thus, according to the best example, one and 
entire, as contained in the proposition , the machineiy is a con- 
tmued chain of allegories, setting forth the whole power, mmistiy, 
and empire of dulness, extended through her subordinate mstru 
ments, in all her sarious operations. 

Tins IS branched into episodes, eadi of which hath its moral 
apart, though all conducive to the mam end- The crowd assembled 
in the second book demonstrates the design to be more extensive 
than to bad poets only, and that we may expect other epiSodes oi 
the patrons, cncouragers, or paymasters of such authors, as occasion 
shall bnng them forth And the third book, if avell considered, 
scemeth to embrace the whole world Each of the games relateth 
to some or other vile class of ■writers the first concerncth the 
plagiary, to whom he giveth the name of Moore , the second, the 
libellous novelist, whom he stylcth Eliza ; the third, the flattering 
dedicator , the fourth, the bawhng entn^ or noisy poet , the fifth, 
th6 dark and dirty party-wnter , and so of the rest, assigning to 
each some proper name or other, sudi as he could find 

As for the charaefers, the public hath already acknowledged 
how justly they are drawn the manners are so depicted, and the 
sentiments so~'pecuhar to those to whom applied, that surely to 
transfer them to any other or wiser personages w’ould be exceeding 
difficult and certain it is that every person concerned, being con- 
sulted apart, hath readily owned the resemblance of every portrait, 
his oivn excepted So Mr Cibber calls them, “a parcel of poor 
■wretclies, so many silly flies but adds, our author’s -wit is re- 
markably more bare and barren, whenever it would fall foul on 
Cibber, than upon any other person whateicr " 

The descriptions are singular, the comparisons very quaint, the 
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BY AUTHORITY 

By Mrtue of the authority m us vested by the act for subjecting 
poets to the power of a licenser, we have revised this piece , where 
finding the style and appellation of king to have been given to a 
certain pretender, pseudo-poet, or phantom, of the name of Tib- 
bald , and apprehending the same may be deemed m some sort a 
reflection on majesty, or at least an insult on that legal authority 
ivhich has bestowed on another person the crown of poesy "We 
have ordered the said pretender, pseudo-poet, or phantom, utterly 
to vanish and evaporate out of this work And do declare the 
Slid throne of poesy from henceforth to be abdicated and vacant, 
unless duly and lawfully supplied by the laureate himself And 
It IS hereby enacted, that no otlier person do presume to fill the 
same OC. Ch 


THE DUNCIAD. 

To Hr. JONATHAN SWIFT. 

BOOK THE FIRST. 

ARGUMENT. 

Thb proposition, the invocation, and the inscription Then the 
original of the great empire of duincss, and cause of the con- 
tinuance thereof The college of the goddess in the city, vnth 
her private academy for poets in particular, the governors of 
at, and the four cardinal virtues Then tlie poem hastes into 
the midst of things, presentmg her, on the evening of a Lord 
* Mayor’s day, revolving the long succession of her sons, and the 
glories past and to come. She fixes her eyC on Bays to be the 
instrument of that great event which is the subject of tlie poem 
He IS described pensive among his bool>^ giving up the cause, 
and apprehending the period of her empire After debating 
whether to betake himself to the church, or to gaming, or to 
party-wntmg, he raises aU altar of proper books, and (making 
first his solemn prayer and declaration] purposes thereon to 
saciifice all his unsuccessful wntings As the pile is kindled, 
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BY AUTHORITY 

By Mrtuc of the authority in us \csted by the act for subjecting 
^octs to the power of a licenser, u e have revised this piece , where 
finding the style and appellation of king to have been given to a 
certain pretender, pseudo-poet, or phantom, of the name of Tib- 
bald , and apprehending the same may be deemed in some sort a 
reflection on majesty, or at least an insult on that legal authority 
uhich has bestowed on another person the crown of poesy tVe 
have ordered the said pretender, pseudo-poet, or phantom, utterly 
to lanish and evaporate out of this work And do declare the 
said throne of poesy from henceforth to be abdicated and vacant, 
unless duly and lawfully supplied by the laureate himself And 
It IS hereby enacted, that no other person do presume to fill the 
same DC. Cli 
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To Dr JONATHAN SWIFT. 

BOOK THE FIIIST 

. ARGUMENT 

The proposition, the invocation, and the inscription Then the 
original of the great empire of dulness, and cause of the con- 
tinuance thereof The college of the goddess in the city, with 
I her private academy for poets in particular, the governors of 
at, and the four cardinal virtues Then the poem hastes into 
the midst of things, presentmg her, on the evening of a Lord 
- Mayor's day, revolving the long succession of her sons, and the 
glories past and to come. She fixes her eye on Bays to be the 
instrument of that great event which is the subject of tlie poem 
He IS described pensive among his boohs, giving up the cause, 
and apprehending the period of her empire After debating 
whether to betake liimsdf to the church, or to gaming, or to 
party-vvntmg, he raises an altar of proper books, and (making 
first his solemn prayer and declaration) purposes thereon to 
sacrifice all his unsuccessful wnlings As the pile is kindled. 
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O thou ' whatever title please thine ear, 

Dean, Drapier, Bickerstaff, or Gulliver ' 1 20 

■Whether thou choose Cervantes’ senous air, 

Or laugh and shake in Rabelais’ easy chair. 

Or praise the court, or magnify mankind,® 

Or thy grieved country’s copper chains unbind \ 

From thy Boeotia though her power retires, 

Mourn not, my Swift, at aught our realm acquires ® 
Here pleased behold her mighty wings outspread 
To hatch a new Saturnian age of lead ^ 

Close to those walls where folly holds her throne, 
And laughs to think Monroe® would take her down, 30 
Where o’er the gates, by his famed father’s hand,® 

Great Cibber’s brazen, brainless brothers stand , 

One cell there is, concealed from vulgar eye, 

The cave of poverty and poetry 

Keen, hollow ninds howl through the bleak recess. 

Emblem of music caused by emptiness 

Hence bards, like Proteus long m vain tied down. 


^ The severs! nsmes and characters he assumed in his ludicrous, 
his splenetic, or his part}>i\nting5, which take in all his works 

- Iroutci, alluding to Gulliver’s representations of both — The 
next line relates to the pipers of the Drapier against the currency 
of Wood’s copper com in Ireland, which, upon Uie great discontent 
of the people, his majesty was graciously pleased to recall 

* Itojiici tterum The politics of England and Ireland were at 
this time by some thought to be opposite, or interfering with each 
other Dr Swift of course was m the interest of tlie latter, our 
author of the former 

^ The ancient Golden Age is by poets styled Saturnian, as being 
under the reign of Saturn , but in the chemical language Saturn is 
lead. She is said here only to be spreading her wings to hatch 
this age, which is not produced completely till the fourth book. 

* Physician to Bedlam Hospital 

® Mr Cams Gabriel Cibber, father of the poet laureate The 
. two statues of the lunatics oi er the gates of Bedlam Hospital were 
done by him, and (as the son justly says of them) arc no ill monu- 
ments of his fame as an artist „ 
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Escape in monsters, and amaze the ton n 
Hence miscellanies spring, the weekly boast 
Of Curl’s chaste press, and Lintot’s rubric post . ^ 40 

Hence hymning Tyburn’s elegiac lines,^ 

Hence journals, medleys, mercuries, magazines j 
Sepulchral lies, our holy walls to grace. 

And new-year odes,® and all the Grub Street race. 

In clouded majesty here dulncss shone , 

Four guardian virtues, round, support her throne : 

Fierce champion fortitude, that knows no fears 
Of hisses, blows, or want, or loss of ears; 

Calm temperance, whose blessings those partake 
Who hunger, and who thirst for scribbling sake 50 
Prudence, whose glass presents the approaching jail . 
Poetio justice, with her lifted scale, 

Where, m nice balance, truth with gold she weighs. 

And solid pudding against empty praise 

Here she beholds the chaos dark and deep. 

Where nameless somethings in their causes sleep, 

'Till geijial Jacob, ^ or a w'arm third day, 

Call forth each mass, a poem, or a play 

How hints, like spawn, scarce quick in embryo lie, 

* Tw’o booksellers, of whom sec Book 11 The former was fined 
by the Court of King’s Bench for publishing obscene books , the 
latter usually adomi^ his shop wnth titles m red letters 

* It IS an ancient English custom for the malefactors to sing a 
psalm at their execution at Tyburn , and no less customary to print 
elegies on their deaths, at the same time or before. 

* Made by the poet laureate for the time being, to be sung at 
court on every New-year’s day, the wrords of which are happily 
drowned in the voices and instruments The Hew-yair Odes of the 
J' 6 ro of this work were of a cast distinguished from all that pre- 
ceded him, and made a conspicuous part of his character as a 
avriter, which doubtless induced our author to mention them here 
so particularly 

* Jacob lonson the bookseller 
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iH jAs.'s to fniU', in Ihtf.' fiowen, 

flh'Unng vjtn n.c here h"irj 1»IL .ire *’.ecn, 

The*tf {nmicd vaDcjs of cltmal p^ten , 

In rt.’d Pccentln'r frrgmnl clnnkti Won, 

Aj t? iinvy Jnrvcfi. noil ncncath the rnon. 

* 

Ail iJjc^r and r.'o^c the clovd compel hng qticcn 

ilwoash fo; % lir.i inagnifj the scene, .^0 

* I» na. r '• a tt 1 1'» ‘i siti-nce or iwo of thc*c opera- 

tf ‘‘ <“ * tif ihf- of tier «»t', ccli;t>rn<c.l in thr 

|. ft A run* fnic cfl> t rS 1 ihr*'^ rtenebe^ in Mich nhJioi 
t'" t! *i l>r <1rct «'• ?. *‘ I f I'.st wir J I p.in, MouW pirl. si poebet '* 
‘i «“• Mr I'? '* '“a MOH1 r^»r»t «i iv»Mhlc raamplr-. in this Jvin<I ; 
" A’wntcr l'u,'r l.a'ti tcM oliwt'I i I'o ttic ^ <nM 't minj bulls 

lii% OSS sr 'V'' rojw: A*rvi*i<Vr.— I rl us lat e tbc inilial rntl fiinl 
!c**ri. of bii'i's>«c,-~~>i», A I’— I . sintl t?irj pivc jou tbc nlcn 
rf a*i Rj t *~ro;*r ftotn ll-c I itin Mont \ihicb tiKuifics 
R Jt'iJcwAit , o-from /i/yi/rfi»,l*cC3U‘ch«f wa cimtinunll) poppinj; 
r>t { <jf avh, or i-.ihcr /‘•//rw-v. or /t'/stny ’‘—Dennis on 
//-rz n 'll /?!//» y I'tiif, J«i ' II, 172S. A Ueneb or clinch was 
* C'lun fj*! exp'O'S '•n fo- a pun 

* AUt-dn*;* K, t*i< ioim of tbc unities in the phj s ff s«cli 

f’t'Uic iiuncles \ roitrbi hjvou time nml pl'cc, ami tbc 
f Miwr of In, rdy ’•nl co ric<l\, firci. amt epic, see I’luto and I’ro* 
t'^pme, rcticb'i’c, £.e , if >ct r'tint 
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She, tinselled o’er in robes of varying hues, 

With self-applause her inid creation \icv\s; 

Sees momentary monsters nse and fall. 

And with Tier onn fools-colours gilds them all 

'Twas on the day uhen nch and grave, ^ . 

Like Cimon, tnumphed both on land and wave ; 

(Pomps without guilt, of bloodless swords and maces, 
Glad chains, warm furs, broad banners, and broad faces) 
Now night descending, the proud scene was o’er, 

But lived in Settle’s numbers one day more ^ 90 

Now mayors and shneves all hushed and satiate lay, 

Yet ate, in dreams, the custard of the day. 

While pensile poets pamful vigils keep. 

Sleepless themselves, to give their readers sleep. 

Much to the mindful queen the feast recalls 
l\Tiat city swans once sung within the walls , 

Much she revolves their arts, their ancient praise, 

And sure succession down from Heywood’s® days 
She saw, w’lth joy, the line immortal run, 

Each sire impressed, and glaring in his son 100 

So watchful Emm forms, with plastic care. 

Each growing lump, and brings it to a bear 

1 Ver^Ss in the former editions, — 

’Twas on the dny when Thorold, nch and gra^c. 

Sir Gcoige Thorold, Lord Mayor of London in the year 1720 
The procession of a Lord Ma}or is made partly by land, and partly 
by water — Cimon, the famous Athenian general, obtained a mc- 
tory by sea, and another by land, on the same day, over the Per- 
sians and barbanans The battle of the Eurymedon 
^ A beautifnl manner of speaking, usual iiath poets in praise of 
poetry Settle -was poet to the of London. His office was to 
compose yearly panegyncs upon the Lord Mayors, and verses to 
be spoken m the pageants but that part of the shows being at 
length frugally abolished, the employment of city poet ceased , so 
that upon Settle’s demise there was no successor to that place. 

* John Heywood, whose Interludes were printed in the time of 
Henry VIII 
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Slie saw old Prynne in restless Daniel^ slnne, 

And Eusden eke out- Blackmore’s endless hnfe , 

She saw slow Philips creep like Tate’s poor page, 

And all the mighty mad^ m Dennis rage. 

In each she marks her image full exprest, 

* The first edition had it, — 

She saw in Norton all his fatlier shine * 
a ^cat mistake ] for Daniel De Foe had parts, but Norton DcFoc 
^v~ls a wrctdicd writer, and never attempted poetry Much more 
justly IS Daniel himself made successor to W Piyn, both of whom 
^iTotc verses as well as politics And both these authors had a 
semblance m their fates as well as untings, having been alike 
sentenced to the pillory 

' Laurence Eimen, poet laureate before Cibber Mr Jacob 
gives a catalogue of some few only of his works, which were very 
numerous. Of Blackmorc, see book 11 Of Philips, book 1. 262, 
and book lu prope fin 

Nahum Tate was poet laureate, a cold imtcr, of no invention , 
but sometimes translated tolerably when befnended by Mr Diyden 
In his second part of Absalom and Achitophel are above tivo hun« 
dred admirable hues together of that great hand, which strongly 
shine through the insipidity of tlie rest Something parallel may 
be observed of another author here mentioned. 

* This IS by no means to be understood literally, as if Mr Den* 
nis were really mad, according to the nairative of Dr Noms in 
Swift and Pope’s miscellanies No— it is spoken of that excellent 
and divine madness, so olten mentioned by Plato that poetical 
rage and enthusiasm, with which Mr D. bath, in his time, been 
highly possessed , and of those extraordinaty hints and motions 
whereof he himself so feelingly treats in his preface to the Rem on 
Pr Artk Mr John Dennis ivas the son oj a saddler in London, 
bom in 1657 He paid court to Mr Diyden , and having obtained 
some correspondence with Mr Wycherley and Mr Congreve, he 
immediately obliged the public with their letters lie' made him- 
self known to the Government by many admirable schemes and 
projects , which the ministry, for reasons best known to themselves, 
constantly kept private For his character as a unter, it is given 
us as follows “Mr Dennis is excellent at Pindaric writings, per- 
fectly regular in all his performances, and a person of sound learn 
mg That he'is master of a great deal of penetration and judgment, 
Ills criticisms particularly on Fnnce Arthur) do suiliciently demon- 
strate ” From the same account it also appears “ that he writ 
plays more to get reputation than money ” Dennis of himself 
See Giles Jacob’s Lxves of Z?ram Roe/s, pp. 68, 69, compared with 
p 2S6 
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But chief in Ba)s’si monster-breeding breast 
Bays, formed by nature stage and town to bless, ^ 

And act, and be, a coxcomb with success no 

Dulness, with transport eyes the Inely dunce. 
Remembering she herself was pertness once. 

Now (shame to fortune '*) an ill run at play 
Blanked his bold visage, and a thin third day . 

Sweanng and supperless the hero sate. 

Blasphemed his gods, the dice, and damned his fate , 
Then gnawed his pen, then dashed it on the ground, 
jinking from thought to thought, a vast profound ' 
Plunged for his sense, but found no bottom there , 

' Author of a punphlet entitled Shttlesfmre Restored During 
two whole years while hlr Pope was preparing liis edition of 
Shakespe-Tie, he published ad\crtisements requesting assistance, 
and promising satisfaction to any who could contribute to its greater 
perfection But this restorer, who was at that time soliciting 
faaours of him by letters, did wholly conceal his design, till alter 
Its publication , (which he was since not ashamed to own, in a 
daily journal of Nov 26, 1728) And then an outcrj WM made 
m the pnnts, that bur author had joined with the bookseller to 
raise an extravagant subscription , in which he had no share, of 
which he had no knowledge, and against which he had publicly 
advertised in his own proposals for Homer Probably that pro- 
ceeding elevated Tibbald to the dignity he holds in this poem, 
which he seems to deserve no other way better than his brethren , 
unless a\e Impute it to the share he had in the journals, cited 
among the Testimonies of Authors prefixed to this avork 
^ It IS hoped the poet here hath done full justice to his hero’s 
character, avhich it avere a great mistake to imagine a\ as aa holly 
sunk in stupidity^ he is allowed to haac supported it avith a 
wonderful mixture of aivacity Tins character is heightened ac- 
cording to his own desire, in a letter he aarote to our author 
“Pert and dull at least you might haae alloaaed me What ' 'im 
I only to be dull, rmd dull still, -and again, and for ever ” He then 
solemnly appealed to his oavn conscience, “that he could not think 
himself so, nor believe that our poet did , but that he spoke aaorse 
of him than he could possibly think , and concluded it must be 
merely to shoav Ins aait, or for some profit or lucre to himself” — 
^ ^ ■'^* 1 » »wd Letter to Mr R, pp 15, 40, 53 

Because she usually shoaars favour to persons of this character, 
who have a threefold pretence to it 
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Yet vTOte and floundered on m mere despair 120 
Round him mueh embryo, much abortion lay, 

Much future ode, and abdicated play; 

Nonsense precipitate, like running lead, 

That slipped through cracks and zig-zags of the head , 
All that on folly frenzy could beget, 

Fruits of dull heat, and sooterkins of wit. 

Next, o’er his books his eyes began to roll. 

In pleasing memory of all he stole, 

How here he sipped, how there he plundered snug, 

And sucked all o'er, like an industrious bug 130 

Here lay poor Fletcher’s half-eat scenes,^ and here 
The frippery- of crucified Moliere , 

There hapless Shakespeare,® yet of Tibbald sore. 
Wished he had blotted^ for himself before 
The rest on outside ment but presume,** 

' A great number of them taken out to patch up his plays 
- “When I fitted up an old play, it ivas as a good housewife 
will mend old Imen, when she has not better employment *’ — Ztfi, 
p, 217, octavo 

It is not to be doubted but Bays was a subscriber to Tibbold’s 
Shakespeare He was frequently liberal this way , and, as he tells 
us, “ subsenbed to Mr, Pope’s Homer, out of pure generosity and 
avility , but when Mr Pope did so to his Nonjuroi, he concluded 
It could be nothing but a joke ,” — Letter to Mi /* , p 24. 

This Tibbald, or Theobald, published an edition of Shakespeare, 
of which he was so proud himself as to say, in one of Mist’s jour- 
nals, June 8, “That to expose any errors in it was impracticable ’ 
And in another, April 27, “That whatoer care might for the 
future be taken by any other editor, he would still give above file 
hundred emendations that shall escape them all ” 

* It ivas a ridiculous praise which the players gave to Shake- 
speare, “that he never blotted a line” Ben Joiison honestly 
wished he had blotted a thousand , and Shakespeare would cer- 
tainly have wished the same, if he had lived to see those altera- 
tions in his works, which, not the actors only (and especially the 
danughero of this poem) have made on the stage, but the presump- 
tuous critics of our days in their editions 
^ This library IS divided into three parts, the fiist consists of 
those authors from vihom he stole, and whose works he mangled , 
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Or serve (like other fools) to fill a room) 

Such with their shelves as due proportion hold, 

Or theu- fond parents dressed m red and gold , 

Or where the pictures for the page atone. 

And Quarles is saved by beauties not his own. 4® 
Here swells the shelf with Ogilby the great 
There, stamped with arms, Newcastle shines complete - 
Here all his suffering brotherhood retire, 

And ’scape the martyrdom of jakes and fire: 

A Gothic library! of Greece and Rome 

Well purged, and worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome ^ 

the second, of such as fitted the shelves, or were gilded for show, 
or adorned writh pictures , the thml class our author calls solid 
learning, old bodies of disinity, old commentaries, old English 
printers, or old English translations , all very voluminous, and fit 
to erect altars to dulncss 

^ "Jolm Ogilb> was one, who, from a late initiation into litcra 
ture, made such a progress as might well style him the prodigy of 
his time, sending into the world so many large aolumcsl IIu 
translations of Homer and Virgil done to the life, nnd with such 
excellent sculptures and (what added great grace to Ins works) 
he pnnted them all on special good paper, and m a very good 
letter " — Wtnslanly, Ltves of Poets 

* * “ The Duchess of Newcastle w as one who busied herself in the 
ravishing delights of poetry , leaving to posterity in pnnt three 
ample volumes of her studious endeavours." — JVttislafily, stud 
Langbanc reckons up eight folios of her Grace’s, which were 
usually adorned with gdded covers, and had her coat of arms upon 
them 

® The poet has mentioned these three authors in particular, as 
they are parallel to our hero m three capacities i Settle was his 
brother laureate , only indeed upon half pay, for the city instead 
of the court , but equally famous for iinmtelhgiblc iliglits in his 
poems on public occasions, such as shows, birthdays, &c. a Banks 
was his rival m tragedy (though more successful) m one of his 
tragedies, the Earl of Essex, which is yet alive Asina Boleyn, the 
Queen of Scots, and Cyrtts the Great, arc dead and gone These 
he dressed in a sort of beggar's velvet, or a happy mixture of the 
thick fustian and thin prosaic , exactly imitated in Perolla and 
Isadora, Casar tn Egypt, and the Herote Eaughter 3 Broome 
was a semngman of Ben Jonson who once picked up a comedy 
from his betters, or from some cast scenes of his master, not en* 
tirely contemptibla 
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But, high above, more solid learning ^ shone, 

The classics of an age that heard of none ; 

There Caxton slept, with Wynkyn at his side, 

One clasped in MOod,and one in strong cow-hide; 150 
There saved by spice, like tnnmtnies, many a year, 

Dry bodies of divinity appear; 

De Lyra 2 there a dreadful front extends. 

And here the groaning shelves Pnilemon® bends 
Of these twelve volumes, twelve of amplest size. 
Redeemed from tapers and defrauded pies. 

Inspired he seizes, these an altar raise; 

An hecatomb of pure unsullied lays 

That altar crowns; a folio common-place 

Founds the whole pile, of all his works the base; 160 

Quartos, octavos, shape the lessening pyre , 

- A twisted burthday ode completes tlie spire 
Then he . “ Gieat tamer of all human art > 

First in my care, and ever at my heart; 

Dulness’ whose good old cause I yet defend. 

With whom my muse began, with whom shall end 
E’er since Sir Fophng’s penwig^ was praise, 


^ Some have objected, that books of this sort suit not so well the 
library of our Bays, which they imagine consisted of novels, plays, 
and obscene books , but they are to consider, tint he furnished 
his shelves only for ornament, and read these books no more tban 
the Dry Bodies of Drvinily, which, no doubt, wore purchased by 
his father, when he designed him for the gown See the note on 
ver 200 

- Nicb de Lyra, or HarpsReld, a very voluminous commentator, 
whose works, in five vast folios, were pnntcd in 1472. 

® Philemon Holland, doctor in physic “ He translated so many 
books, that a man would think he had done nothing else; insomuch 
that he might be called translator general of his age The books 
alone of his turning into English are sufficient to make a country 
gentleman a complete library — Wtiislanly 

* The first visible cause of the passion of the toun for our hero 
was a fair flaxen full-bottomed penwig, which, he tells us, he wore 
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To the last honours of the Butt and Baj s • 

O thou ' of business the directing soul ' 

To this our head like bias to the bowl, 170 

Which, as more ponderous, made its aim more true, 
Obliquely waddling to the mark in view . 

O ' ever gracious to perplexed mankind, 

Still spread a healing mist before the mind j 
And, lest we err by wit‘s uild dancing light, 

Secure us kindly in our native night. 

Or, if to wit a coxcomb make pretence, 

Guard the sure barrier between that and sense; 

Or quite unravel all the reasoning thread. 

And hang some curious cobweb m its stead* 180 
As, forced from wind-guns, lead itself can fly. 

And ponderous slugs cut swiftly through the sky. 

As clocks to weight their nimble motion owe, 

The wheels above urged by the load below" 

Ms emptiness, and dulness could inspire. 

And were my elasticity and fire. 

Some demon stole my pen (forgive the offence) 

And once betrayed me into common sense 
Else all my prose and verse were much the same , 

,Thi3 prose on stilts, that poetry fallen lame. 190 

Did on the stage my fops appear confined? 

My life gave ampler lessons to mankind 
Did the dead letter unsuccessful prove? 

The bnsk example never failed to move 
Yet sure had heaven decreed to save the state. 

Heaven had decreed these works a longer date 
Could Troy be saved by any single hand, 

in his first play of the Fool in Fashion This remarkable periwig 
usually made its entrance upon the stage in a sedan, brought m by 
tuo chairmen^ with xnhuUe approbation of the audience 
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This grey-goose weapon must have made her stand. 
What can I non? my Fletcher' cast aside, 

Take up the Bible, once my better guide? ^ 200 

Or tread the path by venturous heroes trod, 

This box my thunder, this right hand my God? 

Or chaired at White’s amidst the doctors sit. 

Teach oaths to gamesters, and to nobles \s it? 

Or bidst thou rather party to embrace ? 

(A friend to party thou, and all her race , , 

’Tis the same rope at different ends they tivist ; 

To dulness Ridpath is as dear as Mist^) 

Shall I, like Curtius, desperate in my zeal, 

O’er head and ears plunge for the commonweal? 210 
Or rob Rome’s anaent geese of all their glories, 

And cackling save the monarchy of Tones? 

Hold — to tilt minister I more incline , 

To serve his cause, O queen • is serving thine. 

And see ’ thy very gazetteere^ give o’er. 

Even Ralph repents, and Henley wntes no more 

' A familiar manner of speaking, used by modem critics, of a 
faiountc author Baj'S might as justly speak thus of Fletcher, as 
a French vnt did of Tully, seeing his works in his librar}', “Ah I 
mon cher Ciceron , je le connois bicn ; e'est le meme que Marc 
Tulle ” But he had a better title to call Fletcher his own, havmg 
made so free with him . 

~ When; according to his father’s mtention, he had been a 
clergyman, or (as he tliinks himself) a Bishop of the Church of 
England 

1 his learned cntic is to be understood allegoncally The doctors 
in this place mean no more than false dice, a cant phrase used 
amongst gamesters So the meaning of these four sonorous lines 
IS only .this, “ Shall I play fair or foul?” 

® George Ridpatli, author of a Whig paper, called the Flying- 
Post, Nathaniel Mist, of a famousJToiy journal 

* A band of ministenal w-nters, hired at the price mentioned in 
the note on Book 11 ver 316, who, on the very day their patron 
quitted his post, laid down Uicir paper, and declared they would 
never more meddle in politics \ 


THE DUNCIAD 


284 

mat then remains t Ourself Still, still remain 
Cibberian forehead, and Cibbenan brain 
This brazen brightness, to the squire so dear; 

'fhis polished hardness, that reflects the peer : aco 

This arch absurd, tliat wit and fool delights j 

This mess, tossed up of Hocklcy-hole and mile’s ; 

Where dukes and butchers join to wreathe tny cro^vn, 

At once the bear and fiddle of the town. 

“ O born in sin, and forth in folly brought ! * 

Works damned, or to be damned I (your father’s fault) 

Go, purified by flames ascend the sky, 

My better and more Christian progeny 1 ® 

Unstained, untouched, and j'Ct in maiden sheets. 

While all your smutty sisters walk the streets. 230 
Ye shall not beg, like gratis-given Eland, 

Sent with a pass,® and vagrant through the land ; 

Not sail with Ward, to ape-and-moiikey climes,^ 

} This IS a tender and pissionatc apostrophe to his own works, 
which he is going to sacrifice agreeable to the niturc of man m 
great aflliction, and rcfleeting like a parent on the many miserable 
fates to which they would olhcr%\isc be sub;ect 

® “It may be observable, that my muse and mv spouse were 
equally prolific, that the one was seldom tlie mother of a child, 
but m the same year the other made me father of a play I think 
ave had a dozen of each sort between us; of both which kinds some 
died in their infancy,” &c . — Life of C C * 

® It was a practice so to give the Daily GasetUer and ministerial 
pamphlets (lO which this B was a writer), and to send them post- 
free to all the towns in the kingdom Bland was tlic Proaost of 
Eton — Warton 

* “Edward Ward, a very voluminous poet in Hudibrastic verse, 
but best Icnown by the London Spy, m prose. He has of late 
years kept a public house in the city (but in a gentcid way), and 
with his wit, humour, and good liquor (ale) aflordi^ his guests a 
pl^urable entertainment, especially those of the lugli-churcli 
party —Jacob, Lwts of Poets, vol 11 p 22 c Great number of 
his worte were y^rly sold into the Plantations — Ward, in a book ' 
called Apollo s Mag^, declared this account to be a great falsity, 
protesting that his public house ivas not in the City, but in Moor- 
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Whtre ^nlc Mundungiis trucks for \alcr rh}Tncs* 

Not sulphur-lipt, emblaze an ale-house fire , , 

Not wrap up oranges, to pelt your sire > 

0 ’ pass more innocent, in infant state. 

To the mild limbo of our father Tate . ^ 

Or peaceably forgot, at once be blest 

In Shadwell’s bosom with eternal rest* 240 

Soon to that mass of nonsense to return, 

Where things destroyed are sn ept to things unborn ’ 
With that, a tear (portentous sign of grace ') 

Stole from the master of the seven-fold face j 
And thnee he lifted high the birthday brand, 

And thrice he dropt it from his quivenng hand ; 

Then lights the structure, mth averted eyes ; 

The rolling smoke involves the sacrifice. 

The opening clouds disclose each work by turns ; 

Now flames the Cid, and non Perolla bums , ^ 250 

Great Csesar roars, and hisses in the fires j 

King John in silence modestly expires j 

No merit now the dear nonjuror claims, 

hlohere’s old stubble ® in a moment flames 

Tears gushed again, as from pale Priam’s ej cs 

IVheri the last blaze sent Ihon to the skies * 

^ Two of his predecessors ra the Laurel 

® Tn the first notes on the Dunaad it was said, that tins author 
was particularly excellent at tragedy This (say's he) is as unjust 
as to say I could not dance on a rope " But certain it is that he 
had attempted to dance on this rope, and fell most shamefully, hav- 
ing produced no less than four tragedies (the names of which the 
poet preserv'es in these few lines), the three first of them were 
fairly pnnted, acted, and damned, the fourth suppressed, in fear 
of the like treatment 

* A comedy threshed out of Moliere’s Tarhtffe, and so much the 
translator’s faiounte, that he assures us all our author’s dislike to 
It could only arise from disaflection to the government 

See Vtrgily iEn li , where I would adiisc the reader to peruse 
the story of Troy’s destniction, rather than in ^Yynky^ — Scrtbl 
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Roused by the light, old dulncss heaved the head, 
Then snatched a sheet of Thule ^ from her bed , 

Sudden she flics, and n Jielms it o’er the pyre , 

Down sink the flames, and with a hiss expire. 260 
Her ample presence fills up all the place, 

A veil of fogs dilates her awful face 

Great m her charms ’ as when on shrieves and mayors ' 

She looks, and breathes herself into their airs 

She bids him wait her to her sacred dome 

Well pleased he entered, and confessed his home. 

So spirits ending their terrestrial race 

Ascend, and recognise their native place 

This the great mother*’ dearer held than all 

The clubs of quidnuncs, or her own Guildhall . 27° 

Here stood her opium, here she nursed her owls. 

And here she planned the imperial scat of fools. 

Here to her chosen all her works she shows ; 

Prose swelled to verse, verse loitering into prose 
How random thoughts now ifleamng chance to find. 
Now leave all memory of sense behind j 
How prologues into prefaces decay, 

And these to notes arc frittered quite away . 

How index-leammg turns no student pale, 

* An unflnished poem of that n.’tmc, of which one sheet was 
printed many jears ago, by Amb Philips, a northern author. It 
IS an usual meUiod of pulling out a fire, to cast wet sheets tipou it 
Some critics have been of opinion that this sheet was of the nature 
of the Asbestos, which cannot be consumed by fire but I rather 
think It m allcgoncal allusion to the coldness and hcaMness of the 
writing 

* Where he no sooner 'enters, but he reconnoitres the place of 
his original , as Plato says the spirits shall, at their entrance into 
the celestial regions 

■* Magna mater, here applied to dulness The Quidnuncs, a 
name given to the ancient members of certain political clubs^ who 
avere constantly mipunng qmd iiune? what news’ 
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Yet holds the eel of science by the tail 
How, with less reading than makes felons scape, 

Less human genius than God gives an ape, 

Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece, 
A vast, vamped, future, old, revived, new piece, 

’Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakespeare, and Corneille, 
Can make a Cibber, Tibbald,' or Ozell ® 

The Goddess then, o’er his anointed head. 

With mystic words, the sacred opium shed. 

And lo ' her bird (a monster of a fowl. 

Something betwixt a heideggre® and owl) 290 

Perched on his crown “ All hail ' and hail again, 

My son the promised land expects thy reign 
Know, Eusden thirsts no more for sack or praise , 

He sleeps among the dull of ancient days , 

Safe, Avhere no cntics damn, no duns molest, 

Where wretched Withers,^ Ward, and Gildon ® rest. 


^ Lewis Tibbald (.is pronouuced) or Theobald (as written) was 
bred an attorney, and son to an attorney (says Mr Jacob) of 
bittcnbum in Kent He was author of some forgotten plays, 
translations, and other pieces He wus concerned in a paper called 
the Censor, and a translation of Ovtd 

' ® Mr John Ozell (if we ctedit Mr Jacob) did go to school in 
Leicestershire, where somebody left him something to live on, when 
he shall retire from business He was designed to be sent to Cam* 
bndge, in order for priesthood , but he chose rather to be placed 
in an office of accounts, in the aty, being qualified for the same by 
his skill in anthmetic, and ivnting the necessary hands He has 
obliged the world with many translations of French plays — Jacob, 
Lives of Dram Poets, p ig8 

® A strange bird from Switzerland, and not (as some have sup- 
posed) the name of an, eminent person who was a man of parts, 
and, as w as said of Fetronius, Arbiter Ekgantiai mi 

* George Withers 

* Charles Gildon, a wnter of criticisms and libels of the last age, 
bred at St Omer’s with the Jesuists , but renouncing popery, he 
published Blount’s books against the divinity of Christ, the Oi acles 
of Reason, &c He signalized himself as a critic, having written 
some very bad plays , ibusicd Mr Pope very scandalously in an 
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And high-born Howard, ^ more majestic sire, 

With fool of quality completes the quire 
Thou, Cibber' thou, his laurel shalt support, 

Folly, my son, has still a friend at court 300 

Lift up your gates, ye pnnees, see him come ' 

Sound, sound, ye viols , be the cat-call dumb ! 

Bring, bnng the madding bay, the drunken vine j 
The creeping, dirty, courtly ivy join 
And thou ' his aide-de-camp, lead on my sons, 
Light-armed with points, antitheses, and puns 
Let bawdry, Billingsgate, my daughters dear. 

Support his front, and oaths bnng up the rear : 

And under his, and under Archer’s wing, 

Gaming and Grub Street skulk behind tlie king." 310 
O ' when shall nse a monarch all our own, 

And I, a nursing-mother, rock the throne , 

’Twixt prince and people close the curtain draw. 

Shade him from light, and cover him from law, 

-innojTnous pamphlet of the I^Jc of Mr Wyherley, pnnlcd by 
Cur , in another called the Nezo Eehearsnl, pnntcd in 1714, m a 
third, entitled. The Complete Art of EngUsh Poetry, in twp \ olumcs , 
and others 

* Hon Edirard Houard, author of (he 'British Prtiieex, and a 
great number of wonderful pieces celebrated by the late ^rls of 
Dorset and Rochester, Duke of Buckingham, Mr Waller, S.c 
- When the statute against gaming was drawn up, it was repre- 
sented, that the king, by ancient custom, plajs at liamrd one night 
in the year , and therefore a clause was inserted, w ith an exception 
ns to that particular Under this pretence, the groom-porter had 
a room appropnated to gaming all the summer the Court was at 
Kensington, which his Majesty accidentally being acquainted of, 
with a just indignation prohibited It is reported the same practice 
13 jet continued wherever the Court resides, and the hazard table 
Uicrc open to all the professed gamesters m town 

Greatest and justest sovereign ’ know jou this? 

Alv I no more than Thames’ calm head can know 

Whose meads his arms drown or whose com o’crflow 

Donne to Queen Eht 
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•Fatten the courtier, star\e the learned band, 

And suckle armies, and dry-nurse the land : 

Till senates nod to lullabies divine. 

And all be sleep, as at an ode of thine.” 

She ceased. Then swells tlie cliapel-royaP throat ; 

“ God save King Cibber 1 ” mounts in every note. 320 
Familiar White’s, ” God save King Colley 1 ” cries j 
God save King Colley !” Drury Lane replies : 

To Needham’s quick the voice triumphal rode, 

But pious Needham - dropt the name of God , 

Back to the devil ® the last echoes roll. 

And “Coll !” each butcher roars at Hockley Hole 
So when Jo\ e’s block descended from on high 
(As sings thy great forefather Ogilby*) 

Loud thunder to its bottom shook the bog, 329 

And the hoarse nation croaked, “God save King Log!” 


BOOK THE SECOND. 

ARGUMENT 

Theking being proclaimed, the solemnity is graced with public 
games, and sports of >anous kinds , not instituted by the hero, 
as by /Eneas in Virgil, but for greater honour by the goddess 

^ The \oiccs and mstruments used in the service of the chapel 
royal being also cmplojcd in the performance of the birthday and 
new -j ear odes 

® A matron of great func, and rcry religious in her way , who»e 
constant prayer It SI as, that she might “get enough by her pro- 
fession to lca\e It off in time, and make her peace with God ” 
But her fate was not so hap|jy , for bemg convicted and set in the 
pillory, she w as (to the lasting shame of all her great friends and 
votaries) so ill used by the populace, that it put an end to her daj s 

®Thc Devil Tavern in Fleet Street, where those odes are usually 
rehearsed before they are performed at Court. 

* See Ogilby’s Akop's Fables, where, in the story of the frogs 
and their king, this excellent hcmistic is to be found „ 
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in pcr&on (in like manner -is tlic g-imcs P>thin, Isthmii, S.C., 
Mere anciently said to be ordained b> the gods, and as Thetis 
herself appearing, according to Homer, Od>ss. xxn. proposed 
the prizes in honour of her son Achilles) Hither flock the 
poets and cnlics, attended, as is but just, with their p'^lrons 
and boolvsellers. The goddess is first pleased, for her disport, 
to propose games to the booksellers, and setteth op the plnn- 
tom of a poet, uhich thej contend to oicrtakc. Tlic races 
described, M ith their diiers accidents Next, the game for a 
poetess Tlien folloii the exetases for the poets, of tickling, 
1 ociferating, diMiig The first holds forth the arts and practices 
of dedicators, the second of disputants and fustian poets, the 
thud of profound, dark, and dirty partj-wnters Lastly, for 
the cntics, the goddess proposes (with great propriety) on 
excrase, not of their parts, but their jxittcncc, in hearing the 
arorks of two aoluminous antliors, one in \crsc, and the otlicr 
in prose, deliberately read without slcceping Tlic aanous 
cflects of which, with the seacral degrees and manners of their 
operation, arc here set forth, till the whole number, not of 
cntics only, but of spectators, actor^ and nil present, fall 
asleep , which naturally and ncccssanly ends the games. 

. UOOK 11. 

High on a gorgeous seat, that far out-shone 
Henley’s gilt tub,i or Fleckno’s Irish thronc,= 

Or that where on her Curls the public pours,® 


* The pvdpit of a dissenter is usually called a tub , but tliat of Mr 
Orator Hcmcy wns coicrcd with aclTCt, aud adorned wath gold 
He had also a fair altar, and over it this extraordinary inscnption, 
* Hie Pnmibve Euchanst ” Sec the history of this person, 
Bookiu - ■' r » 


Ridiaid Fleckno was an Indi pnest, but had laid aside (as 
mmself expressed it) the mechanic part of pnesthood He pnntcd 
some plays, poems, letters, and traacls I doubt not ourauUior 
tMk oci^ion to mention him in respect to the poem of Mr 
U^den, ta which thn bears some resemblance, though of a char- 
acter more dilTermt from it than that of the .^ncid from the Iliad, 
“ Boileau from the Defalt de Bouts rimecs of 

* F4mund Curl stood m the pillory at Charing Cross, iii JLarch 
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All-bounteous, fragrant grains and golden showers, 
Great Cibber sate ; The proud Parnassian sneer. 

The conscious simper, and the jealous leer, , 

Mix on his look All eyes direct their rays 
On him, and crowds turn coxcombs as they gaze • 

His peers shine round him with reflected grace . ^ 

New edge their dulness, and new bronze their face 10 
So from the sun’s broad beam in shallow urns 
Heaven’s twinkling sparks draw light, and point their 
horns. 

Not with more glee, by hands pontific crowned. 

With scarlet hats wide-ivaving circled round, 

Rome in her capitol saw Quemo sit,^ 

Throned on seven hills, the antichrist of w'lt. 

And now the queen,^o glad her sons, proclaims. 

By herald hawkers, high heroic games 
They summon all her race • an endless band 

1727-8 "This (saith Edmund Curl) is a false assertion had 

indeed the coiporal punishment of what the gentlemen of the long 
robe are pleased jocosely to call mounting the rostrum for one 
hour, but that scene of action was not in the month of March, 
but in February ” And of the history of his being tost m a blanket, 
he saith, “ Here, Scnblcrus 1 thou leeseth in what thou assertest con- 
cerning the blanket) it wras not a blanket^ but a rug Much in 
the same manner Mr Cibber remonstrated, th.at his brothers, at 
Bedlam, mentioned Book i , were not Brazen, but blocks , yet our 
author let it pass unaltered, as a trifle that no way alteied the re- 
lationship —Scnblents 

^ Camillo Quemo was of Apuha, who, heanng the great en- 
couragement which Leo X. gave to poets, travelled to Rome with 
a harp in his hand, and sung to it twenty thousand verses of a 
poem called Alexias He was introduced as a buffoon to Leo, 
and promoted to the honour of the Laurel, a jest which the Court 
of Rome and the pope himself entered mto so far, as to cause him 
to nde on an clepixint to the capitol, and to hold a solemn festival 
on his coronation , at which it is recorded the poet himself W’as so 
transported as to weep for joy He was ever after a constant fre- 
quenter of the pope’s table, drank abundantly, and poured forth 
verses without number — Pmthts ymtiis Some idea of his poetry 
15 given by Fam Strada, in his Prolusions 
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Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land. 20 
A motley mixture ' in long wigs, in bags. 

In silks, in crapes, in garters, and in rags. 

From drawing-rooms, from colleges, from garrets, 

On horse, on foot, in hacks, and gilded chariots : 

All who true dunces in her cause appeared, 

And all uho knew those dunces to reward 
Amid that area wide they took then stand. 

Where the tall May-poll once o’er-looked the Strand 
But now (so Anne and piety ordain) 

A church collects the saints of Drury Lane 30 

With authors, stationers obeyed the call, 

(The field of glory is a field for all) 

Glory, and gain, the industrious tribe provoke ; 

And gentle dulness ever loves a joke 
A poet’s form she placed before their eyes. 

And bade the nimblest racer seize the prize j 
No meagre, muse-rid mope, adust and thin. 

In a dun night-gown of his own loose skin; 

But such a bulk as no twelve bards could raise. 

Twelve starveling bards of these degenerate days. _ 40 
All as a partridge plump, full fed, and fair. 

She formed this image of well-bodied air. 

With pert flat eyes she wndowed w'ell its head* 

A brain qf ‘feathers, and a heart of lead, 

And empty ivords she gave, and sounding strain, 

But senseless, lifeless ! idol void and vain I 
Never was dashed out, at one lucky hit, 

A fool, so just a copy of a wit. 

So like, that cntics said, and courtiers swore, 

A wit It was, and called the phantom Moore ^ 

^ James Moore Smythe, an admirer of Teresa Blount. 
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All gaze with ardour* some a poet's name, 

Others a sw'ord-knot and laced suit inflame 
But lofty Lintot^ in the cirde rose 
“ This prize is mine, ivho tempt it are my foes. 

With me began this genius, and shall end ” 

He spoke and w'ho wnth Lintot shall contend? 

Fear held them mute Alone, untaught to fear, 
Stood dauntless Curl ^ Behold that nval here • 

The race by \ngour, not by vaunts is w or , 

So take the hindmost, hell,” (he said) “ and run " 60 

Swift as a bard the bailiff leaves behind. 

He left huge Lintot and outstnpped the w’lnd 
As when a dab-chick waddles through the copse 
On feet and wungs, and flies, and wades, and hops 
So labounng on, with shoulders, hands, and head. 

Wide as a wind-mill all his figure spread. 

With arms expanded Bernard row’s his state, 

Ahd left-legged Jacob seems to emulate 
Full in the middle way there stood a lake. 

Which Curl’s Cornua^ chanced that morn to make 70 

^ We enter here upon tlie episode of the booksellers persons, 
\ihose names being more knonn and famous m the learnt norld 
than those of the autliors m this poem, do therefore need less ex- 
planation The action of Mr Bcmatd Lintot here imitates that 
of Dares m Virgil, rising just in this manner to laj hold on a bull 
This eminent booksdler pnntcd the Rnal Modts before men- 
tioned. 

® We come non to a charicter of much respect that of Mr 
Edmund Curl As a plain repetition of great actions is the best 
praise of them, we shall only say of this eminent man, that he 
earned the trade many lengths bejond what it ever before had 
armed at, and that he avas the envj and admiration of all his 
profession. He posseted himself of a command over all authors 
whatever ; he caused them to wntc what he pleased , they could 
not call their aery names their own He was not only famous 
among these , he was taken notice of by the State, the Churcli, 
and the Law, and received particular marks of distinction from each 

2 This name, it seems, was taken by one Mrs T , who pro- 
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(Such* was her w'ont, at early dawn to drop 
Her evening cates before his neighbour’ s shop,) 

Here fortuned Curl to slide, loud shout the band, 
i And “ Bernard > Bernard’” rings through all the Strand 

Obscene with filth the miscreant lies bewrayed, 

Fallen in the plash his wnckedness had laid: 

Then first (if poets aught of truth declare) 

The caitiff i-aticide conceived a prayer. 

“ Hear, Jove' whose name my bards and I adore, 

As much at least as any god’s, or more; So , 

And him and his if more devotion warms, 

Doivn with the Bible, up with the Pope’s arms 
A place there is, betinxt earth, air, and seas,® 

Where, from Ambrosia, Jove retwes for ease. 

There in his seat tivo spacious vents appear. 

On this he sits, to that he leans his ear. 

And hears the lanous vows of fond mankind, 
j Some beg ah eastern, some a western wind. 

All vain petitions, mounting to the sky. 

With reams abundant this abode supply; 90 

Amused he reads, and then returns the bills 
Signed w'lth that Ichor which from gods distils 
In office here fair Cloaana stands. 


cured some pniate letters of Mr Pope, rvlille almost a toy, to Mr 
Cromwell, and sold them ifitbout tlie consent of either of those 
gentlemen to Curt, who printed them m ramo, 1727 We only 
take this opportunity of mentioning the manner in which those 
letters got abroad, w hich the author was ashamed of as very trinal 
things, full wot onlj of levities, but of wrong judgments of men 
and books, and only excusable from the youth and Inexpcnence of 
me writer Mrs. Elizabeth Thomas was first stjlcd Connna by 
Diydcn, to whom she sent a copy of verses. She died, in want, in 
1750 —Camttfiers ’ 

« Jhe Bible, Curl’s sign , the Crosskeys, Lmtol’s. 

* See Lucians Itaro^Mentfus, where this fiction is more ex 
tended 
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And mimsters'to Jove with purest hands 

Forth from the heap she picked her votary’s prayer. 

And placed it next him, a distinction rare ' 

Oft had the goddess heard her servants call, 

From her black grottos near the temple-wall, 

Listening delighted to the jest unclean 

Of Imk-boys vile, and watermen obscene , 100 

Wiere as he fished her nether realms for \iit, 

She oft had favoured him, and favours j^et 
Renewed by ordure’s sympathetic force, 

As oiled with magic juices' for the course, 

Vigorous he rises, from the effluvia strong 
Imbibes new life, and scours and stinks along; 
Re-passes Lihtot, vindicates the race, 

Nor heeds the brown dishonours of his face 

And now the victor stretched his eager hand, 

Where the tall nothing stood, or seemed to stand, no 
A shapeless shade, it melted from his sight. 

Like forms in clouds, or visions of the night 
To seize his papers, Curl, was next thy care , 

His papers light fly diverse, tossed in air. 

Songs, sonnets, epigrams the winds uplift. 

And whisk ’em back to Evans, Young, and Swift 
The embroidered suit at least he deemed his prey, 

That suit an unpaid tailor® snatched away 

* Alluding to the opinion that there are ointments used by u itches 
10 enable them to fly m the air, &c. 

® Some of those persons, whose writings, epigrams, or jests he 
hadonned See note on ver 50 Dr Evans, of St John’s Col- 
lege, Oxford, author of the Appantim, a satire on TindaL — 
Warton 

® This hne has been loudly complained of m Mist, June 8, dedic. 
to Sawmey, and others, as a most mhuman satire on the poiertj of 
poets but It is thought our author Mould he acquitted by a jur% 
of tailors To me this instance seems unluckily chosen, if it he a 
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'1 hat once so fluttered, and that once so writ. 120 
Heaven rings with laughter Of the laughter vain, 
Dulness, good queen, repeats the jest again 
Three wicked imps of her own Grub Street choir. 

She decked like Congreve, Addison, and Prior 
Mears, Warner, Wilkins- run. delusive thought' 

Breval, Bond, Besaleel, the varlets caught. 

Curl stretches after Gay, but Gay is gone; 
lie grasps an empty Joseph^ for a John, 

So Proteus, hunted m a nobler shape. 

Became, when seized, a puppy, or an ape. 130 

To him tne goddess . “Son' thy grief lay down. 

And turn this whole illusion on the town * 

As the sage dame, experienced in her trade. 

By names of toasts retails each battered jade, 

(^^^lence Hapless Monsieur much complains at Pans 
Of wrongs from Duchesses and Lady Manes J 

wtire on inybody, it must be on a bad paymaster, since the person 
to whom they have here applied it avas a man of fortune Not but 
poets may well be jealous ol so great a prerogative as nonpay- 
ment , uhich Mr Dennis so for asserts, as boldly to pronounce, 
that “ if Homer himself ms not in debt, it was because nobody 
would trust him ” 

^ These authors being sucli whose names will reach posterity, 
we shall not give any account of them, but proceed to those of 
whom it lb necessaiy — ^Besaleel Moms was author of some satires 
on the translators of Homer, with many other things printed m 
newspapers — Bond writ a satire against Mr Pope — Captain 
Bieval was author of the Confederaies, an ingenious dramatic per- 
formance, to expose Mr Pope, Mr Gay, Dr Arbuthnot, and some 
ladies of quality,” says Curl ^ ' 

® Booksellers, and printers of much anonymous stuff 
“ Joseph Gay, a fictitious name put by Cuil before several pam- 
phlets, whmh made them pass with many for Mr Gay’s The 
antiquity of the w ord Joseph, whidx likewise signifies a loose upper- 
coat, gives much pleasantry to the idea.— fKrrWe/i. * 

It was a common practice of this bookseller to publish a lie 
pieces of obscure hands under the names of eminent authors 
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Be thine, my stationer! this magic gift, 

Cook shall be Prior,^ and Concanen, Swift- 
So shall each hostile name'become our own, 

And we too boast our Garth and Addison 140 

With that she gave him (piteous of his case. 

Yet smiling at Ins rueful length of face) 

A shaggy tapestr}',® worthy to be spread 
On Codrus old, or Dun ton’s modern bed,‘ 

Instructive work' whose m:y-mouthed portraiture 
Displayed the fates her confessors endure 
Earless on high stood unabashed De Foe, 

® The man here specified wnt a tiling called Tlie Battle of Poets, 
in which Philips and Welsted were tlie heroes, and Swift and Pope 
utterly routed He also published some malevolent things in the 
British, London, and daily journals , and at the same time UTotc 
letters to Mr. Pope, protesting his innocence His chief worlc was 
a translation of Hesiod, to nliich Theobald wnt notes and half 
notes, which he carefully owned 

® Nothing IS more remarhable than oijr author’s love of praising 
good writers He has in this very poem celebrated hfr LocUe, 
Sir Isaac Newton, Dr Barrow, Dr Atterbury, Mr Dryden, Mr 
Congreve, Dr Garth, Mr Addison , in a word, almost every man 
of Ills time that deserved it , even Cibber himself (presuming him 
to be author of the Carehss HushanP^ It was very difficult to 
have that pleasure in a poem on this subject, yet he has found 
means to insert their panegyric, and has made even dulness out of 
her own mouth pronounce it It must have been particularly 
agreeable to him to celebrate Dr Garth, both as his constant 
friend, and as he was Ins predecessor in this Lind of satire. 

® A sorry kind of tapestry frequent in old inns, made of worsted 
or some coarser stuff, like thataihich is spoken of by Donne — faces 
as frightful as theirs who whip Chnst in old hangings The imagciy 
uoven in it alludes to the mantle of Cloanthus, in ^En v 

* Of Codrus the poet’s bed, see Juvenal, describing liis poverty 
very copiouslj, Sat lu 103, Ac. But Mr Concanen, in his dedi- 
cation of the letters, advertisements, &c., to the author of the 
Dimciad, assures us, "that Juvenal never satirised the poveity of 
Codrus ” 

John Dunton was a broken bookseller, and abusive scnbbler , 
he writ Neck or Nothing, a violent satire on some ministers of state , 
a libel on the Duke of Devonshire and the Bishop of Petcrboiough, 

&C. 
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And Tutchin^ flagrant from the scourge below 
There Ridpath, Roper,* cudgelled might ye Mew, 

The very worsted still look black and blue 150 

Hunself among the storied chiefs he spies,® 

As, from the blanket, high m air he flies. 

And “Oh'" (he cried) “what street, what lane but 
knows 

Our purgings, pumpings, blanketings, and blows? 

In every loom our labours shall be seen. 

And the fresh vomit run for ever green'” 

See in the circle next, Eliza'* placed, 

Two babes of love close clinging to her waist. 

Fair as before her works she stands confessed, 

In flow’ers and pearls by bounteous Kirkall ^ dressed 
The goddess then “Who best can send on higli 
The salient spout, far streaming to the sky , 

His be yon Juno of majestic size. 

With cow-like udders, and with ox-like eyes 
This China Jordan let the chief o’ercome 
Replenish, not ingloriously, at home ” 

Osborne ° and Curl accept the glonous strife, 

* John Tutchin, author of some vile -lerscs, and of a Meekly paper 
called the Observator he was sentenced to be whipped through 
several towns in the west of England, upon which he petitioned 
King James II to be hanged When that prince died in exile, he 
w'rote an im ectivc against his memory, occasioned by some humane 
el^es on his death He lived to the time of Queen Anne 

~ Authors 'of the Ffytng Post and Post-boy, two scandalous papers 
on different sides, for which they equally and alternately deserved 
to be cudgelled, and were so 

* The history of Curl’s being tossed in a blanhct, and whipped 
by the scholars of Westminster, is well known 

This woman was authoress of those most scandalous books 
the Court of Canmania, and the new Utopia. 

The name of an engraver Some of this lady’s works were 
printed in four volumes m lamo, with her picture thus dressed up 
before them > 

* A bookseller in Gray’s Inn, very well qualified by his impu- 
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(Though this his son dissuades, and that his wife) 

One on his manly confidence relies , 

One on his vigour and superior size. 170 

First Osborne leaned against his lettered post , 

It rose, and laboured to a curve at most. 

So Jove's bnght bow displays its watery round, 

(Sure sign that no spectator shall be drowned) 

A second effort brought but new disgrace ; 

The wild Mieander washed the artist’s face j 
Thus the small jet, whicli hasty hands unlock. 

Spirts in the gardener’s eyes who turns the cock 
Not so from shameless Curl; impetuous spread 
The stream, and smoking flourished o’er his head. 180 
So (famed like thee for turbulence and horns) 

Endanus his humble fountain scorns , 

Through half the heavens he pours the exalted urn, 

His rapid waters in their passage bum 
Swift as It mounts, all follow with their eyes 
Still happy impudence obtains the prize 
Thou triumphest, victor of the high-ivrought day, 

And the pleased dame, soft smiling, leadest away 
Osborne, through perfect modesty o’ercome, 

Crowned with the Jordan, walks contented home 190 
But now for authors nobler palms remain j 
“ Room for my lord * " three jockeys m his train , 

Six huntsmen with a shout precede his chair ♦ 

He gnns, and looks broad nonsense with a stare 

dcnce to act this part , and therefore placed here instead of a less 
deserving predecessor This man published advertisements for a 
year togetlier, pretending to sell Mr Pope’s subscnption books of 
Homer’s Jltad at half the pnee of which books he had none, but 
cut to the size of them (which was quarto) the common books in 
folio, without copper-plates, on a worse paper, and never above 
half the value 
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His honour’s meaning dulness thus exprest, 

“ He wins this patron, who can ticUc best ” 

He chinks his purse, and takes his seat of state , 

With ready quills the dedicators wait , 

Now at his head the dexterous task commence, 

And, instant, fancy feels the imputed sense , 200 

Now gentle touches wanton o’er his face. 

He struts Adonis, and affects grimace : 

B.olh'- the feather to his ear conveys, 

Then his nice taste directs our operas ; 

Bentley® his mouth with classic flatter)' opes, 

And the puffed orator bursts out in tropes 
But Welsted® most the poet’s healing balm 
Strives to extract from his soft, giving palm , 

Unlucky Welsted ' thy unfeeling master, 

The more thou ticklest, gripes his fist the faster. 210 
While thus each hand promotes the pleasing pain. 

And quick sensations skip from vein to vein , 

A youth unknown to Phoebus, in despair,* 

Puts his last refuge all in heaven and prayer 

^ Faolo Antonio Rolh, in Itilian poet, and vriter of many 
operas in that langinge, winch, partly by the help of his genius, 
prevailed in England near twenty years He taught Italian to 
some fine gentlemen, who ifiected to direct the operas 
® Not spoken of the fiinoiis Dr Ridiard Bentley, but of one 
Tho Bentley, a smill critic, who ipcd Ins uncle m a little Horace 
The great one who was intended to be dedicated to the Lord 
Halifax, but (on 1 change of the mimstr} ) w is given to the Earl 
of Oxford , for which reason the little one was dctlicated to Ins soii 
the Lord Harley 

® Leonard Welsted, author of the THumvirate, or a letter in 
verse from Paltemon to Cielia at Bath, which was meant for 1 
satire on Mr Pope and some of his friends about the year 1718 
He wrote other things which we cannot remember You liavu, 
him again m book m 169 

The satire of tins episode, being levelled at the base flatteries 
of authors to W’orthless wealth or greatness, concludes here with 
an excellent lesson to such men that although their pens and 
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What force have pious vows I The Queen of Love 
His sister sends, her votaress, from above. 

As, taught by Venus, Paris learned the art 
To touch Achilles’ only tender part. 

Secure, through her, the noble prize to cany'. 

He marches off Ins grace’s secretary 220 

“ Now turn to different spots," (the goddess cnes) 
“And learn, my sons, the wondrous power of noise 
To move, to raise, to ravish every heart. 

With Shakespeare’s nature, or with Jonson’s art, 

Let others aim ’tis y'ours to shake the soul 
With thunder rumbling from the mustard-bowl ^ 

With horns and trumpets now to madness swell, 

Now sink in sorrows with a tolling bell,“ 

Such happy arts attention can command, 

When fancy flags, and sense is at a stand 230 

Improve we these Three cat-calls ® be the bribe 
Of him, whose chattering shames the monkey tribe , 
And his this drum, whose hoarse heroic bass 
Drowns the loud clanon of the braying ass ’’ 

Now thousand tongues are heard in one loud din. 
The monkey-mimics rush discordant in , 

praises were as exquisite as they conceit of themselves, yet (even 
in their own mercenary views) a creature nnlettcred, who servclh 
the passions, or pimpeth to the pleasures of such vain, braggart, 
puffed nohihty, shall v\ith those patrons be mucli more inward, and 
of them much higher rewarded — Scnbl 
^ The old way of making thunder and mustard were tlic same , 
hut since, it is more advantageously performed by troughs of wood 
with stops in them Whether Mr Dennis was the inventor 'of 
that improvement, I know not , but it is certain, that being once 
at a tragedy of a new author, he fell into a great passion at hearing 
some, and cried, ‘"Sdeath * that is my thunder ” 

- A mechanical help to the pathetic, not unuseful to the modem 
writers of tragedy 

^ Ccrlain musical instruments used by one sort of cntics to con- 
found the poets of the theatre 


1 
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’Twas chattering, gnnning, mouthing, jabbenng all, 

And noise and Norton,^ branghng and Brcval, 

Dennis and dissonance,- and captious art. 

And snip-snap short, and interruption smart, 240 
And demonstration thin, and theses thick. 

And major, minor, and conclusion quick. 

“ Hold ' ” (cned the queen), “a cat-call each shall uin : 
Equal your merits • equal is your din I 
But that this well-disputed game may end, 

Sound forth, my brayers, and the welkin rend ” 

As, when the long-eared milky mothers w'ait 
At some sick miser’s triple boiled gate. 

For their defrauded, absent fools they make 
A moan so loud^ that all the guild awake . 250 

Sore sighs Sir Gilbert, starting at the bray. 

From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay. 

So swells each wind-pipe , ass intones to ass ; 

Harmonic twang 1 of leather, horn, and bras$ > 

Such as from labouring lungs the enthusiast plow's, 

High sound, attempered to the vocal nose j 
Or such as bellow from the deep divine , 

There, Webster* pealed thy voice, and ItTntfield ’ “ 
thine 

But far o’er all, sonorous Blackmore’s strain ^ 

Walls, steeples, skies, bray back to him again 260 
In Tottenham fields, the brethren, with ama^c, 

Pnek all their ears up, and forget to graze , 

Long Chancery Lane retentive rolls the sound, 

And courts to courts return it round and round , 

* See Tcr 417 — Y Durant Breval, uuthor'of u \cry extraordi- 
na^ book of travels, and some poems See before, note on ^cr 
126 

* one the’wnter of a newspaper called the Weekly MtsceU 
the other a field preacher 
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Thames wastes it thence to Rufus’ roanng hall, 

And Hungerford re-echoes bawl for bawl. 

All hail him victor in both gifts of song, 

Who sings so loudly, and who sings so long ^ 

This labour passed, by Bridewell all descend, 

(As morning prayer and flagellation end) ® 270 

To where Fleet-ditch with disemboguing streams 
Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames, 

The king of dykes ! than whom no sluice of mud 
With deeper sable blots the silver flood 
** Here strip, my children 1 here at once leap in, 

Here prove who best can dash through thick and thin, 
And who the most in love of dirt excel, 

Or dark dexterity* of groping well. 

Who flings most filth, and wide pollutes around 
The stream, be his the weekly journals * bound , 280 

A just diameter of Sir Richard Blackmorc, knight, who (as 
Mr Dr>dcn expresseth it) 

“Writ to the rumbling of the coadt’s wheds," 
and -nhosc indefatigable muse produced no less than six epic 
poems . Prince and King Arthur, twenty books , Eliza, ten , 
Alfred, twebe, the Redeemer, six; besides Job, in folio, the 
whole Book of Psalms; the Creation, sesen books. Nature of 
Man, three books , and many more. 'Tis in this sense he is styled 
afterwards the everlasting Blackmore. 

* It IS between eleven and tVTclvc in the morning, after church 
scrv ICC, that the eriminals arc whipped in Bndcvvell — This is to 
mark punctually the time of the day Homer does it by the cir- 
cumstance of the judges nsmg from court, or of the labourer’s 
dinner ; our author by one very proper both to the persons and the 
scene of his poem, which wc may remember commenced m the 
evening of the Lord-mayor’s day the first book passed in that 
night , the next morning the games begin in the Strand, thence 
along Fleet Street (places inhabited by booksellers) , then they 
proceed by Bndewcll toward Fleet Ditch, and lastly through Lud- 
gate to the city and the Temple of the G^dess 

* The three chief qualifications of party-wTitcrs • to stick at 
nothing, to delight m flinging dir^ and to slander m the dark bj 
guess 

* Papers of news and scandal mtermixcd, on different sides and 
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A pig of lead to him who dives the best; 

A peck of coals a-piece shall glad the rest ” 

In naked majesty Oldraixon stands/ 

And Milo-like surveys his arms and hands ; 

Then, sighing, thus, "And am I now three-score ? 
Ah why, ye gods, should two and two make four ? ” 
He said, and climbed a stranded lighter’s height. 
Shot to the black abyss, and plunged doivnnght 
The senior’s judgment all the crowd admire, 

Who but^o sink the deeper, rose the higher. 

Next Smedley dived ' slow circles dimpled o’er 
The quaking mud, that closed, and oped no more. 
All look, all sigh, and call on Smedley lost; 

" Smedley ” jn vain resounds through all the coast 
Then essayed,® scarce vanished out of sight, 


parties, and frequently shifting from one side lo the other, called 
the Lo>ido 7 i Journal, British Journal, Batly Joun.al, &c., the 
roncem^ unters of which for some time were OIdmi\on, Roome, 
AmaU, Concanen, and others , persons never seen hy our author 

^ Mr John Oldmixon, next to Mr Dennis, the most ancient 
OTtic of oin nation , and unjust censurer of Mr Addison In his 
Essay on Criticism, and the Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, he fre- 
quently reflects on our author But the top of his character was a 
scandalous one of the Stuarts, in folio, 
B of Englanil, tw o volumes, octavo Being 

V j poblisTiiug the Histonans in Ins 

TT 1*^ falsified Daniel’s Chronicle in numberless places 

party-wnter for hire, and recen ed his 

W hlin J I I»e enjoyed to his death He is 

nere likened to Milo, m allusion lo Ovid 

hsLT nf here mentioned, an Irishman, was author and pub- 

a weekly Whitehall journal, in the 
whole ^nlnmos^^r James Biker, and particularly 

called Gullrnmn^ ^i^iagsgate against Dr Swift and Mr Pope, 
Tonatlian Alexandnana, pnnted in octavo, 1728 

Carruthers staunch Whig, and Dean of Cloghcr — 

som^iM^rs'of and spmt, who was secretly dipped in 

some papers of this 1 md, on whom our poet bestows a panegyric 
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He l3U0}s up instant, and returns to light 
He bears no token of the sabler streams, 

.\nd mounts far off among the swans of Thames 

True to the bottom see Concanen^ creep, 

A cold, long-winded native of the deep; 

If perseverance gam the diver’s pnze. 

Not eicrbsting Blackmore this denies; 

No noise, no stir, no motion canst thou make, 

Tnc unconscious stream sleeps o’er thee like a lake 

Next plunged a feeble, but a desperate pack. 

With each a sickly brother at his back. 

Sons of a da) 1 - just buoyant on the flood. 

Then numbered with the puppies in the mud 
Ask ye their names? I could as soon disclose 
The names of these blmd puppies as of tliose 310 
Fast by, like Niobe (lier children gone). 

Sits mother Osborne,^ stupefied to stone* 

And monumental brass this record bears, 

instead of a satire, as deserving to be bcltci emplojcd than m 
parlj quarrels, and personal invectncs. 

Supposed to be Aaron ilill , but Pope denied it — Warton 

* Matlhciv Concannen, an Irishman, bred to the law He was 
author of several dull and dead scurrilities in the Brituh and Lon- 
don Jo iri,als, and in a piper called the Sfemlatist In a pamphlet, 
oiled a Suf/Ian:nt to the Profnnd, he dealt vcij unfairly with our 
poet, not onlj frequently imputing to him Mr Broome's verses 
(for which he mi^it indeed seem in some degree accountable, 
having corrected what that gentleman did) but those of the Duke 
of Buckingham and others To this rare piece somebody humor- 
ously oused him to take for Ins motto, Hefroftmdts clatrceot He 
was since a hired scnbbler in the Daily Ccitrant, where he ponrcil 
forth much Billingsgate against the Lord Bohngbroke, and others, 
after winch this man was suppnsmgly promoted to administer 
justice and law m Jamaica. 

* These were dad} papers, a number of whidi, to lessen the ex- 
pense, were printed one on the back of another 

® A name assumed by the eldest and gravest of these writers 
who at last, being asbanicd of hiS pupils, gave his paper over, and 
in his age remained silent U 
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" These are, — ah nol these tsere, the gazetteers*” 

Not so bold Arnall,^ with a weight of skull, 

Furious he dives, precipitately dull 
Whirlpools and storms his circling arm invest, 

With all the might of gra\ntation blest. 

No crab more active in the dirty dance, 

Downward to climb, and backward to advance 320 
He brings up half the bottom on his head, 

And loudly claims the journals and the lead. 

The plunging prelate, and his ponderous grace, 

With holy envy gave one layman place 
■\\Tien lo ' a burst of thunder shook the flood ; 

Slow rose a form, m majesty of mud , 

Shaking the horrors of lus sable broas, 

And each ferocious feature grim aith ooze 
Greater he looks, and more than mortal stares j 
Then thus the wonders of the deep declares. 33 ° 
First he relates, how sinking to the chin, 

Smit anth his mien the mud-nymphs sucked him in • 
How young Lutetia, softer than the down 
Nigrina black, and Merdamante broan, 

Vied for his love in jetty bowers below, 

* William Amall, bred an attorney, was a perfect genius in tins 
sort of work. He began under twenty with furious party-papers , 
then succeeded Concanen m the BrUuh JotirnttL At the first 
publication of the Dtmetad, he prevailed on the author not to gl^e 
mm his due place in it, by a letter professing his detestation of such 
practices as his predecessor’s But since, by the most unexampled 
insolence, and personal abuse of.se\eral great men, the poet's 
parbcttlar friends, he most amply desersed a nitch in the temple 
of irfamyr He wrote for hire, and vrdued himself upon it, not in- 
deed without cause, it appeanng by the foresaid report, that he re- 
ceived "for Fru Bntons, and other writings, in the space of four 
years, no less than 10,^7, 6s 8d , out of the treasury ” But fre- 
qnently, through his fury or folly, he exceeded all the bounds of 
his ci^mlssion, and obliged his honourable patron to disavow hi4 
scurrilities ^ 
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As Hylas fair was ranshed long ago 

Then sung, how shown him by the nut-brown maids 

A branch of here rises from the shades, 

That tinctured as it runs with Lethe's streams. 

And wafting \ap0ur3 from the land of dreams, 340 
(As under seas Alpheus’ secret sluice 
Bears Pisa’s offenngs to his Arethuse) 

Pours into Tnames. and hence the mingled wave 
Intoiiicates the pert, and lulls the gra\ e 
Here brisker vapours o’er the temple creep. 

There, all from Paul's to Aldgate drink and sleep 
Thence to the banks where reverend bards repose. 
They led him soft, each reverend bard arose; 

And Milboum ^ chief, deputed by die rest. 

Gave him the cassock, surcingle, and v est. 350 

"Receive" (he said) "these robes which once were 
mine, 

Dulness is sacred in a sound dinne " 

He ceased, and spread the robe, the crowd confess 
The reverend Plamen in his lengthened dress 
Around him wide a sable army stand, 

A Ion -bom, cell-bred, selfish, servile band. 

Prompt or to guard or stab, to saint or damn. 

Heaven’s Swiss, who fight for any God, or man.- 
Through Lud’s famed gates, along the well-known 
Fleet, 

Rolls the black troop, and overshades the street; 360 

^ Lalcc Milbourn, a clenuman, the fairest of cntics , who, when 
he wrote against Mr Drj'den’s F7i^/, did him justice m gnnting 
at the same time his own translations of him, which were intoler- 
able. His manner of writing has a great lesemhlance with that of 
the gentlemen of the Durcad against onr author 
* The expression is taken from Dryden’s Hind and Partner: 
Those Swiases fight for any side for paj — f Parian 
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Till showers of sermons, characters, essays, 

In circling fleeces w’hitcn all the wa)s 
So clouds, replenished from some bog below, 

Mount in dark ^olumcs, and descend in snow. 

Here stopt the goddess , and m pomp proclaims 
A gentler exercise to close the games 

“Ye critics’ m whose heads, as equal scales, 

I weigh what author’s hca^^ness prevails. 

Which most conduce to soothe the soul m slumbers. 
My H— ley’s periods, or my Blackmorc’s numbers; 37 
Attend the trial we propose to make : 

If there be man, who o’er such works can wake. 
Sleep’s all-subduing charms who dares defy. 

And boasts Ul}sses* car with Argus’ eye, 

To him we grant our amplest powers to sit 
Judge of all present, past, and future wit j 
To cavil, censure, dictate, right or wrong. 

Full and eternal pm ilcgc of tongue ” 

Three college sophs, and three pert templars came, 
The same their talents, and their tastes the same, 3? 
Each prompt to querj', answer, and debate, 

And smit with lo\e of poesy and prate. 

The ponderous books tw’o gentle readers bnng ; 

The heroes sit, the vulgar form a ring 
The clamorous crowd is hushed with mugs of mum, 
Till all, turned equal, send a general hum 
Then mount the clerks, and in one lazy tone 
Through the long, heavy, painful page drawl on, 

Soft creeping, w’ords on words, the sense compose, 
At every line they stretch, they yawn, they doze 3< 
As to soft gales top-heavy pines bow low) 

Their heads, and lift them as they cease to blow' 
Thus oft they rear, and oft the head decline, 
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As breathe, or pause, by fits, the airs divine , 

And now to this side, non* to that diey nod. 

As \erse, or prose, infuse the drowsy god 

Thnce Biidgel aimed to speak, ^ but thrice siipprest 

By potent Arthur,® knocked his chin and breast 

Toland and Tindal, prompt at pnests to jeer,®- 

Yet silent boned to Chnst’s no kingdom here.^ 400 

Wio sate The nearest, by the nords o’ercome. 

Slept first] the distant nodded to the hum 
Then donn are rolled the books, stretched o’er them 
lies 

Each gentle clerk, and muttering seals Ins eyes. 

As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes. 

One circle first, and then a second makes , 

What dulness dropt among her sons imprest 
Like motion, from one circle to the rest , 

So from the mid-most the nutation spreads 

Round and more round, o’er all the sea of heads 410 

At last Centlmre ® felt her voice to fail , 

^ Fimons for his speeches on matij occasions about the South 
Sea scheme, &c. "He is a lery ingenious gentleman, anti hath 
written some excellent epilogues to plays, and one small piece on 
loic, which is very pretty” — Jacob, Lives of Poets But this 
gentleman since made himself mudi more eminent, and personally 
■well Lnoivn to the greatest statesmen of all parties, as well as to 
all the courts of law in this nation 

® Blackmorc. 

® I wo persons, not so happy as to be obscure, who writ against 
the religion of their country Toland, the author of the Atitetsfs 
Liturgy, called Panthcisticon, was a spy, m pay to Lord Oxford 
* Tindal aias author of the Rights of the Christian Chiu eh, and 
Ckristiauity as old as the Ci cation 

* This IS said by Curl, K^' to Dune , to allude to a sermon of a 
res erend bishop It alludes to Bishop Iloadley’s sermons preached 
before Geoigc I , in lyiy, on the nature of the kmgdom of Chnst, 
which occasioned a long, vehement, and learned debate, known as 
the Bangorian Control usy, of which sec Hoadley wasat that time 
bishop — JVal^eld 

® Mrs Susanna Ccntlure, wife to Mi Centhvre, Woman of the 
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Motteux^ himself unfinished left liis tale, 

Boyer the state, and Law tlie stage gave o’cr,^ 

Morgan® and Mandevil could prate no more, 

Norton, < from Daniel and Ostroca sprung, 

Blessed with Ins father’s front, and mother’s tongue, 
Hung silent down his never-blushing head , 

And all was hushed, 4is folly’s self lay dead 
Thus the soft gifts of sleep conclude the day, 

And stretched on bulks, as usual, poets lay. 420 

’^Vhy should I sing, what bards the nightly muse 
Did slumbering visit, and convey to stew’S , 

Who prouder marched, with magistrates m state, 

To some famed round-house, ever open gate • 

How Henley lay inspired beside a sink, 

And to mere mortals seemed a pnest in drink • 


Mouth to his Mnjesty She wnt many pKjs, and a song {says 
Mr Jacob) before she was sesen years old She also wnt a ballad 
against Mr Pope’s Homer before he began it 

* Peter Anthony hlottcux, the excellent translator of Don 
Quixote, and author of a number of forgotten dramatic pieces 
Diyden addressed a complimentary epistle to him. He died in 
1718 — Carruthen. 

® A. Boyer, a ^oIumlnous compiler of annals, political collec- 
tions, &c — ^William Law, A M , wrote with great zeal against the 
stage, Mr. Dennis answered with as great Their books were 
printed in 1726 The same Mr Law is author of a book, entitled, 
An A^p&il to all that doubt of or duhelieue the truth of the Cosfd, 
m which he has detailed a qrstem of the rankest Spmozism, for 
the most exalted theology , and amongst other things as rare, has 
informed us of this, that Sir Isnc Newton stole the principles of 
his philosophy from one Jacob Bcehmen, a German cobbler 
^ A man of some learning, and uncommon acuteness, until a 
strong disposition to satire, which very often d^cnerated into 
scurrility His most celchratcd work is tlic Moral PItlosophtr, 
first published in the year 1737 — Btr.vlet 
* Norton de Foe, offspring of the famous Daniel Fortes ereantur 
forltbus One of the authors of the FfynigPost, m which well-bred 
work Mr Pope has sometimes the honour to be abused with his 
betters , and of many hired scumlities and daily papers to which 
he never set his name 
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hilc others, timely, to the neighbouring fleet 
(Haunt of the muses) made their safe retreat 


BOOK THE THIRD. 

ARGUMENT. 

After live oilier persons nrc disposed in their proper places of rest, 
the goddess transports the king to her temple, and there lays 
him to slumber a\ith Ins head on her lap , a position of mar* 
vcllons virtue, nhich causes all the visions of Mild enthusiasts, 
projectors, politicians, inamoratos, castlc*buildcrs, chemists, 
and poets. He is immediately earned on the wings of fancj, 
and led by a mad poetical sibyl to the clysian shade , iiherc, 
on the banks of the Lethe, the souls of the dull arc dipped by 
Baiius, before their entrance into this Morld There he is 
met by the ghost of Settle, and by him made acquainted with 
the Monders of the place, and nith those nhich he himself is 
destined to perform He takes him to a mount of iision, 
from M hence he shows him the past tnumphs of the empire 
of dulness, then the present, and lastly the future how small 
a part of the world nas cicr conquered by science, how soon 
those conquests were stopped, and those aery nations again 
reduced to her dominion Then distinguishing the island of 
Great Britain, shows by ivhat mds by what persons, and by 
nbat degrees it shall be brought to her empire Some of the 
persons he causes to pass in renew before his cy’cs, desenbing 
each by his proper figure, character, and qualifications. On 
a sudden the scene shifts, and a vast number of miracles and 
prodigies appear, utterly surprising and unknoivn to the king 
himself, till they arc explained to be the wonders of his own 
rcign now commencing On this subject Settle breaks mto 
a congratulation, yet not unmixcd wth concern, that his own 
times M ere but types of these He prophesies how first the 
nation shall bo oicrrun With larccs, operas, and shows, how 
the throne of dulncls shall be advanced over the theatres, and 
set up cicn at court , then hp’" her sons shall preside m the 
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seats of arts and sciences gn mg a glimpse or Pisgah-sight of 
the future fulness of her glory, the accomplishment 'n hereof is 
the subject of the fourth and last booh 

BOOK III 

I But in her temple’s last recess enclosed, 

On dulness’ lap the anointed head reposed 
Hun close she curtains round with vapours blue, 

And soft besprinkles with Cimmerian dew. 

Then raptures high the seat of sens& o’erflow, 

IVhich only heads refined from reason know 
Hence, from the straw where Bedlam’s prophet nods 
He hears loud oracles, and talks with gods 
j Hence the fool’s paradise, the statesman’s scheme, 

I Tile air-built castle, and the golden dream, to 

I The maid’s romantic wish, the chemist’s flame, 

* And poet’s vision of eternal fame 

And now, on fancy’s easy wing conveyed. 

The king descending view's the Elysian shade 
A slip-shod sibyl led his steps along, 

In lofty madness meditating song , 

Her tresses stanng from poetic dreams. 

And never washed, but in Castalia’s streams 
Taylor,^ their better Charon, lends an oar, 

(Once swan of Thames, though now he sings no moi c ) 

^Jobn Taylor tlie valer-poet, an honest man, who owns he 
learned not so mudi as the accidence a rare example of modestv 
, m a poet ' 

j " I must confess I do wont eloquence, 

j And never scarce did Icani my accidence , 

j 1? or hax n^ got from fossum to /osse/, 

» I there was gras died, could no further get 

j He w rote four score boohs m the reign of James I , and Chailes 1 , 

J ind ifterwards (like Edward Ward) kept an ale-house in Long 
i Acre He died m 1654 
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Bcnlowes,^ propitious still to 'bloclclieads, bo\ss^ 

And Shadwell nods the poppy ^ on his brows. 

Here, in a dusky vale where Lethe rolls, 

Old Bavius sits, 3 to dip poetic souls, 
x4.nd blunt the sense, and fit it for a skull 
Of solid proof impenetrably dull • 

Instant, when dipped, away they wing their flight. 

Where Brown and Meats ^ unbar the gates of light. 
Demand new bodies, and in calf’s array 
Rush to the world, impatient for the day. 

Millions and millions on these banks he view s. 

Thick as the stars of night or morning dew's, 

As thick as bees o’er vernal blossoms fly, 

As thick as eggs at Ward in pillorj' ® 

Wondenng he gazed . when lo * a sage appears, 

* A covmlry centteman, famoiis for his own bad poclrj', and for 
patronising bad poets, as m.iy be seen from many dedications of 
Quarles and others to him Some of these anagnmined his name, 
Benlowcs into Bencvolus to venfy which he spent his whole 
estate upon, them 

® Shadw'cU took opium for many years, and died of too large a 
dose, in the year 1692 

® Bavius avas an ancient poet, cclchralcd hy Virgd for the like 
cause as Bays by our author, though not in so Clmstian-like a 
manner for heathenishly it is declared by Virgil of Bavins, that 
he ought to be hated and detested for Ins evil works , Qtit Jinvmm 
non edit , whereas w e ha\ c often had occasion to obscn'c our pod's 
great good nature and mercifuhicss through the whole cotn.c of 
this poem — Scrtblems 

Mr Dennis warmly contends, that Bavius was no inconsiderable 
author ; nay, that “He and Msevius had (even in Augustus’s dajs) 
a aeiy formidable party at Rome, who thought them much superior 
to Virgil and Horace for (saith he) I cannot believe they w'ould 
have fixed that eternal brand upon them, if they had not been cox- 
combs in more than ordinary ac&iV'—Rim on Pnttce Aitlmi, 
part n , c I An argument which, if this poem should last, will 
conduce to the honour of the gentlemen of tlie JOunetad 

* Booksellers, printers for anybody 

® John Ward of Hackney, Rsq, Member of Parliament, being 
convicted of forgery, was first expelled the House, and then sen- 
tenced lo the pillory on the 17th of February 1727 
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By his broad shoulders known, and length of ears, 
Known by the band and suit which Settle ^ wore 
(His only suit) for tivice three years before 
All as the vest, appeared the wearer’s frame. 

Old m new state , another, yet the same 40 

Bland and familiar as in life, begun 
Thus the great father to the greater son. 

“ Oh, born to see what none can see awake I 
Behold the wonders of the oblivious lake. 

Thou, yet unborn, hast touched this sacred shore , 

The hand of Bavius drenched thee o’er and o’er. 

But blind to former, as to future fate. 

What mortal knows his pre-existent state? 

IVho knows how long thy transmigrating soul ' 

Might from Boeotian to Boeotian roll ? 50 

How many Dutchmen she vouchsafed to thrid? 

How many stages through old monks she nd? 

And all who since, in mild benighted da)rs. 

Mixed the. owl’s ivy with the poet’s bays? 

As man’s meanders to the vital spring 

Roll all their tides, then back their circles bnng. 

Or whirligigs twirled round by skilftil swam, 

Suck the thread in, then yield it out again . 

All nonsense thus, of old or modem date, 

Shall in thee centre, from thee circulate. 60 

For this our queen unfolds to vision true 
Thy mental eye, for thou hast much to view , 

Old scenes of glorj', times long cast behind 

^ ILlkanati Settle ^vas once a writer m vogue as well as Cibber, 
both for dramatic poetry and politics He ■was author or pub- 
lisher of many noted pamplets in the time of King Charles II He 
answered all Dryden’s political poems , and, being earned up on 
one side, succeeded not a little m his tragedy of the Empress of 
Morocco 
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f.s't r«r,dk 4 . rti^b fomtrd to thy wintl ; 

*n.c * -tftjdt x)a o’er alS her n .tng reJgn, 

A«d let ific j'vt aovl fututc f»r«i thy hr wo 

-** A'tetd ths't ht!!^ rJoaily jjoioi cojnmamh 

? 3 er hcrttuiSc" cm;< re o^cr rmf atid hntl<s. 

Fee, tw^stul tbc !'<'U tthcrc ireoer •p'lOete’'* do'ne, 
t^lscrc h -{•tith the herruog htu*, 70 

(r*Tt:,k •'i n!c eVitemr'.) her n-.Jile fi j.i; dt'vphjcil, 

Ard '.'t the nitsotu eo\erc 4 in her ‘hide 

*' r.i» -^fd tx'X ihtne eye, from whence the '•un 
And Often! '•cknec thek hid’! co«r«* begun : 
f He god t he rsf»? xrJi * all tint |.ride coofoimck, 

He. iR* fjNc Ion-' wall the uimlctin}! Tartir hounds i 
He'sven'.t .t whole .'pc’* ptridi there, 

A-^A O'K !>*l5.hi hi-*.*? tnro’' lewung jolo olr. 

"The Kc to t’.c fO’ith c\l«t‘i thy gladdened eyes 5 
'rnCTc r.irl iltnies with c^inl rise, 80 

fheke' to ji.eher sec greedy Vulcan roll," 

\nd htX. nj» nil the phjtnc of the <m'l. 

Han Httir, lUitl ' diat jhOrtmn o*" the bdl, 

f-unt nt bent, the beams of »c«cm,c fall . 
thc\ daien, from lupcrlwrcm •'btes 
ulni doads of nandals rise! 

!/iI where Mjeoiis r.lecjj', and Innlly flows 
'i fie freerusft Tamis throvigh a waste of snows,'’ 

J"f,c nofth b) poars her might) sons 

* CJil Jbv^n t>, J jftjv'inr fif Ctuns ihc Mtne s<ho tntHl the gml 

l»{‘we»*n 0»».a ant! ‘'latlary, ticUrojnl all the boobs and 
Jr-'tpf-l r^'^t o^tha' cttijure- 

’'IfiJ* Cdijh* Orntr !,, tiSMng conqttcrC'l I'n’Pb csmeil Ins 
la I’B'n tb'* rotlrmaart bbntj', on llie R'tlcs of winch was 
lljn. >fl iripti-vn. 'i-'fXnSIATPr.tOS, Uic pUjMCof the tottl 

* I ln<e l>'*cn loM that thh wit Ihr conpat b> which I'opcdc* 
flsrrl tst^. own car to br infwt pratifitd , bwi the reason of this pre* 
fcf^-tice ! ranooj di cover.— 
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Grek nurse of Goths, of Alans, and of Huns ' 90 

See Alanc’s stem port ' the martial frame 
Of Genscnc ' and Attila’s dread name > 

See the bold Ostrogoths on Latium fall , 

See the fierce Visigoths on Spam and Gaul ! 

See, where the morning gilds the palmy shore 
(The soil that arts and infant letters bore*) 

His conquenng tribes the Arabian prophet draws. 

And saving ignorance enthrones by laws, 

See Christians, Jews, one heavy sabbath keep. 

And all the western w'orld believe and sleep 100 

‘ Lo ' Rome herself, proud mistress now' no more 
Of arts, but thundering against heathen lore. 

Her grey-haired synods damning books unread. 

And Bacon trembling for his brazen head 
Padua, with sighs, beliolds her Livy burn. 

And even the antipodes Virgiluis mourn 
See the cirque falls, the unpillared temple nods. 

Streets paved w’lth heroes, Tiber choked with gods ; 

Till Peter’s keys some chnstened Jove adorn," 

And Pan to Moses lends his pagan horn , no 

See, graceless Venus to a virgin turned. 

Or Phidias broken, and Apelles burned 

“ Behold yon. isle, by palmers, pilgrims trod, 

^ PhoemciT, Syria, S.C., where letters are said to haac been la- 
\ented In these countries Mahomet began his conquests 

‘ After the goa eminent of Rome devohed to the popes, their 
zeal was for some time exerted in demolishing the heathen temples 
and statues, so that the Goths scarce destroyed more monuments 
of antiquity out of rage, than these out of dcaotion At length 
they spared some of the temples, by cona citing them to churches, 
and some of the statues, by modifi ing them into images of saints 
In much later times, it was thought necessary to change the statues 
ot Apollo and Pallas, on the tomb of Sannazarius, into David and 
Judith , the l>Te easily became a harp, and the Gorgon’s head 
lumed to that of Ilolofemcs ' 
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Iklen bearded, bald, cowled, uncowlcd, shod, unshod, 
Peeled, patched, and piebald, linsey-wolscy brothers. 
Grave mummers I sleeveless some, and shirtless others. 
That once uas Britain — happy* had she seen 
No fiercer sons, had Easter never been ^ 

In peace, great goddess, ever be adored , 

How keen the war, if dulness draw the sword ' 120 

Thus visit not thy own ' on this blest age 
Oh spread thy influence, but restrain thy rage I 

“ And see, my son ' the hour is on its way. 

That lifts our goddess to imperial suay • 

This favourite isle, long severed from her reign, 
Dove-like, she gathers 2 to her wings again. 

Now look through fate • behold the scene she draws' 
What aids, what armies to assert her cause! 

See all her progeny, illustrious sight > 

Behold, and count them, as they rise to light 130 
As Berecynthia, while her offspring vie 
In homage to the mother of the sky. 

Surveys around her, in the blest abode, 

An hundred sons, and every son a god 
Not with less glory mighty dulness crowned 
Shall take through Grub Street her tnumphant round , 
And her Parnassus glancing o’er at once. 

Behold an hundred sons, and each a dunce 

“ Mark first that youth who takes the foremost place, 
And thrust his person full into your face 140 

With all thy father’s virtues blest, be born ' 

And a new Cibber shall the stage adorn 

“ A second see, by meeker manners knoivn, 

^ Wats in England anciently, about the ngbt tunc of celebrating 
Easter 

"S llus IS fuKilled in the fourth book 
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And modest as the maid that sips alone , 

From the strong fate of drams if thou get free, 

Another Durfey, "Ward I shall sing in thee 

'1 hee shall each ale-house, thee each gill-housc mourn. 

And answering gin-shops sourer sights return 

“ Jacob, the scourge of grammar, mark with aw e,^ 

Nor less revere him, blunderbuss of law. 150 

Lo, P — p — ^le’s brow, tremendous to the town, 

Homeck’s fierce eye, and Roome’s - funereal fron n 
Lo, sneering Goodp,® half malice and half whim, 

A friend m glee, ridiculously grim 

Each cygnet sweet, of Bath and Tunbridge race^ 

^ This gentleman is son of a considerable maltster of Romsoy m 
Southamptonshirc, and bred to the law under a scry eminent 
attorney who, between his more laborious studies, has diverted - 
himself with poetry He is a great admirer of poets and their 
Morks, which has occasioned him to try his genius that way — He 
has svntten in prose the Ltvet of the Poets, Essavs, and a great 
many law-books, The Accomiltshed Convty^tieer, Modem Justice, 
(Sr’r Giles Jacob of himself. Lives of Poets, aol i He aery 
grossly, and unprovoked, abused, in that book the author’s fnend, 
Mr Gay 

* These two were aarulcnt party-writers, worthily coupled to- 
gether, and one would think prophetically, since, after the publish- 
ing of this piece, the former dying, the latter succeeded him 111 
honour and employment The first was Philip Honieck, author 
of a Bilhngsgate paper called The'lltsh German Doctor, Edward 
Roome was son of an undertaker for funerals in Fleet Street, and 
writ some of the papers called Pasquin, where by mdicious in- 
nuendos he endeavoured to represent our author guilty of male- 
volent practices w ith a great man then under prosecution of parlia- 
ment, Of tlus man was made the following epigram — 

“You ask why Roome diverts you with his jokes. 

Yet if he writes, is dull as other folks ? 

You wonder at it — ^This, sir, is the case, * 

The jest is lost unless he pnnts his face.” 

Popple was the author of some vile plays and pamphlets /He 
published abuses on our author in a paper called the Prompter 
An illiiatnred critic, who wnt a satire on our author, called 
^emockMiop, and many anonymous libels in neivspapers for 
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■\Miose tuneful ^vhisthng makes the waters pass 
Each songster, nddler, every nameless name. 

All crowd, Avho foremost shall be damned to fame 
5 ome strain m rhj me , the muses, on their racks. 
Scream like the winding of ten thousand jacks , 160 

Some free from rhyme or reason, rule or check. 

Break Pnscian’s head, and Pegasus’s neck, 

Down, down they larum, with impetuous whurl. 

The Pindars, and the Miltons of a Curb 

“Silence, ye wolves « while Ralph® to Cj-nthia howls. 
And makes night hideous — ^Answer him, ye owls ' 
“Sense, speech, and measure, living tongues and 

dead, 

• • 

Let all give way, and Moms may be read 
Flow, Welsted, flow 1 like thine inspirer, beer. 

Though stale, not npe j though thin, yet never clear. 

So sweetly mawkish, and so smoothly dull; * 17 1 

Heady, not strong ; o’erflowing, though not full 
“Ah, Dennis** Gildon, ah* what ill-starred rage 

^ There were se^cral successions of these sort of minor poets, at 
Tunbndge, Bath, &c., singing the praise of the annuals flourishing 
for that season ; whose names indeed would be nameless, and 
therefore the poet slurs them oier with others m general 
® James Ralph, a name inserted after the first editions, not knoivn 
to our author till he wnt a swcanng-piecc called Saamqf, very 
abusrtc of Dr Snift, Mr Gay, and liiniSelf These lines allude 
to a thing of his, entitled NtghU a poem Tins low ivriter attended 
his oivn norlvs with panegyncs in the journals, and once in parti- 
cular praised himself highly abo^e Mr Addison He was n holly 
illiterate, and knew no language, not c^. en French Bemg advised 
to read the rules of dramatic poetry before he began a play, he 
smiled and replied, “ Shakespeare wnt \nthout rules ” He ended 
"t last in the common sink of all such wnters, a political news- 
jiaper, to uhich he uas recommended by his fnend Arnal, and 
rccened a small pittance for pay 
* The reader, who has seen, through the course of these notes. 
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Divides a friendship long confirmed by age? 

Blockheads with reason wicked wits abhor, 

But fool wth fool IS barbarous civil war 
Embrace, embrace, my sons • be foes no more ' 

Nor glad vile poets with true critics’ gore 
“Behold yon pair,^ in strict embraces joined, 

How like in manners, arid how like in mind* i8o 
Equal m wit, and equally polite, 

Shall this a Pasquui, that a Grumbler 
Like are their merits, like rewards they share, 

That slimes a consul, this commissioner “ 

“ But who IS he, m closet close y-pent. 

Of sober face, with learned dust besprent? 

Right well mine eyes arede® the myster wight, 

On parchment scraps y-fed, and Wormius hight ** 

iihat a constant attcmlance Mr Dcnius paid to our author and all 
lus works, may perhaps wonder he should he mentioned but twice, 
and so slightly touchra, in this poem But in truth he looked upon 
him w'lth some esteem, for having (more generously than all the 
rest) set his name to such wntings He was also a ^cry old man 
at this time By his own account of himself m Mr Jacob’s Znm, 
he must have been above threescore, and happily lived many years 
after So that he was senior to Mr Durfey, who hitherto of all 
our poets enjoyed the longest bodily life 
^ One of these was author of a weekly paper called the Cnimbln, 
as the other was concerned in another called Pasqmn, in winch 
Mr Pope was abused with the Duke of Buckingham, and Bishop 
of Rochester They also joined in a piece against his first under- 
taking to translate the lUad, intituled Homendes, by Sir Iliad Dog- 
grel, printed in 1715 

® Such places were given at this time to such sort of writers 
® Read, or peruse , though sometimes usCvl for counsel 
* Let not this name, purely fictitious, he conceited to mean the 
learned Olaus Wormms , much less (as it was unw arrontably foisted 
into the surreptitious editions) our own antiquary, Mr Thomas 
Heamc, who had no way aggneved our poet, but on the contrary 
published many curious tracts which he hath to lus great content- 
ment perused 

1 "vi” ^“njherlaud they say to hight, for to promise, or vow , but 
ingnt usually sigmfics was called , and so it docs ih the north even 
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To future ages may tliy dulness last, 

As thou preservest the dulness of the past i 190 

“There, dim m clouds, the poring scholiasts mark, 
Wits, 11 ho, like owls,^ see only in the dark 
A lumber-house of books m every head. 

For ever reading, never to be read' 

“But, where each science lifts its modem tjpe, 
History her pot, divinity her pipe, 

AVHiile proud philosophy repines to show. 

Dishonest sight ' Ins breeches rent below , 

Embrowned with native bronze, lo ! Henley stands,® 
Turning his vbice, and balancing his hands 200 

How fluent nonsense trickles from his tongue • 

How su eet the periods, neither said, nor sung • 

Still break the benches, Henley! with thy strain. 

While Sherlock, Hare, and Gibson® preach in vain. 

Oh, great restorer of the good old stage. 

Preacher at once, and zany of thy age ' 

Oh, worthy thou of Egypt's wise abodes, 

A decent priest, where monkeys were the gods ' 


to this day, nolwilhstanduig what is done in Cumberland” — 
JTemne 

^ These few lines exactly describe the right verbal critic the 
darker his author is, the bcttci he is pleased , like the famous 
quack doctor, \iho put up in liis bills, he delighted in matters of 
difficulty Somebody said well of these men, that their heads were 
libraries out of order 

®J Henley the orator , he preached on the Sundajs upon theo- 
logical matters, and on the Wednesd'i>s upon all other sciences 
Each auditor paid one shilling He declaimed some yeare against 
the greatest persons, and occasionally did our author that honour 
After hanng stood some prosecutions, he turned his rhetonc to 
buffoonery upon all public and private occurrences This man had 
an hundred pounds a ) ear given him for the secret sen ice of a 
weekly paper of unintelligible nonsense, called the Hyp-Docioi 

® Bishops of Salisbury, Chichester, and London, whose sei- 
moiis and pastoral letters did honour to their country as u ell as 
staUons V 
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But fate with butchers placed thj priestly stall, 

Meek modern faith to murder, hack, and maul, 210 
And bade thee live, to crown Britannia’s praise. 

In Toland’s, Tindal’s, and m Woolston’s days ^ 

“Yet oh, my sons, a father’s words attend . 

(So may the fates preser^'c the ears you lend) 

’Tis yours a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 

A Newton’s genius, or a Milton’s flame 
But ohl with One, immortal One dispense. 

The source of Newton’s light, of Bacon’s sense. 

Content, each emanation of his fires 

That beams on earth, each virtue he inspires, 220^ 

Each art he prompts, each charm he can create, 

Whate’er he gives, are given for you to hate 

Persist, by all divine in man unawed. 

But, learn, ye dunces ! not to scorn your God 
Thus he, for then a ray of reason stole 
Half through the solid darkness of his soul. 

But soon the cloud returned — and thus the sir-c 
“ See now, w'hat dulness and her sons admire 1 
See what the charms, that smite the simple heart 
Not touched by nature, and not reached by art ’’ 230 

His never-blushing head he turned aside, 

(Not half so pleased ivhen Goodman prophesied® 


* Of Toland and Tindal, see book 11 Tho Woolston \\ .as in 
vnpious madman, who wrote m a most insolent style “igainst the 
mimclcs of the gospel, m the years 1726, &.c. 

* Virg iEn HjVer 619 The hardest lesson a dunce can Icim 
For being bred to scorn nhat he does not understand, tint vliich 
he imderstands least he mil be apt to scorn most Of which, to 
the disgmce of all government, and (in the poet's opinion) c\ cn of 
that of dulness herself, w e have had a late example in a book cn* 
titled, Phtlosophtcal'Essays conett mng Human Undtrsiandins 

bee this subject pursued in book iv 

® Mr Cibber tells us, in \a% Ltfi, p, 149, that Goodman being 
at the rehearsal of a play, m which he had a part, clapped him on 
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And looked, and saw a sable sorcerer^ rise, 

Swift to whose hand a winged volume flies , 

All sudden, gorgons hiss, and dragons glare. 

And ten-homed fiends and giants rush to war 
Hell nses, heaven descends, and dance on earth ^ 
Gods, imps, and monsters, music, rage, and mirth, 

A fire, a jig, a battle, and a ball. 

Till one wide conflagration swallows all 240 

Thence a new world to nature’s laws unknown. 
Breaks out refulgent, with a heaven its own . 

Another Cynthia her new journey runs. 

And other planets circle other suns. 

The forests dance, the rivers upward rise, 

WTiales sport in woods, and dolphins m the skies , 

And last, to give the whole creation grace, 

Lo • one vast egg® produces human race 

Joy fills his soul, joy innocent of thought, 

What power, he cries, what power these wonders -wrought? 
“Son, what thou seekest is m thee' look, and find 251 
Each monster meets his likeness in thy mind 
Yet wouldst thou more? in yonder cloud behold, 

Whose sarsenet skirts are edged with flamy gold, 

the shoulder and cried, ” If he does not make a good actor, I’ll be 

d d ” — ^And (says Mr Cibber) I make it a question, whether 

Alexander himself, or Charles the Twelfth of Sweden, when at the 
head of their first victonous armies, could feel a greater transport 
in their bosoms than I did in mine 

^ Dr Faustus, the subject of a set of farces, which lasted in vogue 
Ino or three seasons, in which both play-houses strove to outdo 
each other for some years All the extravagances in the sixteen 
lines following were introduced on the stage, and frequented by 
persons of the first quality in England, to the twentieth and thirhelh 
time 

2 This monstrous absurdity was actually represented in Tibbald’s 
Safe of Proserf me 

® In another of these farces, harlequin is hatched upon the stage 
out of a large egg 
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A matchless }outh! his nod these ^lorlds controls, 
Wings the red lightning, and the thunder rolls 
Angel of dulness, sent to scatter round 
Her magic charms o’er all unclassic ground: 

Yon stars, }on suns, he rears at pleasure higher, 

Illumes their light, and sets their flames on fire. 260 
Immortal Rich hon calm he sits at case 
’Mid snows of paper, and fierce hail of peisc ; 

And proud his mistress’ orders to perform, 

Rides m the whirlwind, and directs the storm. 

“ But lo ' to dark encounter in mid air 
New wnzards rise , I see my Cibber there • 

Booth- in his cloudy tabernacle shrined. 

On gnnnmg dragons thou shalt mount the wind.® 

Dire IS the conflict, dismal is the dm, 

Here shouts all Drury, there all Lincoln’s Inn, 270 
Contending theatres our empire raise, 

Alike their labours, and alike their praise. 

“And are these wonders, son, to thee unknown? 
Unknown to thee? these wonders are thy own ■* 

These fate reserved to grace thy reign dmne. 

Foreseen by me, but ah 1 wathheld from romc. 

In Lud’s old walls though long I ruled, renowned 
Far as loud Bow’s stupendous bells resound; 

Though my own aldermen conferred the bays, 

To me committing their eternal praise, 280 

* Mr John Rich, master of the Theatre Ro}al m Cor ent Garden, 
vrB the first that cxcdlcd this waj 

* Booth and Cibber were joint managers of llie theatre in Drury 
Lane. 

* Letter to Mr P , Mr C solemnh declares this not to be 
literalljr true Me hope therefore the reader will understand it 
allegoncaU) onl) 

^ man ellons Ime of Theobald , unless the play called the 
Rouble falsehood (as he would hove it heliered) ShaLcspcarc’s 
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Their full-fed heroes, their pacific mayors 
Their annual trophies,^ and their monthly wars. 
Though long my parly “ built on me their hopes, 

For nTiting pamphlets, and for roasting popes , 

Yet lo> m me what authors have to brag onl 
Reduced at last to hiss in my own dragon. 

Alert it, Heaven! that thou, my Cibber, e’er 
Shonldst ivag a scrpent-fail in Smitbfield fair' 

Like the vile straw that’s blown about the streets, 

The needy poet sticlcs to all he meets, 2$o 

Coached, carted, trod upon, now loose, non fast, 

And carried off m some dog’s tail at last 
Happier thy fortunes 1 like a rolling stone. 

Thy giddy dulncss still shall lumber on. 

Safe in its heaviness, shall never stray. 

But hdk up every blockhead m the nay. 

Thee shall the patriot, thee the courtier taste,** 

And every year fie duller than the last 
Till raised from booths, to theatre, to court, 

Her scat imperial dulncss shall transpoit 300 

Already opera prepares the way, 

* Anmnl tropliies, on tlic Lord Mayor’s day , and monthly wars 
in the artillery ground 

- Settle, like most party-wnter'i, was very uncertain in his poli- 
tical principles He nas employed to hold the pen in the diame- 
ter of a popish successor, but afterwards printed his narrative on 
the other side lie had managed the ceremony of a famous pope- 
biiming on Nov 17, j68o , then bccathe a trooper m King James’s 
army, at Hounslow' Heath After the Revolution he kept a 
booth at Bartholomew Fair, where, m the droll called JV Gror^t 
for Eitgland^ he acted m his old age m a dragon of green leather 
of his own invention , he was at last taken into the Charter Plouse, 
and there died, aged sixty years 

** It stood in the first edition with blanks * * and * * Con- 
canen was sure “they must needs mean nobody but King George 
and Queen Caroline , and said he would insist it was so, till the 
poet cleared himself by filling up the blanks otlierw ise, agreeably 
to the context, and consistent with his allegiance ” 
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The sure fore-runner of her gentle sway * 

Let her thy heart, next drabs and dice, engage, 

The third mad passion of thj doting age 
Teach thou the warbling Pol)'pheme ^ to roar, 

And scream thyself as none e’er screamed before ' 

To aid our cause, if heai en thou canst not bend. 

Hell thou shall move , for Faustus is our fnend . 

Pluto® with Cato thou for this shall join, 

And link the mourning bnde to Proserpine 310 

Grub Street' thy fall should men and gods con- 
spire. 

Thy stage shall stand, insure it but from lire ® 

Another ^Fschylus appears ' ■* prepare 
For new abortions, all ye pregnant fair ' 

In flames, like Semele’s, be brought to bed, 

1\'Tiile opening hell spouts wild-fire at your head 
“ Now, Bavius, take the poppy from thy brow, 

And place it here 1 here all ye heroes bon ' 

This, this is he, foretold by ancient rh)Tnes • 

The Augustus born to bnng Saturnian times 320 

Signs following signs lead on the mighty year ' 

See ' the dull stars roll round and reappear 
See, see, our own true Phoebus wears the ba}s ' 

Our Midas sits Lord Chancellor of plays ' 

^ He tnnslited the If’Uian Open of Folifemo , but unfortun- 
ately lost the whole jest of the story 
® Names of miserable farces, which it was the custom to act 
at the end of the best tngedies, to spoil the digestion of the 
audience. 

® In Tibbald’s farce of Proserpine, a corn-field was set on fire 
thereupon the other play-house had a bam burnt dounforthe 
recreation of the spectators They also mailed each other m* 
showing the burnings of hell fire, in Dr Fausins 

It IS reported of /Eschylus, that uhen his tragedj of the///r/<y 
was acted, the audience were so temfied that the children fell into 
fits 
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On poets’ tombs see Benson’s titles wnt ! ^ 

IwO ' Ambrose Philips ® is preferred for wit ' 

See under Ripley rise a new Whitehall, 

While Jones’ and Boyle’s united labours fall,® 

IMiile Wren with sorrow to the grave descends ; 

Gay dies unpensioned with a hundred friends , 330 

Hibernian politics, O Swift • thy fate , 

And Pope’s, ten years to comment and translate * 

“ Proceed, great days • till learning fly the shore, 

' Benson (suneyor of the buildings to bis Mijesty King 
George I ) gi^e m 1 report to the lords, that Uieir house and the 
painted chamber adjoining ivere m immediate danger of falling 
W hereupon the lords met m a committee to appoint some other 

E lace to sit in, avhile the house should be taken down But it 
etng proposed to cause some other builders first to inspect it, they 
found It m aery good condition In favour of this man, the famous 
Sir Christopher Wren, uho had been architect to the cromi for 
above fifty years, who built most of the churches m London, laid 
the first stone of St. Paul’s, and Ined to finish it, had been dis- 
placed from his employment at the age of near ninety years 
2 “ He was (saith Mr Jacob) one of the ants at Button’s .ana a 
justice of the peace,” but he hath since met anth higher prefer- 
ment in Ireland. He endeavoured to create some misunderstand- 
ing between our author and Mr Addison, aahom also soon after 
he abused os much His constant cry aaas, that Mr Pope aaos an 
enemy to the government, and in particular he inis the aaoned 
author of a report aery industriously spread, that he had a hand in 
a party-paper called the Examiner a falsehood aaell knoaan to 
those yet Imng, a\ho had the direction and publication of it 
- 2 At the time avhen this poem avas aaoritten, the banqueting house 
at Whitehall, the church and piazza of Coaent Garden, and the 
palace and chapel of Somerset House, the avorks of the famous 
Inigo Jones, had been for many years so neglected, as to be in 
danger of rum The portico of Covent Garden church had been 
just then restored and beautified at the expense of the Earl of 
Burlington and [Richard Boyle], aaho, at the same time, by his 
publication of the designs of that creat master and Palladio, as 
avell as by many noble buddings of his oavn, reviaed the true taste 
of architecture in this kingdom 

* The author here plainly laments that he a\as so long employed 
in translating and commenting He began the Etad m I 7 t 3 > ****1 
finished it m 1719 The edition of J^<rXar/arr<r(aihich he under- 
took merely because nobody else av’oiild) took up near tno years 
more in the drudgery of comparing impressions, rectifying the 
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Till birch shall blush uith noble blood no more, 

Till Thames see Eton’s sons for ever play. 

Till Westminster’s whole year be holiday, 

Till Isis’ elders reel, their pupils’ sport, 

And Alma Mater he dissolved in port 

Enough' enough' the raptured monarch cries , 

And through the ivory gate the vision flics 34° 


BOOK THE FOURTH. 

ARGUMENT 

The poet being, in this book, to declare the completion of the 
prophecies mentioned at the end of the former, makes a new 
imocation, as the greater poets arc \iont, when some high 
and worthy matter is to be sung. He shows the goddess 
coming in her majest}, to destroy order and science, and to 
substitute the kingdom of the dull upon earlli. How she 
leads captive the sciences, and silcnccth the muses, and what 
they be who succeed in their stead All her childien, by a 
wonderful attraction, are drawm about her, and bear along 
with them diiers others, who promote her empire by con- 
nivance, weak resistance, or discouragement of arts , such as 
half-wits, tasteless admirers, vain pretenders, the flatterers of 
dunces, or the patrons of them All these crowd round her, 
-one of them offenng to approach her is dnien back by a 
rival , but she commends and cncoumges both The first 
who speak in form are the geniuses of tlie schools, who assure 
her of their care to adiancc her cause, by confining jouth to 
words, and keeping them out of the way of real knowledge 
Their address, and her gracious answ er , w ith her charge to 
tliem and the universities The universities appear by their 
proper deputies, and assure her that the same method is ob- 
served in the progress of education The speech of Ans- 

sccncrj, S.C., and the translation of half the Odyssey employed him 
from that time to 1^25 
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IsiTclnis on Ui’k snbjcrf. They are drawn off hj,n hand of 
>oun!» gentlemen tetumctiffom trwtlAMth their Uttots, one 
of whom deUvears to the goddess, m a poUlc oration, 'an ac- 
count of the whole conduct and fnnts of their (ravels i pre- 
•wnt'nglo her at the «;arac time a >oung noWcimn pcrfectlj 
accomplished. She recedes him graciously, and endues him 
with the happy quality of wfanl of shame. She sees loitering 
about her a number of indolent persons nbandoning all busi- 
ness and duty, and dying with larmcss. To these approaches 
the anliquarj Annras, entreating her to make them Yitwoso’s, 
and assign them oicr to him, but Mumnnu'!, nnothcr anti- 
quary, complaining of his fraudulent proceeding, she finds A 
method to reconcile their difference. Then enter a troop of 
people fautasticallj adorned, offering her strange and cvolic 
presents. Amongst them one stands forth and demands 
justice on. another, who had deprived him of one of the 
greatest cunosilics in nature j but he justifies himself so well, 
that the goddess gives them both her approbation She 
recommends to them to find proper employment for the 
mdolents before mcntioneil, in the study of butterflies, sheik, 
birds' ncst5,mo55, &.C., but with particular caution, not to pro- 
ceed beyond Infics, to any useful or extensive vicns of nature, 
or of the Author of Nature. Against the last of these .appre- 
hensions, she is secured by a hearty .address from the minute 
philosophers and frcctlunkcrs, one of whom speaks hi the 
name of the rest The > ottth, thus mslnictcd and principled, 
are delis cred to her m a body, by the hands of Silcnus, and 
then admitted to taste the cup of the Magus, her high priest, 
ahich causes a total oblivion of all obligations, divine, cuil, 
aioral, or rational To these her adepts she sends priests, 
attendants, and comforters, of various kinds , confers on them 
orders and degrees, and then dismissing them with a speech, 
confirming to each Ins pnvalcges, and telling what she expects 
from each, concludes with a yawn of cvtroordinary virtue 
the progress and effects whereof on all orders of men, and 
the consummation of all, m the restoration of night and chaos, 
conclude the poem. 
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BOOK IV 1 

Yet, yet a moment, one dim ray of light 
Indulge, dread chaos, and eternal night ! 

Of darkness visible so much be lent. 

As half to show, half veil, the deep intent 
Ye pou ers ' whose mysteries restored I sing, 

To whom time bears me on his rapid wng, 

Suspend a while your force inertly strong. 

Then take at once the poet and the song 

Now flamed the dog-star’s unpropitious ray, 

Smote every brain, and withered every bay , lo 

Sick was the sun, the owl forsook his bower, 

The moon-struck prophet felt the madding hour • 

Then rose the seed of thaos, and of nrght, 

To blot out order, and extinguish light, 

Of dull and venal a new world to mould. 

And bring Saturnian days of lead and gold 

She mounts the throne her head a cloud concealed. 
In broad effulgence all below revealed , 

(’Tis thus aspiring dulness ever shines) ' ■ 

Soft on her lap her laureate son reclines 20 

Beneath her footstool, science groans in chains, 

And wit dreads exile, penalties, and pains 
There foamed rebellious logic, gagged and bound, 
There, stripped, fair rhetonc languished on the ground , 
Ills blunted arms by sophistry are born, 

* Thi? book ma% properlj be distinguished from the former, by 
the inmc of the Gt inter DunaaJ, not so indeed m size, but m suli- 
ject } ind so far contrarj to tlic distinction anciently made of the 
Greater and Lessn Jhatl But much arc thej mistaken nho 
imagine this nork m any \ isc infenor to the former, or of any 
other bind tlian of oiir poet , of which I am much morc certain 
than that the Ihatl itself was the work of SolomoHi or the 
/la^rarhemutW'hM of Ilonitr, as Barnes liath affirmed — Bentley 
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And slnmclcs'? Billuigsgate her robes adorn 
Monlity, bj her false guardians drawn, 

Clncane in furs, and casuistry in lawn, 

Gasps, as they straiten at each end the cord, 

And dies, when dulness gives her Page the word * 30 

Mad Mdihcsis 2 alone was unconfined. 

Too mad for mere material chains to bind, 

Now to pure space lifts her ecstatic stare, 

Noiv running round the circle finds it square 2 
But held in tenfold bonds tlie muses he, 

Watched both by cmy’s and b)* flattery’s eje 
There to her heart sad traged}* addrest 
The dagger wont to pierce the t)Tant’s breast. 

But sober history restrained her rage, 

And promised vengeance on a barbarous age. 40 
There sunk Thalia, non elcss, cold, and dead, 

Had not her sister satire held Iibr head ; 

Nor couldst thou, Chesterfield ' a tear refuse, 

Thou wcepcst, andinth thee wept each gentle muse 
When lo ' a harlot form ® soft sliding by, 


' There w IS 1 judge of this name, nbv aj s rcsilj to hang nnj man that 
came before him, of whicli ho was suffcrwl to gi\c .a humlrcd miser- 
able examples during a long life, c\cn to Ins <lolagc — Warhtnfon 
~ Alluding lo the strange conclusions some mathematicians ha\e 
deduced from their principles, concerning the real qiianlily of mat- 
ter, thcrcahtj ofipacc, Ac — Warburion 
® Reganls the w ild ,and fruitless ntlcmpls of squaring the circle 
— IS'arbtirion 

♦ One of the misfortunes falling on authors from the act for 
subjecting plajs lo the power of a licenser, being the false repre- 
sentations to whicli they were cxposctl, from such as either gratified 
their em> to merit, or made their court to greatness, by pcncrling 
general reflections against aice into libels on particular persons — 
ll'iirbutton 

® The atliludc giscn to this phantom represents (he nature and 
genius of the Italian opera , its atfcctcd airs, its ctTominato sounds, 
and the practice of patching up these operas with favounie son^, 
incoherently put together These things were supported by the 
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^^1th mincing step, small voice, and languid eve ' 
Foreign her air, her robe’s discordant pride 
In patch-work fiuttenng, and her head aside : 

By singing peers upheld on either hand, 

She tripped and laughed, too pretty much to stand , 50 
Cast on the prostrate nine a scornful look. 

Then thus m quaint recitativo spoke 
“ O Cara * Cara • silence ail that tram • 

Joy to great Chaos • let division reign ’■ 

Chromatic tortures soon shall dnve them hence, 

Break all their nerves and fritter all their sense • 

One tnll shall harmonise joy, gnef, and rage. 

Wake the dull church, and lull the ranting stage j 
To the same notes thy sons shall hum, or snore. 

And all thy j-aiming daughters cry, Encore 60 

Another Phoebus, thy onn Phoebus, reigns, 

Jojs m my jip, and dances in my chains 
But soon, ah soon, rebellion will commence, 

If music meanly borrows aid from sense. 

Strong in new arms, lo ’ Giant Handel stands. 

Like bold Bnareus, nilh a hundred hands. 

To stir, to rouse, to shake the soul he comes. 

And Jove’s own thunders follow Mars’s Drum? 

Arrest him empress , or jou sleep no more — ’ 


sob-anphons of the j ob.litj This ciTciim=tance that open should 
p'-cparc for the openin'; of the gnad sessions was prophcs’cd of jii 
hMkin.acr 304. — l/hrSir'c" 

^ AlluJing to the falM; taste ofplajmg tpd.s in music ws'h imm- 
t^lcss dt\>sioas to the ne:;lcct of that h''tT 5 'on} wl ich conforms to 
Ihe 'crsci and apo'jcs to the passions.. Mr Hapdcl had introduced 
a n mbc' ©t hanJs, -nd more i-ancij of inslruncn’s ir*o the 
“f'd c-nploj .d even dnmis and cannon to 1001.6 a fuller 
caonis , ivhich pm cd so mueli too n'anlj for the fine gentlemen 
r J Ins rtat he was obliged to rcmoie his music into Jrel'nd. 
Alter which they v ere reduced for want of compoaxi to praciwe 
the pate’^p o'k -bore mtnfoncd —nari trfeiu 
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She heard, and drove him to the Hibernian shore 70 
And now had fame’s posterior trumpet blown, 

And all the nations summoned to the throne 
The young, the old, who feel her inward sway. 

One instinct seizes, and transports away 
None need a guide, by sure attraction led, 

And strong impulsive gravity of head, 

None want a place, for all their centre found, 

Hung to the goddess and cohered around. 

Not closer, orb in orb, conglobed are seen 
The buzzing bees about their dusky queen. 80 

The gathering number, as it moves along, 

Involves a vast involuntary throng. 

Who gently drawn, and strugglmg less and less. 

Roll in her vortex, and her power confess 
Not those alone who passive own her laws. 

But who, weak rebels, more advance her cause. 
Whale’er of dunce in college or in town 
Sneers at another in toupee or gown , 

"Whate’er of mongrel no one class admits, 

A wit with dunces, and a dunce with wits 90 

Nor absent diey, no members of her state. 

Who pay her homage in her sons, the great , 

Who, false to Phmbus, bow the knee to Baal , 

Or, impious, preach his word without a call 
Patrons, who sneak from Imng worth to dead. 

Withhold the pension, and set up the head. 

Or vest dull flattery in the sacred gown 
Or give from fool to fool the laurel crown. 

And (last and worst) with all the cant of wit. 

Without the soul, the muse’s hypocrite 100 

There marched the bard and blockhead, side by side, 
Who rhymed for hire, and patronised for pride. 
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Narcissus, praised with all a parson’s power, 

Looked a white hly sunk beneath a shower ^ 

There moved Montalto with supenor air , 

His stretched-out arm displayed a volume fair , 

Courtiers and patriots in two ranks divide. 

Through both he passed, and bowed from side to side : 
But as in graceful act, with aivful eye 
Composed he stood, bold Benson - thmst him by : i lo 
On two unequal crutches propped he came, 

Milton’s on this, on that one Johnston’s name 
The decent knight ^ retired with sober rage, 

Withdrew his hand, and closed the pompous page 
But (happy for him as the tunes went then! 

Appeared Apollo’s mayor and aldermen, 

On whom three Hundred gold-capped youths await, 

To lug the ponderous volume off m state. 

When dulness, snuling — “Thus revive^ the wits ' 

But murder first, and mmee them all to bits j 120 
As erst Medea (cruel, so to save ') 

A new edition of old iEson gave , 

Let standard authors, thus, like trophies born, 1 

' Means Dr Middleton’s laboured encomium on Lord Hervey, in 
Ills dedication of the Life of Ctcero — Warlon 

® This man endeavoured to raise himself to fame by erecting 
monuments, striking coins, seltmg up heads, and procuring transln- 
lions, of Milton , and afterwards by as great passion for Artliur 
Johnston, a Scotch physician’s version of the psalms, of which he 
-printed many fine editions Sec more of him, book in , aer aae 
—Wat burton ^ 

® An eminent person, who was about to publish a \evy pompous 
edition of a great author, at his own expense — Wat burton Sir 
Thomas Hanmer — Walfietd 

* The goddess applauds the practice of tacking the obscure names 
of per^ns not eminent in anybnanch of learning, to those of the 
most distinguished avnters , either by pniUmg editions of their 
works with im^rtment alterations of their, text, as in the former 
instances, or by setting up monuments disgraced with their own 
vUe names and inscriptions, as in the litter —Wat but ton. 
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Appear more glorious as more hacked and torn. 

And you, my cntics ' m tlie chequered shade, 

Admire new light through holes yourselves have made 
Leave not a -foot of verse, a foot of stone, 

A page,^ a grave, that they can call their own ; 

But spread, my sons, your glory thin or thick, 

On passive paper, or on solid brick 130 

So^by each bard an alderman shall sit,^ 

A heavy lord shall hang at every wt. 

And while on fame’s triumphal car they ndq, 

Some slave of mine be pinioned to their side.” 

Now crowds on crowds around the goddess press, 
Each eager to present their first address 
Dunce scorning dunce beholds the next advance. 

But fop shows fop superior complaisance. 

When lo ' a spectre rose, whose index-hand 

Held forth the virtue of the dreadful wand , 140 

His beavered brow a birchen garland wears, 

Dropping with infant’s blood, and mother’s tears 
O’er every vein a shuddenng horror runs , 

Eton and Winton shake through all their sons 
All flesh is humbled, Westminster’s bold race 
Shrink, and confess the genius of the place ; 

The pale boy-senator yet tingling stands, 

And holds his breeches close with both his hands 
Then thus. Since man from beast by words is 
known, 

Words are man’s province, words we teach alone. 150 

^ Pagtnei, xioi pcdissajuus A page of a book , not a selvant, fol- 
lower, or attendant , no poet having had a page since the death of 
Mr Thomas Dm fey — Set lUenis axiA IVarburlon ' ■ 

s Alluding to the monument erected foi Butler by Alderman 
Barber. 
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When reason doubtful, like the Samian letter, ^ 

Points him two Avays, the narroAver is the better 
Placed at tire door ® of learning, j'outh to guide. 

We never suffer it to stand too Ande,^ 

To ask, to guess, to knoAA% as they commence, 

As fancy opens the quick springs of sense. 

We ply the memoiy', aa'c load the brain. 

Bind rebel Avit, and double chain on chain ; 

Confine the thought, to exercise the breath , 

And keep them m the pale of W'ords till death i6o . 
Whate’er the talents, or hoivc’er designed. 

We hang one jingling padlodt on the mind i 
A poet the first day he dips his quill , 

And Avhat the last? A very poet still. 

Pity ' the charm w'orks only m our irall, 

Lost, lost too soon in yonder house or hall * 

There truant Wyndham ® every muse gave o'er, 

There Talbot sunk, and Avas a Avit no more t 
Hoav SAveet an Ovid, hlurray, Avas our boast ' 

Hoav many Martials AA'ere in Pulteney lost 1 170 

Else sure some bard, to our eternal praise, 

In tAVice ten thousand rhyming nights and days. 

Had reached the work, the all that mortal can , 

^ The letter Y, used by Pythagorsis is .in emblem of the different 
loads of iirtue and a ice 

“ Et tibi qure Samios diduxit litcra nmos ” 

■Pt-is JVarb:trio/t 

- This ciraimstance of the gauHs Ion (w ith that of the mde'c 
hand before) seems to be an allusion to the Table of Cebu, vhere 
the gemqs of human nature points out the roid to be pursued by 
those entenng into life — Warburton 

* A pleasant allusion to the descnption of the door of AVisdom m 

the Table of C^u — IVarburton " 

* Westminster Hall and the House of Commons 

* Sir William Wyndham 
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And South beheld that masterpiece of man ^ 

“Oh” (cried the goddess) “for some pedant reign > 
Some gentle James, to bless the land again ; 

To stick the doctor’s chair into the throne, 

Give law to words, or war with words alone, 

Senates and courts with Greek and Latin rule. 

And turn the council to a grammar school ! i8o 

For sure, if dulness sees a grateful day, 

’Tis in the shade of arbitrary sway 
0 ' if my sons may learn one earthly thing. 

Teach but that one, sufficient for a king , 

That which my priests, and mine alone, maintain, 
Which as it dies, or lives, we fall, or reign : 

May you, may Cam and Isis, preach it long I 
The Right Divine of kings to govern wrong 

Prompt at the call, around the goddess roll 
Broad hats, and hoods, and caps, a sable shoal : 190 

Thick and more thick the black blockade extends, 

A hundred head of Aristotle’s fnends 
Nor wert thou, Isis ' wanting to the day, 

[Though Christ-church long kept prudishly away 
Each staunch Polemic, stubborn as a rock. 

Each fierce Logician, still expelling Locke,® 

I Viz , an epigram The famous Dr South declaicd a perfect 
epigram to be as difficult a performance as an epic poem And the 
critics say, “ an epic poem is the greatest work human nature is 
capable of,” — Warbiirton 

- This line is doubtless spurious, and foisted m by the imperti- 
nence of the editor, and accordingly we have put it between hooks 
For I affirm this college came as early as any other, by its proper, 
deputies , nor did any college pay homage to dulness in its whole 
body — jj/wZ/ry and Warburton 

® In the year' 1703 there was a meeting of the heads of the uni- 
versity of Oxford to censure Mr Locke’s Essay on Human Unde' - 
standing, and to forbid the reading it Sec Ins letters in the last 
edition _ 
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Came whip and spur, and dashed through thm and 
thick 

On German Crouzaz, and Dutch Burgcrsdyck. 

As many quit the streams that murmuring fall 
To lull the sons of Margaret and Clarc-hall, aoo 

l\Tiere Bentley late tempestuous wont to sport 
In troubled waters, but now sleeps in port ' 

Before them marched that awful Anstarch ; 

Ploughed was his front with many a deep remark • 

His hat, which never vailed to human pride, 

Walker- with reverence took, and laid aside 
Low bowed the rest he, kinglj', did but nod , 

So upright Quakers please both man and God 
Mistress 1 dismiss that rabble from your throne : 

Avaunt is Aristarchus yet unknowm ? 210 

Thy mighty scholiast, whose umveaned pains 
Made Horace dull, and humbled Milton’s strains 
Turn what the)' wnll to verse, their toil is vain, 

Critics like me® shall make it prose again 
Roman and Greek grammarians ' know' ) our better ; ' 

Author of something yet more great than letter 
While towering o’er your alphabet, like Saul, 


'Viz, "now retired into tiarbonr, ifter the tempests thit hid 
long agitated Ins society ’’ So Scnblcrus But the learned Scipio 
Maffei understands it of a certain wine, called Port, from Oporto, 
a city of Portugal, of which this professor invited him to drmk 
abundantly — Sap Maff De Compotalionihus Academiets — War- 
burton ^ 

- John Walker, Vice-Master of Trm Coll , Cambndge, while 
Bentley was Master — Camit/ias 
* Alluding to two famous editions of Horace and Milton, whose 
richest veins of poetiy he hath prodigally reduced to the poorest 
and most beggarly prose — Scribl 

Alluding to those grammanans, sudi as Palamcdes and Simon- 
ides, who invented single letters But Aristarchus, who had found 
out a double one, was therefoTc ■worthy of double honour — SeriM 
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Stands our Digatnma,' and o’ertops them all 
'Tis true, on words is still our .whole debate, 

Disputes of me or ie- of ant or at^ 220 

To sound or sink 111 cano^ 0 ,or A, 

Or give up Cicero to C or K. 

Let Friend® atfect to speak as Terence spoke, 

And Alsop® never but like Horace joke . 

For me, what Virgil, Pliny may deny, 

Manihus or Solmus shall supply: 

For Attic phrase m Plato let them seek, 

I poach in Suidas for unlicensed Greek 
In ancient sense if any needs will deal. 

Be sure I give them fragments, not a meal , 230 

What Gelhus or Stobseus^ hashed before. 

Or chewed by blind old scholiasts o’er and o’er 
The critic eye, that microscope of wnt. 

Sees hairs and pores, examines bit by bit • 

How parts relate to parts, or they to whole. 

The body’s harmony, the beaming soul. 

Are things which Kuster, Burman, Wasse shall see 
When man’s whole frame is obvious to a flea 
Ah, think not, mistress • more true dulness lies 


^ Alludes to the boasted restoration of the /Eolic Digamma, m 
his long projected edition of Homer 
^ It was a senous dispute, about which the learned, were much 
divided, and some treatises written had it been about viatm or 
Umm, It could not be more contested, than ^\hcther at the end of 
the first Ode of Horace, to read, me doctarnm hedera fratma fron- 
tnm, or ie doctarnm liedertr — Scnbl 
® Dr Robert Fncnd, master of Westminster Sctiool, and canon 
of Christ Church— Dr Anthony Alsop, a happy imitator of the 
Horatian style — Warburlon 

* The first a dictionary ivnter, a collector of impertinent facts 
and barbarous words, the second a minute cntic, the third an 
author, nho gave his common-place book to the publu^ where we 
happen to find much mmcc-meat of old books — fVarbnrton 
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In folly’s cap, than nisdom’s grave disguise 2 jo 

Like buoys that never sink into the flood, 

On learning’s surface we but lie and nod 
Thine is the genuine head of many a house. 

And much divinity without a wDf 

Nor could a Barrow^ work on every block, 

Nor has one Atterburj' spoiled the flock 
See ’ still thy own, the heavy canon roll, 

And metaphysic smokes involie the pole 

For thee ne dim the eyes, and stuff the head 

With all such reading as was never read 250 

For thee explain a, thing till all men doubt it. 

And \mte about it, goddess, and about it 
So spins the silk-worm small its slender store. 

And labours till it clouds itself all o’er 
What though we let some better sort of fool 
Thrid every science, run through every school ? 

"Never by tumbler through the hoops ivas shown 
Such skill in passing all, and touching none 
He may indeed (if sober all this time) 

Plague wuth dispute, or persecute with rhyme. ' 260 

We only furnish what he cannot use, 

Or wed to what he must diiorce, a muse 
Full in the midst of Euclid dip at once. 

And petrify a genius to a dunce 
Or set on metaphysic ground to prance. 

Show all his paces, not a step advance 

1 Isaac Barron/, Master ol Trinity, Trancis Attcrbnrj, Dean of 
Chnst Church, both great geniuses and eloquent preachers ; one 
more conversant in Uie sublime geometry , the other in classi^ 
learning , but nho equally made it their care to advance the polite 
arte in their several societies — Warburton 

- These two verses are verbatim from an epigram of Dr Dvans, 
of Sl Jobn^ College, Oxford , given to my father twenty years 
before the Dunctad was wntten — Warton 
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With the same cement, ever sure to bind, 

We bring to one dead Ie\el every mind 
Then take him to develop, if you can, 

And hew the block off,^ and get out the man 270 
But wherefore waste I words ? I see advance 
Whore, pupil, and laced governor from France 

Walker ' our hat nor more he deigned to say, 

But, stern as Ajax’ spectre, strode away ^ 

In flowed at once a gay embroidered race, 

And tittenng pushed the pedants off the place : 

Some would have spoken, but the voice was drowned 
By die French horn, or by die opening hound 
The first came forwards, widi as easy mien, 

As if he saw St James’s and the queen 280 

When thus the attendant orator begun. 

Receive, great empress ' thy accomplished son 
Thine from the birth, and sacred from the rod, 

A daundess infant ' never scared w ith God 
The sure saw’, one by one, his virtues w'ake 
The mother begged the blessing of a rake 
Thou gavest that ripeness, which so soon began. 

And ceased so soon, he ne'er was boy, nor man, 
Through school and college, thy kmd cloud o’ercast. 
Safe and unseen the young ^neas past. 290 

Thence bursting glorious,^ all at once let down, 

^ A notion of Aristotle, tliat there nas originally in ereiyhlock 
of marble a sliUic, which would appear on the remoi'al of the 
superfluous parts — Waibtfrion 

See Homer, Od^ss xi , where the ghost of Ajax turns sullenly 
from Ulysses the traveller, who had succeeded against him m the 
dispute for the arms of Achilles There had been the same con- 
tention betw ecu the tra\ elling and the unii ersity tutor, for the spoils 
of our young heroes, and fashion adjudged it to the former , so that 
Uns might well occasion the sullen dignity in departure, which 
Longinus so much admired — SertM , IVarbutton, and Warion 

® Sec Virg A^n n, where he enumerates the causes whj bis 
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Stunned ^Mth his giddy larum half the town. 

Intrepid then, o’er seas and lands he flew . 

Europe he saw, and Europe saw him too 
There all thy gifts and graces we display, 

Thou, only thou, dwecting all our way ' 

To where the Seine, obsequious as she runs, . 

Pours at great Bourbon's feet her silken sons ^ 

Or Tiber, now no longer Roman, rolls, _ 

Vain of Itahan arts, Itahan souls 3°® 

To happy convents, bosomed deep in vmes, 

Where slumber abbots, purple as their W’ines : 

To isles of fragrance, hly-silvered vales, ^ 

Diffusing languor in the panting gales . 

To lands of singing, or of dancing slai es, 
Love-whispenng woods, and lute-resounding waves 
But chief her shrine where naked Venus keeps, 

And Cupids nde the hon of the deeps 

Where, eased of fleets, the Adnatic main 

Wafts the smooth eunuch and enamoured swain. 310 

Led by my hand, he sauntered Europe round, 

And gathered every Mce on Christian ground. 

Saw every court, heard every king declare 
His ro>al sense of operas or the fair , 

The stew s and palace equally explored, ' 

Intngued with glory, and with spirit w'hored 
Tned all /iors-^a,ia’res, all bquairs defined, 

mother took this care of him , to wit, i that nohody might touch 
or correct him a might stop or detain him 3 examine him 
about the progress he had made, or so much as guess w hy he came 
there ; — Wariurlon 

' Tuberoses 

- The ivmged lion, the arms of Venice This republic heretofore 
the most considerable m Europe, for her naa-al force and the extent 
of her commerce , now illustnons fo- her carnivals —Warhtrton 
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Judicious drank, and greatly-daring dined, 

Dropped the dull lumber of the Latin store, 

Spoiled his own language, and acquired no more, tc 
All classic learning lost on classic .ground. 

And last turned air, the echo of a sound 
See now, half-cured, and perfectly well-bred. 

With nothing but a solo in his head. 

As much estate, and pnnciple, and wit. 

As Jansen, Fleetwood, Cibber® shall think fitj ' 

Stolen from a duel, followed by a nun, 

And, if a borough choose him not, undone , 

See, to my country happy I restore 

This glorious youth, and add one Venus more 330 

Her too receive (for her my soul adores) 

So may the sons of sons of sons of whores. 

Prop thine, O empress ' like each neighbour tlirone, 
And make a long posterity thy own. 

Pleased, she accepts the hero, and tlie dame 
Wraps in her veil, and frees from sense of shame. 

Then looked, and saw a lazy, lolling sort. 

Unseen at church, at senate, or at court, 

Of ever-lisdess loiterers, that attend 

No cause, no trust, no duty, and no friend 340 

Thee too, my Paridel she marked thee tliere, 

^ Yet less a body than echo itself, for echo reflects sense or 
words at least, this gentleman only airs and tunes 
Sonus est, qm vivit in illo 
Ovtd, Mel — Sertbletus 

® Three very eminent persons, all managers of plajs; who, 
though not governors by profession, had, each in his u ay, concerned 
themselves in the education of youth and reflated their nils, 
their monds, or their flnances, at that penod of their age u Inch is 
the most important, their entrance into tlie polite world Of the 
last of these, and his -talents for this end, sec book 1 v er 199, &c. 
— Warburton 

3 The poet seems to speak of this young gentleman with great 
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Stretched on the rack of a too easy chair. 

And heard thy everlasting yawn confess 
The pains and penalties of idleness 
She pitied > but her pity only shed 
Benigner influence on tliy nodding head 
But Annius,^ crafty seer, with ebon wand. 

And well-dissembled emeiald on his hand. 

False as his gems, and cankered as his coins. 

Came, crammed wnth capon, from where Pollio dines ® 
Soft, as the inly fox is seen to creep, 351 

Where bask on sunny banks the simple sheep, 

Walk round and round, now prying here, now there. 

So he , but pious, whispered first bis prayer. 

“ Grant, gracious goddess > grant me still to cheat, 

O may thy cloud still cover the deceit • 

Thy choicer mists on this assembly shed. 

But pour them thickest on the noble head 
So shall each youth, assisted by our eyes. 

See other Csesars, other Homers rise , 360 

Through twilight ages hunt the Athenian fowl,® 
llTiich Chalcis gods, and mortals call an owl, 

Now see an Attys, now a Ceciops clear, 

aiTcction The name is taken from Spenser, who gives it lo a 
wandering courtly squire, that travelled about for the same reason, 
for winch many )oung squires are now fond of traaelling, and espe- 
cially to Fans — Warhurlon 

^ The name taken from Annius the Sfonk of Viterbo, famous for 
many impositions and forgeries of ancient manuscripts and inscrip- 
tions, which he was prompted lo bj mere aonit}, but our Annins 
had a more substantim motive. — Wajbwton Sir Andrew Foun- 
lainc . — IVarion 

® This seems more obscure than almost any other passage in the 
" 3 ■ri,' meant the Pnnee of Wales’s dinners — Bowles 

The owl stamped on the reverse on the ancient money of 
Athens ^ 

Which Oialcis gods, and mortals call an owl, 
is the verse by which Hobbes renders that of Homci — Wat bm Ion 
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Nay, Mahomet! the pigeon at thine ear. 

Be nch in ancient brass, though not in gold, 

And keep his lares, tliough liis house be sold ,' 

To headless Phoebe his fair bnde postpone, 

Honour a Syrian prince above his oivn ; 

Lord of an Otho, if I vouch it true ; 

Blest in one Niger, till he knows of two 370 

hlummius^ o’erheard him, Mummius, fool-renowned,® 
Wio like his Cheops ® stinks above the ground, 

Fierce as a startled adder, swelled, and said, 

Rattling an ancient sistrum at Ins head 
Speakest ihou of Syrian pnnces ? ^ traitor base > 

Mine, goddess ' mine is all the horned race 
True, he had wit, to make their value rise. 

From foolish Greeks to steal them, was as wise. 

More glorious yet, from barbarous hands to keep, 

"When Sallee rovers chased him on the deep 380 
Then taught by Hermes, and divinely bold, 


^ This name is not merely an allusion to the mummies he was 
so fond of, but probabl} referred to the Roman general of that 
name, who burned Connth, and committed the cunous statues to 
the captain of a ship, assuring him, “that if any were lost or 
broken, he should procure others to be made in their stead ” by 
which it should seem (whatever may be pretended) that Mummins 
was no virtuoso — IVdibinion 

- A compound epithet m the Greek manner, renowned by foolc, 
or renowned for mal mg fools 

® A king of Egypt, whose body was certainly to be known, as 
being buned alone in his pjramid, and is therefore more genuine 
than any of the Cleopatras This royal mummy, being stolen by 
a wild Arab, was purchased by the consul of Alexandria, and 
transmitted to the museum of hlnmmius , foi proof of which he 
bnngs a passage in Sandjs's Travels, where that accurate and 
learned voyager assures us that he saw the sepulchre empty, which 
agrees exactly (saith he) w itlv the time of the theft above mentioned 
But be omits to observe that Herodotus tells the same thing of it 
in Ins time — Warbwtott 

^ 1 he strange story follow mg, which may be taken for a fiction 
of the poet, is justified by a true relation in Spon's Vojages 
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Dowti his own throat he risked the Grecian gold, 
Received each demi-god, with pious care, 

Deep in his entrails — I revered them there, 

I bought them, shrouded m that living shrine. 

And, at their second birth, they issue mine 
“Witness, great Ammon • by whose horns I swore,” 
(Replied soft Annius) “ this our paunch before 
Still bears them, faithful , and that thus I eat. 

Is to refund the medals with the meat 390 

To prove me, goddess ' clear of all design. 

Bid me with Polho sup, as well as dine 
There all the learned shall at the labour stand. 

And Douglas ^ lend his soft, obstetnc hand ” 

The goddess smiling seemed to gi\e consent , 

So back to Polho, hand in hand, they went 

Then thick as locusts blackening all the ground, 

A tnbe, with w eeds and shells fantastic crowmed, 
bach with some w’ondrous gift approached the pow’er, 

A nest, a toad, a fungus, or a flow er 4°° 

But far the foremost, two, with earnest zeal, 

And aspect ardent to the throne appeaL 

The first thus opened . " Hear thy supphants call. 
Great queen, and common mother of us all > 

Pair from its humble bed I reared this flowrer. 

Suckled, and cheered, with air, and sun, and shower. 
Soft on the paper ruff its leaves I spread. 

Bright with the gilded button tipped its head. 

Then throned in glass, and named it Caroline ~ 

* A physiaan of great learning and no less taste, aboae all 
cunous in •what related to Hcraet,, of whom he collected every 
edition, translation, and comment, to the number of se\end 
hundred aolumes. — Wiarburton 

* It IS a compliment •which the flonsts usually pay to princes 
and great persons, to guic their names to the most cunous flowers 
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I Each maid cried, Charming * and each )'outh, Divine ' 

[ Did nature’s pencil e\er blend such ra)'s, 41 * 

I Such ^ aried light in one promiscuous blaze ? 

Now prostrate ' dead ’ behold that Caroline 
No maid cries, Charming • and no ) outh, Divine > 

And lo, the wetch * iihose vile, iihosc insect lust 
Laid his gay daughter of the spring m dust 
Oh, punish him, or to the Elysian shades 
Dismiss my soul, where no carnation fades ' ” 

He ceased, and wept With innocence of mien, 

The accused stood forth, and thus addressed the queen 
Of all the enamelled race, whose silvery wing 421 
Wai es to the tepid zephyrs of the spring, 

Or swims along the fluid atmosphere. 

Once brightest shined this child of heat and air. 

I saw’, and started from its vernal bower, 

The nsing game, and chased from flower to flower 
It fled, I followed , now in hope, now pain, 

It stopt, I stopt. It moved, I moved again 
At last it fi^ed, 'tw’as on what plant it pleased, 

And where it fixed, the beauteous bird I seized ; 43° 

Rose or carnation was below my care , 

I meddle, Goddess ! only m my sphere. 

I tell the naked fact without disguise. 

And, to excuse it, need but show the jirize j 
Whose spoils this paper offers to your eye. 

Pair even in death ' this peerless butterfly 

“My sons*” (she answered) “ both have done your 
parts 


of their raising some haie hccn^ery 

lionour, but none more linn that ambitious j 

smith, nho caused his fivountc to 

this mscnption, This is my Queen Caroline ff<» 
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Live happy both, and long promote our arts ' 

But hear a mother, when she recommends 

To your fraternal care our sleeping friends ^ 440 

The common soul, of Heaven’s more frugal make. 

Serves but to keep fools pert, and knaves awake 
A drowsy watchman, that just gives a knock, 

And breaks our rest, to tell us what’s a-clock. 

Yet by some object every brain is stirred , 

The dull may waken to a humming bird , 

The most recluse, discreetly opened, find 
Congenial matter in the cockle-kind, 

The mind, in metaphysics at a loss, 

May wander in a wilderness of moss,® 45 ° 

The head that turns at super-lunar things. 

Poised with a tail, may steer on Wilkins’ uings® 

“ 0 ' would the sons of men once think their eyes 
And reason given them but to study flies I 
See nature in some partial-narrow shape. 

And let the author of the whole escape. 

Learn but to trifle J or, who most observe. 

To wonder at their Maker, not to serve'” 

Be that my task (replies a gloomy clerk. 

Sworn foe to mystery, yet divinely dark , 460 

Whose pious hope aspires to see the day 
When moral evidence shall quite decay,* 

* or wliom see \er 34S above 

® Of A\bich the n-iluralists count I can’t tell how inan\ hundred 
species — JVat but Ion 

® One of the first projectors of the Rojal Society, nlio, among 
many enlarged and useful notions, entertained the e\lta\’agaiit 
hope of a possibility to lly to the moon , tvhich has put some 
\uU0n makmg -nings for tliat purpose — JFar- 

* Alluding to a ridiculous and absurd u ay of some mathematicians, 
in calculating the gradual decay of moral evidence by mathematical 
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And damns implicit faitli, and holy lies, 

Prompt to impose, and fond to dogmatize*) 

Let others creep by timid steps, and slow. 

On plain experience lay foundations low. 

By common sense to common knowledge bred, 

And last, to nature's cause through nature led 
All-seeing in thy mists, we want no guide. 

Mother of arrogance, and source of pride ’ 470 

We nobl)* take the high Prion Road,' 

And reason downward, till we doubt of God, 

Make nature still* encroach upon his planj 
And sho\e him off as far as e’er we can. 

Thrust some mechanic cause into his place;3 
Or bind in matter, or diffuse in space. 

Or, at one bound o’crleapmg all his laws, 

^lakc God man’s image, man the final cause, 

proportions according to wliicTi calculation, in about fifty years 
It wall be no longer probable tint Julius Cicsar was in Gaul, or 
died in the senate bouse Sec Craig’s Ihcohsix ChrtsiiaiKc ' 
Prmnpm Malhetmttca Hut as it seems evident, that facts of a 
thousand yean old, for instance, arc now as probable as they were 
fne hundred years ago , it is plain tliat if in fifty more they quite 
dtiappcar, it must be owing, not to their atguments, but to the 
extraordinary power of our goddess, for whose help therefore they 
haie reason to pray — Warburlon 

. ' Those who, from the cficcts in this aisiblc world, deduce the 
Eternal Power and Godhead of the first cause, though they cannot 
attain to an adequate idea of the Deity, yet discover so much of 
film, as enables them to see the end of their creation, and the 
means o( their happiness whereas they who lake tins high Pnon 
Road (such as Hobbes, Spinoza, Dcs Cartes, and some better 
rcasoners) for one that goes right, ten lose themselves in mists, or 
ramble after a isions, w Inch dcpnvc them of all sight of their end, 
and mislead them in the choice of wtong means — Warburton 

®This relates to such as, being ashamed to assert a mere 
mechanic cause, and yet unwilling to forsake it entirely, have 
had recourse to a certain plastic nature, clastic fluid, subtle matter, 
&-C . — Warburion 

* The first of these follies is that of Dcs Cartes , the second of 
Hobbes, the third of some succeeding philosophers — Warburton 
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Find virtue local, all relation scorn, 

See all in self, and but for self be bom* 480 

Of nought so certain as our reason still, 

Of nought so doubtful as of soul and will, 

Oh hide the God still more • and make us see 
Such as Lucretius drew, a God like thee • 

Wrapped up in self, a God without a thought, 
Regardless of our ment or default 
Or that bright image ^ to our fancy draw. 

Which Theocles in raptured vision san. 

While through poetic scenes the Genius rov^es, 

Or wanders wild in academic groves , 490 

That Nature our society adores, 

^^^lere Tindal dictates, and Silenus ^ snores 
Roused at his name, up rose the bousy sire. 

And shook from out his pipe the seeds of fire,* 

Then snapped his box, and stroked his belly down , ' 

Rosy and reverend, though ivithout a gown 
and and familiar to the throne he came, 
ed up the youth, and called the Goddess dame • 
then thus From priest-craft happily set free, 

^ every finished son returns to thee . 500 

"ords, then vassal to a name, 
upe to party , child and man the same , 


of nature Ihe later PJatonists to that 

hnght, that thej called if'^ie**** fonncd out of their own fancy, so 
“''•nJl'Sit self-seen image, 

as appcTTS from Virgil, 
r rl.-f u. 


where he philosopher, ».i» jrom v iijjii, 

dnnh }Jy philosophy in his 

tramlator of j? 5>«cnws he 'r«*— 


• Se-nins 
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Bounded by nature, narrowed still by art, 

A trifling head, and a contracted heart. 

Thus bred, thus taught, how many have I seen, 

Smiling on all, and smiled on by a queen? ^ 
hlarked out for honours, honoured for their birth. 

To thee the most rebellious things on earth . 

Now to thy gentle shadow all are shrunk. 

All melted down, in pension, or m punk 1 510 

So K* so B** sneaked into the grave, 

A monarch’s half, and half a harlot’s slave 
Poor W** 2 nipped in folly’s broadest bloom. 

Who praises now? his chaplain on his tomb 
Then take them all, oh take them to thy breast > 

Thy magus. Goddess ' shall perform the rest 
With that, a wizard old iis cup extends , 

■Winch whoso tastes, forgets his former friends, 

Sire, ancestors, himself. One casts his eyes 

Up to a star, and like Endymion dies 520 

A feather, shooting from another’s head, 

Extracts his brain , and pnnciple is fled , 

Lost is his God, his country, everything , 

'And nothing left but homage to a king I 
The vulgar herd turn off to roll with hogs. 

To run with horses, or to hunt with dogs, 

But, sad example 1 never to escape 
Their infamy, still keep the human shape. 

But she, good Goddess, sent to every child 
Firm impudence, or stupefaction mild, 53b 

And straight succeeded, leaving shame no room, 
Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom 

1 Te , This Queen or Goddess of Dulness 

s Philip, Duke of Wharton — Bowles 
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Kind self-conceit to some her glass'applies, 

Which no one looks in with another’s eyes . 

But as the flatterer or dependant paint, 

Beholds himself a patriot, chief, or saint 
On others’ interest her gay livery flings, 

Interest that waves on party-coloured wings ; 

Turned to the sun, she casts a thousand dyes, 

And, as she turns, the colours fall or rise 540 

Others the siren sisters warble round. 

And empty heads console with empty sound 
No more, alas ' the voice of fame they hear. 

The balm of dulness trickling in their ear 
Great C**, P**, R'*', K*, 

Why all your toils? your sons have lesrncii io sing 
How quick ambition hastes to ridicule I 
The sire is made a peer, the son a fool 
On some, a priest succinct m amice white 
Attends , all flesh is nothing in his sight ' 550 

Beeves, at his touch, at once to jelly turn, ‘ 

And the huge boar is shrunk into an urn 
The board with specious miracles he loads, 

Turns hares to larks, and pigeons into toads 
Another (for in all what one can shine?) 

Explains the she and vetdeur^ of the vine 
What cannot copious sacrifice atone ? 

Thy truffles, Perigord ' thy hams, Bayonne ■ 

With French libation, and Italian strain, 

Wash Bladen white, and expiate Hays’s stain 2 560 

^ French terms relatmg to wines, which signify then; flavour and 
poignancy 

- Names of gamesters Bladen is a black man Robert Knight, 
cashier of the South-sea Company, who fled from Fn&land in 1720 
(aftenvards pardoned in 1742) These lived w ith the utmost mag- 
mficence at Pans, and kept open tables frequented by persons of 
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Knight lifts the head, for what arc crouds undone. 

To three essential partridges in one ? 

Gone every blush, an<l silent all reproach, 

Contending princes mount them in their coach. 

KcNt, bidding all dr.iu near on bended knees, 

The queen confers her titles and degrees 
Her children first of more distinguished sort, 

Who study Shakespeare at the Inns of Court.* 

Impale a glo\v*worm, or vcrtit profess, 

Shine in the dignity of F R S 570 

Some, deep Free Masons, join the silent race 
Worthy to fill Pythagoras’s place 
Some botanists,' or florists at the least, 

Or issue members of an annual feast. 

Kor past the meanest unregarded, one 
Rose a Gregorian, one a Gonnogon.- 
Thc last, not least m honour or applause, 

Isis and Cara m.adc doctors of her laus 

Then, blessing all, “ Go, children of my care ' 

To practice nou from theory repair. 580 

All my comm.ands arc easy, short, and full , 

.he firvl qualUy of Eugltinfl, and c\cn b> pnnccs of the blood of 
r™ce — li'arhtr/M Colonel Martin Bladen was a man of some 
litcttiUirc, and tranalalcd Casar’s Comtntnfana 1 nc\cr could 
team that he had ofiended Pope He was uncle to Wm. Collins, 
the poet, whom he left an estate — Warftm 

* oir Thomas Edwards, a gentleman, as he is pleased to call 
himself, of Lincoln’s Inn , but, m reality, a gentleman only of the 
Dunaad, or, to speak him letter, in the plain language of our 
honest ancestors to such mushrooms, a genUeman of the last edi- 
tion who, nobly eluding the solicitude of his careful father, aery 
early retained himself in the cause of dulncss against Shakespeare, 
and aailh the aait and learning of his ancestor Tom Thimble in the 
Rehtarsat, and aaith the air of good noturcand politeness of Caliban 
in the Tem/est, hath now happily finished the dunce's progress in 
personal abuse —Scrtbl, 

} A sort of lay brothers, slips from the roots of the Free Manors 
— IVarburton, 
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My sons ' be proud, be selfish, and be dull 
Guard my prerogative, assert my throne 
This nod confirms each privilege your own ^ 

The cap and switch be sacred to his grace , 

With staff and pumps the marquis lead the race , 

From stage to stage the licensed earl may run. 

Paired with his fellow-charioteer, the sun , 

The learned baron butterflies design, 

Or draw to silk Arachne’s subtle line 5 90 

•The judge to dance his brother sergeant call , ® 

The senator at cricket urge the ball , 

The bishop stow (pontific luxury •) 

An hundred souls of turkeys in a pie , 

The sturdy squire to Gallic masters stoop. 

And drown his lands and manors m a soupe 
Others import yet nobler arts from France, 

Teach kings to fiddle, and makes senates dance 
Perhaps more high some danng son may soar. 

Proud to my list to add one monarch more * 600 

^ This speech of dulness to her sons at parting may possibly fall 
short of the reader’s expectation, who may imagine the goddess 
might give them a charge of more consequence, and, from such a 
theory as is before delivered, incite them to the practice of some- 
thmg more cxtraordinaiy, than to personate running-footmen, 
jockeys, stage-coachmen, &c. 

But if it be well considered, that whatever inclination they might 
ha\e to do mischief, her sons are generally rendered harmless by 
their inability , and that it is the common effect of dulness (e\en in 
her greatest efforts') to defeat her own design , the poet, I am per- 
suaded, will be justified, and it will be allowed that these worthy 
persons, m their several ranks, do as much as can be expected from 
them. — Warburton 

* This IS one of the most ingenious employments assigned, and 
therefore recommended only to peers of learning Of weaving 
stockings of the webs of spiders, see the P/ithsoJhtcal Transactions 
— IVarburion 

perhaps to that ancient and solemn dance, intituled, 
A Call ef ScT^eants — Watl>iirioii 
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And nobl> conscious, princes are but things 
Bom for first ministers, as slas cs for kings, 

T)rant suprenre ’ shall three estates command. 

And make one mighty Dunciad of the land ' ” 

More she had spoke, but yawned — ^All nature nods 
What mortal can resist the yawn of Gods ? 

Churches and chapels instantly it reached , 

(St. James’s first, for leaden G preached) ^ 

Then catched the schools, the hall scarce kept awake , 
Tlic convocation gaped, but could not speak 610 
Ivost was the nation’s sense, nor could be found, 

■\Vhilc the long solemn unison w ent round 
Wide, and more w idc, it spread o’er all the realm ; 

Es cn Palmurus nodded at the helm 
The \apour mild o’er each committee crept , 

Unfinished treaties in each office slept. 

And chicflcss armies dozed out the campaign , 

And naMcs jawned for orders on the main - 
O muse ’ relate (for ) ou can tell alone 
Wits haic short memories, and dunces none), 620 
Relate, who first, who last resigned to rest, 

^^'hosc heads she partly, whose completclj, blest, 

What charms could faction, what ambition lull, 

The venal quiet, and entrance the dull , 

Till drowned was sense, and shame, and nght, and 
wTong — 

O sing, and hush the nations with thy song > 


* Dr Gilbert, Archbishop of York, nho had attacked Dr King 
of Oxford, ^^hom Pope much xcspcctcd — Warlon 

* These \crscs -were ^s^ttcn many jears ago, and may be found 
m the state poems of that time — Warhurion Ver 610 is from a 
poem by Halifax — Wakefield 
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In vain, m vain — the all-composing hour 
Resistless falls the muse obeys the power 
She comes ' she comes ' the sable throne behold ^ 

Of night primeval and of chaos old ' 630 

Before her, fancy’s gilded clouds decay, 

And all its varying rainbows die aw'ay 
Wit shoots in vain its momentary fires. 

The meteor drops, and in a flash expires 
As one by one, at dread Medea’s strain, 

The sickening stars fade off the ethereal plam, 

As Argus’ eyes by Hermes’ wand opprest. 

Closed one by one to ei erlasting rest , 

Thus at her felt approach, and secret might. 

Art after art goes out, and all is night ‘ 640 

See skulking truth to her old cavern fled. 

Mountains of casuistry heaped o’er her head • 
Philosophy, that leaned on heaven before, 

Shnnks to her second cause, and is no more. 

Physic of metaphysic begs defence, 

And metaphysic calls for aid on sense ' 

See mjstery to mathematics fly ! 

In vain' they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die 
Religion blushing veils her sacred fires. 

And unawares morality expires 650 

For public flame, nor private, dares to shine , 

Nor human spark is left, nor glimpse divine ' 

Lo ' thy dread empire, chaos ' is restored, 

Light dies before thy uncreating word, 

Thy hand, great anarch ' lets the curtain fall, 

And universal darkness bunes all 

* were tne muse, like Jo\ e’s eigle, after a sudden stoop -it ignoble 
game, sotreUi again to the skies As prophecy hath ever been one 
01 the chief provinces of poesy, our poet here foretells from what 
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BY THE AUTHOR 

A DECLARATION 

Whereas certain haberdashers of points and particles, being in- 
stigated by the spint of pnde, and assuming to themselves the 
name of critics and restorers, have taken upon them to adulterate 
the common and current sense of our glorious ancestors, poets of 
this realm, by clipping, coining, defacing the images, mixing their 
own base allay, or otherwise falsifying the same , which they pub- 
lish, utter, and send as genuine the said haberdashers having no 
right thereto, as neither heirs, executors, administrators, assigns, 
or m any sort related to such poets, to all or any of them Now, 
we, having carefully revised this our Dunetad, beginning with the 
words the mighty mother, and endmg with the words bunes all, 
containing the entire sum of one thousand seven hundred and filty- 
four verses, declare every word, figure, point, and comma of this 
impression to be authentic and do therefore stnctly enjoin and 
forbid any person or persons whatsoever to erase, reverse, put be- 
tween hooks, or by any other means, directly or indirectly, change 
or mangle any of them And we do hereby earnestly exhort all 
our brethren to follow this our example, which we heartily wish 
our great predecessors had heretofore 'set, as a remedy and preven- 
tion of all such abuses Provided always, that nothing in this de- 
claration shall be construed to limit the lawful and undoubted nglit 
of every subject of this realm, to judge, censure, or condemn, in 
the whole or in part, any poem or poet whatsoever 

Giien under our hand at London, this third day of January, in ll e 
year of our Lord One thousand, seven hundred, thirty and t\\ o 

Dcclarit’ cor’ me, 

John Barber, Mayor P 

we feel, what we are to fear , and, in the stjle of other prophets, 
hath used the future tense for the preterite since what he says 
diall be, is already to be seen, in the writings of some even of our 
most adored authors, in diviraty, philosophy, physics, metaphysics, 
&a, who are too good indeed to be named in such company 
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Miscellanies (Writ by M Concanen ) 

Daily Journal, March 18, 1728. A Letter by Philo>mauri 
James-hloore Smith 
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pnee IS. Others of an elder date,liaving lain as a^”iste paper many 
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their authors betrayed by the mercenary booksellers (in hope of 
some possibility of vending a few) by adacrtising them in this 
manner — "The Confederates, a Farce. By Captain Bre\al (for 
which he aras put into the Dunciad) An Epilogue to Powcl’s 
Puppet show By Col Ducket (for w hich he is put into the Dun- 
ciad) Essays, &.c. By Sir Richard Blackmorc. (NB It was 
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ciad)” And so of others 
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Sawney, in blank verse, occasioned by the Dunciad, with a 
Critique on that poem By J Ralph (a person never mentioned 
in It at first, but inserted after), printed for J Roberts, octavo 
A complete Key to the Dunciad By E Curl, i2mo, pnee fid 
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Daily Journal, August 8. Letter charging the Author of the 
Dunciad with Treason 

Dutgen . a plain satire on a pompous satmst. By Edu ard Ward, 
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send as Mr Pope’s or Dr Swift’s, should be inserted and published 
as theirs " 

Pope Alexander’s suprema^ and infalUbility examined, &c By 
Geoige Ducket, and John Dennis, quarto 
< • Dean Jonathan’s Paraphrase on the fourth diapter of Genesis 
Wnt by E Roome, folio, 1729 

Labeo A paper of verses by Leonard Welsted, which after 
came mto One Epistle, and was published by James Moore, quarto, 
1730 Another part of it came out in Welsted’s own name, under 
the just title of Dulness and Scandal, folio, 1731 
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There have been since published — 

Verses on the Imitator of Horace Bj a Lady (or between a 
lady, a lord, and a court squire) Printed for J Roberts, folio 

An Epistle from a Nobleman to a Doctor of Divinity, from 

Hampton Court (Lord H >) Printed for J Roberts also, 

folio, 

A Letter from Mr Cibber to Mr Pope Printed for \Y Lewis 
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JUVENILE POEMS. 


PASTORALS, 

WITH A DISCOURSE ON PASTORAL 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR I704. 

Rura mihi ct ngui placcant in valhbus amncs, 
Flumlna atncm, sylvasque, inglonus ' — 


A DISCOURSE ON PASTORAL POETRY.^ 

There arc not, I believe, a greater number of any sort of verses, 
than of those which arc called pastorals , nor a smaller, than of 
those which are truly so It therefore seems necessary to give 
some account of this kind of Poem, and it is my design to com- 
prise in this short paper the substance of those numerous disserta- 
tions tlic critics have made on the subject, without omitting any of 
their rules in my own favour You 'vsill also find some points 
reconciled, about which they seem to differ, find a few remarks, 
which, I think, have escaped Uicir observation 

The original of poetry is ascribed to that age which succeeded 
the creation of the world and as the keeping of flocks seems to 
have been the first employment of mankind, the most ancient sort 
of poetry was probably pastoral It is natural to imagine, that the 
leisure of those ancient shepherds admitting and inviting some 
diversion, none was so proper to that solitary and sedentary life as 
singing , and that in their songs they took occasion to celebrate 


^ Wntten at sixteen years of age. 
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their ow-n felicity Prom hence a poem ^\as in\cntcd, and after- 
wards improi cd to a perfect image of that happy time ^ liicli hy 
gmng us an esteem for the airtucs of a former age, might recom- 
mend them to the present And since the life of shepherds aias 
attended with more tranquillity than any other rural employment, 
the poets chose to introduce their persons, from aihom it reccncd 
the name of pastoral 

A pastoral is an imitation of the action of a shepherd, or one 
considered under that character The form of this imitation is 
dramatic, or narrative, or mixed of both , the fable simple, the 
manners not too polite nor too rustic the thoughts arc plain, jet 
admit a little quickness and passion, but that short and flowing 
the expression humble, yet as pure as the language will aflbrd , 
neat, but not florid, easy, and jet liiclj In short, the fable, 
manners, thoughts, and expressions arc full of the greatest sim- 
plicity m nature 

The complete character of this poem consists in simplicitj, 
brevity, and delicacy, the two first of which render an eclogue 
natural, and the last delightful 

If w e w ould copy nature, it may be useful to take this idea along 
with us, that pastoral is an image of what they call the golden age 
So that we arc not to describe our shepherds as shepherds at this 
day really arc, but as they may be conceived then to have been , 
when the best of men followed the employment To carry this 
resemblance jet farther, it would not be amiss to give these 
shepherds some shill in astronomy, as far as it may be useful to 
that sort of life And an air of piety to the gods should shine 
through the poem, which so visibly appears in all the works of 
antiquity and it ought to prescnc some relish of the old way of 
writing, the connection should be loose, the narrations and de- 
scriptions short, and the periods concise Yet it is not sufficient, 
that the sentences only be brief, the whole eclogue should be so 
too 'For we cannot suppose poetry in those days to have been 
the business of men, but their recreation at i acant hours 

But with a respect to the present age, nothing more conduces to 
make these composures natural, than when some knowledge in 
rural aflairs is discovered This may be made to appear rather 
done by chance than on design, and sometimes is best show n by 
inference , lest by too much study to seem natural, we destroy that 
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cisy simplicity from whence nrucs the delight For vhat is in- 
Mling in this sort of pocltj proceeds not so much from the idea of 
that business, as of the tranquillity of a country life 

tVe must therefore use some illusion to render a pastoral delight- 
ful ; and this consists m exposmg the best side only of a shepherd's 
life, and in concealing its misencs Nor is it enough to introduce 
shepherds discoursing together in a natural way, but a regard must 
be had to the subject, that it contain some particular beauty in 
Itself, and that it be different in every eclogue Besides, in each 
of them a designed scene or prospect is to be presented to our view, 
which should likewise have its variety. This vancty is obtained 
in a great degree by frequent comparisons, drawn from the most 
agreeable objects of the country , by interrogations to things in- 
animate, by beautiful digressions, but those short, sometimes by 
insisting a little on circumstances , and l-istly, by elegant turns on 
the words, which render the numbers extremely sweet and plcas- 
mg As for the numbers tliemsclvcs, though they are properly of 
the heroic measure, they ^should be the smoothest, the most easy 
and flowing imaginable 

It IS by rules like these tliat we ought to judge of pastoral And 
since the instructions given for any art arc to be delivered as that 
art IS m perfection, they must of necessity be denred from those in 
whom it IS acknowledged so to be It is therefore from the practice 
of Theocritus and Virgil (the only undisputed authors of pastoral), 
that the critics have drawn the foregoing notions concerning it 

Theoentus excels all oUicrs in nature and simplicity The sub- 
jects of his Idylha arc purely pastoral , but he is not so exact in 
his persons, having introduced reapers and fishermen as well as 
shepherds He is apt to be too long m his dcscnptions, of which 
that of the cup in the first pastoral is a remarkable instance In 
the manners he seems a little defective, for lus swains arc somc- 
timas abusive and immodest, and perhaps too much inchmng to 
rusticity, for instance, in his fourth and fifth Idylha. But ’tis 
enough that all others learnt their excellencies from him, and that 
his dialect alone has a secret charm in it, which no other could 
ever attain 

Virgil, who copies Theocritus, refines upon his onginal and m 
all pomts where judgment is prmcipally concerned, he is much 
supenor to 'his master Ihough some of his subjects arc not 
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pastoral in themselves, bat only seem to be snch , they have a 
•wonderfal lanely m them, \rhich the Grcelt svas a stranger to He 
exceeds him in rcgalanty and brevity, and falls short of him in 
nothing but simplicity and propriety of stjlc; the first of which 
perhaps was the iaidt of his age, and the last of bis language 
Among the modems, their success has been greatest who have 
most endeavoured to mahe these ancients their pattern The most 
considerable genius appears in the famous Tasso, and our Spenser 
Tasso in his Amtnla has as far excelled all the pastoral vritcrs, as 
in his has outdone the epic poets of Ins country 

But as this piece seems to have been the original of a nen sort of 
poem, the pastoral comedy, in ltal>, it cannot so well be con- 
sidered ns a copj of the ancients Spenser's Calendar, in Mr 
Dr> den’s opinion, is the most complete work of this kind which 
any nation has produced cicr since the time ofViigil Hot but 
that he may be thought imperfect in some few points His eclogues 
arc somewhat too long, if we compare them with the ancients 
He IS soractuncs too allcgoncal, and treats of matters of religion in 
a pastoral stjl^ as the Mantuan bid done licforc him. He has 
employed the lync measure, which is contrary to the practice of 
the old poets His stanza is not still the ame, nor always well 
chosen This last may be the reason Ins expression is sometimes 
not concise enough * for the tetmstic has obliged him to extend his 
sense to the length of four lines, which would have been more 
dosdy confined m the coupieL 

In the manner^ thoughts, and characters, he comes near to 
Theocritus himsdf, though, notwithstanding all the care he has 
taken, he is certainly inferior m his dialect . for the Done had its 
beauty and propnety in the time of Theoentus , it was used in 
part of Grcea^ and frequent m the mouths of many of the greatest 
persons whereas the old English and country phrases of Spenser 
were either entirely obsolete^ or spoken only by people of the 
lowest condition. As there is a difierencc betwixt simphci^and 
rusticity, so the expression of simple thoughts should be plam, but 
not downish. The addition he has made of a calendar to his 
edogu^ IS % cry hcantifiil , smee by this^ besides the general moral 
of mnocence and simplicity, which is common to other authors of 
pastoral, he has one peculiar to himsdf, he compares human life 
to thc ECTcial seasons, and at once exposes to his readers a 
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view of the great and little worlds, m their various changes and 
■ispects Yet the scrupulous division of his pastorals into months, 
has obliged him either to repeat the same description, in other 
-nords, for three months together, or, when it was exhausted 
before, entirely to omit it whence it comes to pass, that some of 
his eclogues (as the sivtli, eighth, and tenth, for example) have 
nothing but their titles to distingmsh them The reason is evi- 
dent, because the jear has not tliat variety in it to furnish every 
month with a particular descnption, as it may every season 

Of the following eclogues I shall only say, that these four com- 
prehend all the subjects mIucIi the critics upon Theoentus and 
Virgil will allow to be fit for pastoral that they have as much 
aanety of description, in respect of tlie several seasons, as Sipen- 
ser’s that in order to add to this variety, the several times of the 
day are observed, the rural employments in each season or time of 
day, and the rural scenes or places proper to such employments , 
not without some regard to tlie several ages of man, and the dif- 
ferent passions proper to each age 

But after all, if they have any merit, it is to be attributed to 
some good old authors, whose works as I had leisure to study, so 
I hope I have not wanted care to imitate 


SPRINGi 

THE FIRST PASTORAL, OR, DAMON. 

TO SIR WII.I.IAM TRUMBAL 

First in these fields I try the sylvan strains, 
Nor blush to sport on AVindsor’s blissful plains 


^ These pastorals were written at the age of sixteen, and then 
passed through the hands of hir "Walsh, Mr Wycherley, G Gran- 
'ville, afterwards Lord Landsdown, Sir William Trumbal, Dr 
Garth, Lord Halifax, Lord Somers, Mr Mainvvanng, and others. 
All these gav e our author the greatest encouragement, and par- 
ticularly Mr Walsh (whom Mr Dryden, in his postscript to Viigil, 
calls the best critic of his age) " The author (says he) seems to 
h'vve a particular genius for this kind of poetry, and a judgment 
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Fair Thames, flow gently from ihy sacred spring, 

While on thy bank Sicilian muses sing ; 

Let vernal airs through trembling osiers play, 

And Albion’s clifis resound the rural lay. 

You, that loo wise for pndc, too good for pow er. 
Enjoy the gloiy to be great no more, 

And carrying with you all the m orld can boast, 

To all the world illustriously are lost 1 lo 

0 let my muse her slender reed inspire, 

Till in j'oiir native shades’ jou tune the Ijre : 

So uhen the nightingale to rest removes, 

The dinish may chant to the forsaken gro\cs. 

But, charmed to silence, listens while she sings. 

And all the aenal audience clap their wings. 

Soon as the flock shook off the nightly dews, 

Two swains, whom love kept wakeful, and the muse, 


that much exceeds his jears lie has taken lery freely from the 
ancients. But wliat he has mixed of his ou'n uith them, is no way 
inferior to what he has taken from them It is not llaticiy at all 
tosa} IhatVitgil had vrntten nothing so good at his His 
preface is veiy judicious and teamed ” — Zeller to Mr W^eher- 
iQf, Ap 1705 '1 he Lord Landsdoun, about the same timc^ mcn> 

tioning the youth of our poet, says (m a pnntcd letter of the 
character of Mr Wycherley) “that if he goes on as he has begun 
in the pastoral a\ay, as Viigil first tried his strength, a\c may hope 
to see English poetry aic avith the Roman,” Lc, Nolw ithstanding 
the early time of their production, the author esteemed these as 
the most correct m the acrsification, and musical in the numbers, 
of all his work; The reason for his labouring them into so much 
softness was, doubtless, that this sort of poetry denves almost its 
whole beauty from a natural case of thought and smoothness of 
verse , whereas that of most other kinds consists in the strength 
and fulness of both In a letter of his to Mr Walsh about tins 
we find on enumeration of scacral niceties in acrsification, 
which perhaps have never been strictly observed in anj English 
poc®i in these pastorals They were not printed till 1709 

Sir W Trumbal was bora in Windsor Forest, to which he re* 
treated, after he had resigned the post of Secretary of Slate to 
King William III 
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Poured o’er the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
Fresh as the morn, and as the season fair 
The dawn now blushing on the mountain’s side, 
Thus Daphnis spoke, and Strephon thus replied. 

Daphnis. 

Hear how the birds, on every bloomy spray, 
With jO}Ous music wake the dawning day ! 

Why sit we mute w’hen early linnets sing, 

When warbling Philomel salutes the spring? 

Why sit vre sad when Phosphor shines so clear, 
And lavish nature paints the purple year? 

Strephon. 

Sing then, and Damon shall attend the strain. 
While yon slow oxen turn the furrowed plain 
Here the bright crocus and blue violet glow , 

Here western winds on breathing roses blow. 

FIl stake yon lamb, that near the fountaia plays. 
And from the brink his dancing shade sur\'eys 

Daphnis 

And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines. 

And swelling clusters bend the curling vines ; 

Four figures nsing from the work appear, 

The vanous seasons of the rolling year , 

And what is that, ivhich binds the radiant sky. 
Where tivelve fair signs in beauteous order he ? 

Damon 

Then sing by turns, by turns the muses sing. 

Now hawthorns blossom, now the daisies spnng, 
Now leaves the trees, and flowers adorn the ground. 
Begin, the vales shall every note rebound 
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Strephon 

Inspire me, Phoebus, in my Delia’s praise 
With Waller's strains, or Granville’s ^ moving lays ! 

A milk-white bull shall at your altars stand, 

That threats a fight, and spurns the rising sand 

Daphnis 

O love ' for Sylvia let me gain the prize. 

And make my tongue victorious as her eyes , 50 

No lambs or sheep for Mctims I’ll impart. 

Thy victim, love, shall be the shepherd’s heart 

Strephok 

Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain, 

Then hid in shades, eludes her eager swam , 

But feigns a laugh, to see me search around, 

And by that laugh the willing fair is found 

Daphnis 

The sprightly Sylvia trips along the green. 

She runs, but hopes she does not run unseen , 

While a kind glance at her pursuer flies, 

How much at vanance are her feet and eyes • 60 

Strephox 

O'er golden sands let nch Pactolus flow, 

And trees weep amber on the banks of Po , 

Blessed Thames’s shore the brightest beauties yield. 
Peed here my lambs, I’ll seek no distant field 

^ Geoj^e Granville, afterwards Lord Landsdown, known for Ins 
poems, most of which he composed very young, and proposed 
Waller as his model 


JUVENILE POEMS 


373 


Daphnis 

Celestial Venus haunts Idalia’s groves, 

Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves , 

If Windsor shades delight the matchless maid, 

Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windsor shade. 

Strephox. 

All nature mourns, the skies relent in shon ers, 
Hushed are the birds, and closed the drooping flowers, 
If Delia smile, the flowers begin to spring, 7 1 

The skies to brighten, and the birds to sing 

Daphnis 

All nature laughs, the groves are fresh and fair. 

The sun’s mild lustre warms the vital air. 

If Sylvia smiles, new glories gild the shore, 

And vanquished nature seems to charm no more 

Strephon 

In spring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 

At mom the plains, at noon the shady grove, 

But Delia always , absent from her sight. 

Nor plains at mom, nor groves at noon delight So 

Daphnis 

Sylvia’s like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 

More bright than noon, yet fresh as early day. 

Even spring displeases, when she shines not here , 

But blest with her, ’tis spring throughout the year. . 

Strephon. 

Say, Daphnis, say, in what glad soil appears, 

A w'ondrous tree that sacred monarchs bears 

^ An allusion to the royal oak, in uhich Charles II had been 
hid from the pursuit after the battle of Worecster 
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Tell me but this, and I’ll disclaim the pnze, 

And give the conquest to thy Sylvia’s eyes 

Daphnis. 

Nay, tell me first, m what more happy fields 
The thistle springs, to which the lily yields ^ 90 

And then a nobler pnze I will resign , 

For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, shall be thine. 

Damon ' 

Cease to contend, for, Daphnis, I decree, 

The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee 
Blest swains, whose nj-mphs in every grace excel. 

Blest nymphs, whose sw'ains those graces sing so well ' 
Now nse, and haste to yonder woodbine bow’crs, 

A soft retreat from sudden vernal show’ers, 

The turf with rural dainties shall be crowned, 

While opening blooms difiuse their sweets around 100 
For sec ' the gathenng flocks to shelter tend, 

And from the Pleiads fruitful showers descend. 


SUMMER 

THE SECOND PASTORAL , OR, ALEXIS 

TO DK CARTlt 

A sHEriinRD’s boy (he seeks no better name) 

Led fortli his flocks along the silver Thame, 

Where dancing sunbeams on the waters plajcd,^ 

’ Allwlcs to the device of the Scots monarchs, the thistle worn 
hj Queen Anne , and lo the Anas of Fnnce, the fleur de lys. 

* The scene of ihis pas'oral by the nver's side , suitable to the 
heat of the season , the umc noon 
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And verdant alders formed a quhering shade. 

Soft as he mourned, the streams forgot to flow, 

The flocks around a dumb compassion sho\> , 

The naiads wept in every uatery bouer, 

And Jove consented in a silent shower. 

Accept, O Garth, ^ the muse’s earlj la} s. 

That adds this uTeath of ivy to thy bays , lo 

Hear what from love unpractised hearts endure, 

From loie, the sole disease thou canst not cuic 
Ye shady beeches, and ye cooling streams, 

Defence from Phoebus’, not from Cupid’s beams, 

To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I sing, 

1 he i\ oods shall answer, and their echo ring - 
The lulls and rocks attend my doleful lay. 

Why art thou prouder and more hard than the/? 

The bleating sheep uith my complaints agree, 

They parched uith heat, and I inflamed by thee 20 
The sultiy Sinus bums the thirsty plains. 

While in thy heart eternal winter reigns 
Where stray ye, muses, m what lawn or grove. 

While your Alexis pines in hopeless love ? 

In those fair fields where sacred Isis glides, 

Or else where Cam his winding vales duides? 

As in the cr}stal spring I new my face, 

Fresh rising blushes paint the watery glass j 
But since those graces please thy e) es no more, 

I shun the fountains which I sought before 30 

Once I was skilled in c\cry herb that grew’, 

And every plant that drinks the morning dew , 

^ Dr Samuel Gartli, author of T/te Dtspensaty, was one of the 
first fnends of the author, 'vvhose acquaintance with him began at 
fourteen or fifteen Their fnendship continued from the year 170^ 
to 1718, which Alas that of his death 
* Is a line out of Spenser’s Efithalaimou 



376 


yUVENlLL POEMS 


Ah~\\T:ctohca' shepherd, what avails thy art, , 

To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart • 

Let other swains attend the niral care. 

Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces shear 
But nigh yon mountain let me tune my lays, 
Embrace my love, and bind my brows with ba)’s, 
That flute is mine which Cohn’s^ tuneful breath 
Inspired when living, and bequeathed in death , 
He said, Ale\is, take this pipe, the same 
That taught the groves m} Rosalinda’s name 
But now the reeds shall hang on yonder tree, 

For ever silent, since despised by thee. 

Oh ’-u'ere I made by some transforming power 
The captive bird that sings W'lthin thy bow cr • 
Then might my voice thy listening ears employ, 
And I those kisses he receives, enjoy 
And yet my numbers please the rural throng, 
Rough satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the song 
The nymphs, forsaking eveiy cave and spring, 
Their early fruit, and milk-white turtles bring , 
Each amorous nymph prefers her gifts in vain 
On you their gifts are all bestow ed again 
For j ou the swains the fairest flowers design, 
And in one garland all their beauties join , 
Accept the ivreath W'hich you desen'e alone. 

In whom all beauties are comprised in one 

See what delights in sylvan scenes appear • 
Descending gods have found Elysium here 
In woods bright Venus with Adonis strayed, 

And chaste Diana haunts the forest-shade 
Come, lovely nymph, and bless the silent hours, 

^ The name tal en by Spenser in his Eclogues, -where Ins 
15 celebrated under that of Rosalinda 
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When swains from shearing seek their nightly bowers, 
When \\ car)' reapers quit the sultry field, 

And crowned with com their thanks to Ceres yield. 
This harmless grove no lurking viper hides, 

Blit in ray breast the serpent love abides 
Here bees from blossoms sip the rosy dew', 

But } our Alexis knows no sw'ecls but ) ou. '/o 

Oh, deign to Msit our forsaken scats, 

The moss) fountains, and the green retreats • 

Where’er you walk, cool gales shall fan the glade , 
Trees, where you sit, shall crowd into a shade. 
Where’er you tread, the blushing flowers shall rise. 

And all things flourish where you turn your eyes. 

Oh ! how I long with you to pass my days, 

Invoke the muses, and resound your praise > 

Your praise the bifds shall chant in every grove,* 

And w inds shall w aft it to the powers above, 8o 

But would you sing, and nval Orpheus’ strain, 

The wondering forcbls soon should dance again, 

Tlic moving mountains hear the pow erful call. 

And headlong streams hang listening in their fall ’ 

But see, the shepherds shun the noonday heat. 

The low’ing herds to munnunng brooks retreat. 

To closer shades the panting flocks remove , 

Ye gods • and is there no relief for love ? 

But soon the sun w'lth milder rays descends 

To the cool ocean, where his journey ends 90 

On me love's fiercer flames for ever prey. 

By night he scorches, as he burns by day 

^ Yowr prai*;c; the lunclul birds to heaven shall bear. 

And listening avolvcs grow milder as they hear 
So the verses were originally written But the author, youiig 
as he was, soon found the absurdity winch Spenser himself o\er* 
looked, of introducing avolvcs into England 
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AUTUMN^ 

THn THIRD PASTORAL, OR, IiyiAS AND /TOON 
TO Mn. AS'vciiniii\. 

Bcntath the shade a spreading beech displaj s, 

Iljlas and jEgon sung ihcir rural lays, 

Tins mourned a faithless, that an absent lo\ c, 

And Delia’s name and Dorris’ filled the gro\c 
Yc Mantuan nymphs, )our sicrcd succour bring , 

Hylas and ^Egon's rural lays I sing 
Thou, whom the Nine® with Plautus’ wit inspire. 

The art of Terence and Menander’s fire , 

IVhose sense instnicts us, and whose humour charms. 
Whose judgment sw aj s us, and w hose sjiint w arms • i o 
Oh, skilled in nature ! sec the hearts of swains, 

Their artless passions, and their tender pains 
Now setting Phoebus shone serenely bright, 

And fleecy clouds were streaked with purple light. 
When tuneful Hylas w'lth melodious moan. 

Taught rocks to weep, and made the mountains groan 
''Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs away’ 

To Delia’s ear, the tender notes convey 
As some sad turtle his lost love deplores. 

And with deep murmurs fills the sounding shores , co 
Thus, far from Delia, to the winds I mourn. 

Alike unheard, unpitied, and forlorn. 

^ This pastonl consists of two parts, like the Sth of Virgil 
the scene, a hill , the time, at sunset 
' * famous mthor of comedies , of which the 

most'cwebrrted were the Flam Dealer and Country IVi/e He was 
a writer of infinite spirit, satire, and wit lliconl} objection made 
to him wns that he had too much How e\ cr he w as follow cd in 
the same way by Mr Congrese , though with t little more correct- 
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Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs along > 

For her, the feathered choirs neglect their song , 

For her, the limes their pleasing shades deny. 

For her, the lilies hang their heads, and die 
Ye flowers that droop, forsaken by the spring. 

Ye birds that, left by summer, cease to sing. 

Ye trees that fade, when autumn heats remoi e. 

Say, is not absence death to those who love ? 30 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs away' 

Cursed be the fields that caused my Delia’s stay, 

Fade every blossom, wither every tree. 

Die every flower, and pensh all, but she 
What have I said? where’er my Delia flies. 

Let spring attend, and sudden flowers arise. 

Let opening roses knotted oaks adorn. 

And hquid amber drop from every thorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs along ' 

The birds shall cease to tune their evening song, 40 
The mnds to breathe, the waving iioods to move, 

And streams to murmur, ere I cease to love 
Not bubbling fountains to the thirsty swain, 

Not balmy sleep to labourers faint wnth pain. 

Not showers to larks, nor sunshine to the bee. 

Are half so charming as thy sight to me 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs aw'ay ' 

Come, Delia, come, ah, why this long delay? 

Through rocks and caves the name of Delia sounds, 
Deha, each cave and echoing rock rebounds 50 

Ye powers, what pleasing frenzy soothes my mind ' 

Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind? 

She comes, *my Delia comes ' — ^Now cease my lay, 

And cease, ye gales, to bear my sighs away ' 

Next AEgon sung, while Windsor groves' admired, 
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Rehearse, ye muses, what yourselves inspired 

Resound, }e hills, resound my mournful strain ' 

Of perjured Dons, dying I complain 
Here were the mountains lessening as they rise 
Lose the low vales, and steal into the skies . 6o 

While labouring oxen, spent unth toil and heat, 

In their loose traces from the field retreat : 

While curling smokes from village tops arc seen. 

And the fleet shades glide o’er the dusky green. 

Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful lay • 

Beneath yon poplar oft we passed the day ; 

Oft on the nnd I carved her amorous vows, 

“While she with garlands hung the bending boughs . 

The garlands fade, the vows are worn aw'ay, 

So dies her love, and so my hopes decay. 70 

Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful strain 1 
Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain, 

Now golden fruits on loaded branches shine. 

And grateful clusters swell with floods of wine , 

Now blushing berries paint the yellow grove , 

Just gods ' shall all things yield returns but love ? 

Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful lay ' 

The shepherds ciy, “ Thy flocks are left a prey " — 

Ah ' w'hat avails it me, the flocks to keep. 

Who lost my heart while I preserved my sheep 80 
Pan came, and asked, what magic caused my smart. 

Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart ? 
what eyes but hers, alas, have power to move ' 

And IS there magic but what dwells in love ? 

Resound, ye hills, resound roy mournful strains • 

I’ll fly from shepherds, flocks, and flow'ery plains — 
From shepherds, flocks, and 'plains, I may remove. 
Forsake mankind, and all the world— but love ' 
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I know thee, love • on foreign mountains bred, 

Wolves gave thee suck; and savage tigers fed 90 

Thou wert from -(Etna’s burning entrails torn, 

Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder bom • 
Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful lay • 
Farewell, ye woods • adieu the light of day * 

One leap from yonder clitf shall end my pains, 

No more, ye hills, no more resound my strains 1 
Thus sung the shepherds till the approach of night, 
Tlie skies yet blushing with departing light. 

When falling dews with spangles decked the glade. 

And the low sun had lengthened every shade 100 


WINTER 

THE FOURTH PASTORAL, OR, DAPHNE. 

TO THE MEMORY OF MRS TEMPEST ^ 

Eycidas. 

Thvrsis, the music of that murmuring spring. 

Is not so mournful as the strains you sing 
Nor rivers winding through the vales below. 

So sweetly warble, or so smoothly flow 

* This lady was of an ancient family in Yorhslnre, and particu- 
larly admir(id by the author’s fnend, Mr Walsh, w’ho, having 
celebrated her in a pastoral elegy, desired his friend to do the 
same, as appears from one of his letters, dated Sept 9, 1706 
“ Your last eclogue being on the same subject with mine on Mrs 
Tempest’s death, I should take it very kindly m you to give it a 
little turn as if it were to the memory of the same lady" Her 
death having happened on the night of the great storm in 1703, 
gave a propriety to this eclogue, which in its general turn alludes 
to it The scene of the pastoral lies in a grove, the time at mid- 
night 


382 


yUVENILE POEMS 


Now sleeping ilocks on their soft fleeces lie, 

The moon, serene m glory, mounts the sky, 

While silent birds forget their tuneful lays. 

Oh sing of Daphne’s fate, and Daphne’s praise ! 

Thyrsis 

Behold the groves that shine with silver frost. 
Their beauty withered, and their verdure lost 
Here shall I try the sweet Alexis’ strain. 

That called the listening Dryads to the plain ? 
Thames heard tlie numbers as he flowed along. 
And bade his willows learn the moving song. 

Lycibas 

So may kind rains their vital moisture )neld. 

And sw'ell the future harvest of the field 
Begin , this charge the dying Daphne gave. 

And said , “ Ye shepherds, sing around my grave ’ 
Sing, while beside the shaded tomb I mourn. 

And w’lth fresh bays her rural slinne adorn,” 

Thyrsis 

Ye gentle muses, leave your crystal spring. 

Let nymphs and sylvans cypress garlands bring. 
Ye weeping loves, the stream with myrtles hide. 
And break your bow's, as when Adonis died , 

And with your golden darts, now' useless grown, 
Inscnbe a verse on this relenting stone • 

“ Let nature change, let heaven and earth deplore. 
Fair Daphne’s dead, and love is now no more ' ” 

’Tis done, and nature’s various charms decay. 
See gloomy clouds obscure the cheerful day • 

Now hung -with pearls the drooping trees appear. 
Their faded honours scattered on her bier 
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See, \shere on earth the flowery glories he, 

With her they flourished, and with her they die. 

Ah what avail the beauties nature wore ? 

Fair Daphne’s dead, and beauty is no more ' 

For her the flocks refuse their verdant food. 

Nor thirsty heifers seek the gliding flood 
The silver swans her hapless fate bemoan, 

In notes more sad than ivhen they sing their ow'n , 40 
In hollow caves sweet echo silent lies, 

Silent, or only to her name replies ; 

Her name with pleasure once she taught the shore, 
Now Daphne’s dead, and pleasure is no more ' 

' No grateful dew’s descend from evening skies, 

Nor morning odours from the flow ers arise , 

No ridi perfumes refresh the fruitful field. 

Nor fragrant herbs their native incense yield. 

The balmy zephyrs, silent since her death. 

Lament the ceasing of a sw’eeter breath , 50 

The industnous bees neglect their golden store , 

Fair Daphne’s dead, and sweetness is no more ' 

No more the mounting larks, while Daphne sings. 
Shall listening in mid air suspend their w’lngs , 

No more the birds shall imitate her lays. 

Or hushed with wonder, hearken from the sprays ’ 

No more the streams their murmur shall forbear,- 
A sweeter music than their owm to hear. 

But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal shore, 

Fair Daphne’s dead, and music is no more ' 60 

Her fate is whispered by the gentle breeze. 

And told m sighs to all the trembling trees , 

The trembling trees, in every plain and wood, 

Her fate remurmur to the silver flood , 

The silver flood, so lately calm, appears 
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Swelled with new passion, and o’erflows with tears , ^ 

The winds and trees and floods her death deplore, 
Daphne, our grief our glory now no more ' 

But see I where Daphne wondering mounts on high 
Above the clouds, above the starry sky ' 7 ° 

Eternal beauties grace the shining scene. 

Fields ever fresh, and groves for ever green • 

There while you rest in Amaranthine bowers. 

Or from those meads select unfading flowers. 

Behold us kindly, who your name implore. 

Daphne, our goddess, and our grief no more ' 

Lycidas 

How all things listen, while thy muse complains ' 
Such silence waits on Philomela’s strains. 

In some still evening, when the whispering breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. 80 

To thee, bright goddess, oft a lamb shall bleed. 

If teeming ewes increase my fleecy breed 

While plants their shade, or flowers them odours give. 

Thy name, thy honour, and thy praise shall live ' 

Thyrsis 

But see, Orion sheds unwholesome dews. 

Arise, the pines a noxious shade diffuse , 

Sharp Boreas blows, and nature feels decay. 

Time conquers all, and we must time obey 
Adieu, ye vales, ye mountains, streams and groves. 
Adieu, ye shepherd’s rural lays and loves , 90 

Adieu, my flocks, farewell ye sylvan crew. 

Daphne, farewell, and all the world adieu i ^ 

^ Thrae four last lines allude to the severil subjects of the four 
pastorals, and to the several scenes of them, particularised before 
111 each 
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IMITATpXS 


SPRING 
. Ver I 

“Pnma Sjracosio dignata est ludere vcrsti. 

Nostra nec crubuit sylvas habitarc Thalia ” 

This IS the general exordium and opening of the Pastorals, in imi- 
tation of the 6th of Virgil, which some have therefore not impro- 
bably thought to haic been the first originally In the beginnings 
of the other three Pastorals, he imitates expressly tliosc uliich non 
stand first of the three chief poets in this hind, Spenser, Virgil, 
Theocritus 

" A shepherd’s boy (Fie seeks no better name) " — 

“ Pcneith the shade a spreading beech displays,” — ■ 

“ Tliyrsis, the music of that murmuring spnng,” — 
arc manifestly imitations of 

— *' A shepherd’s boy (no better do him call) " 

— “ Tit} re, tu patulm recubans sub tcgminc fagi” 

** A 5 i 5 n rd mI d rirvs, oiriXr, rijw ” 

Ver 35, 36 

“ Lenta quibus tomo facih superaddita iitis 
DifTusos hedera aesUt oollente corymbos 


Ver 38 — T/ie zai loiis stasons 

The subject of these Pastorals engraven on the bowl is not vv ith- 
out Its propriety The shepherd’s hesitation at the name of the 
Zodiac intimates that in Virgil 

“Ft quis fait alter, 

Dcscnpsit radio tolum qui gentibus orbem ?” 


Ver 41 — Thmsm^hytmnt 
Literally from Viigil, 

“ Altcmis dicetis, amaut altema Camama; 

Et nunc omms ager, nnne omnis partunt arbos. 

Nunc frondent sylvse, nunc formosissinius annus ” 

2 B 
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Vcr 47 — A mdk-u'htte bull 
“ Fascite taunim, 

Qui cornu petal, ct pedibus jam spargat arcnam ” Vtrg 
Ver s8 — Mu luns^ hut hopes 
Imitation of Viigil, 

" Majo me Galatea petit, lasciva puclla, 

Et fugit ad salices, sed se ciipit ante vidcn ” 

Vcr 69 — All naittie mounts 
** Arct ager, Mtio moricns sitit aens herba, Ac. 

Phyllidis adventu no&tra: nemos omne virebit 

Ver 90 

rhe too nddlcs arc m imitation of those in Virg Eel 111 
" Die quibus in terns inscnpti nomina Regum 
Nascantur ilores, et Pliillida solus habeto ” 

SUMMER 

Vcr 8 — And Jove eouseuted 
“ Jupiter et Hto descendet plunmiis imbn ” Vug 

Vcr 15 — Not to the diaf I Slug 
“ Kon canimus surdis, respondent omnia sylvDc ’ Vug 

Ver 23 — Where St) ay muses, ^e 

" Qum nemora, ant qm los saltus habucrc, puell i. 
Kaiadcs, indigno cum Gallus amorc pcrirct? 

Nam neque Patnassi vobis juga, nam iicque Piiidi 
Ulla moram 'cccrc, neque Aonia Aganippe ” 

Vug out of Theoct , 

Vcr 27 

Virgil again from the Cyelops of Theoentus, 

. “nuper me in littorc vidi 

Cum placinum aentis starct marc, non ego Dapliniin, 
Judice le, metuam, si nimquam fallat imago ” 

Ver 40 — Bequeathed m death, &‘e 
“ Est mihi dispanbus septem compacta cicutis 
Fistula, Damcctas dono mihi quam dedit olini, 

Bt dixit monens, tc nunc liabcl ista secundum 

\ rg Ell « 
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Vcr 6o — Daundm” gods have found Elysium hete 

“ Habitarunt di quoque sylvsis ” Vug 

Et fonnosus o>cs ad ilumina paMt Adonis ” Idem 

Vcr 8o — Aud vnnds shall waft, df’c 
“ rartcm aliquam, Acnti, dtvum referatis ad aurcs ! ” 

n>g 

Vcr SS — Vcgoils f &’e 

" Me tamcn unt amor, qttis cnim modus adsit amon ? ’ 

Idem 


3S7 


AUTUMN 

Vcr 37 

“ Aurca durm 

Mill ferant qticrcus, mrcisso floreal alnii';, 

Pinguia cortiabus sudent dcctra inj ricrc ” . 

Vjj;g Eel viii 

Vcr 43, &C. 

** Quale sopor fessis m griniine, quale per mstum 
Dulcis aqua: sahente sitim rcstingucrc n\o " Eel % 

Vcr 52 

“ An qui amant, ipsi sibi somnia fingunt?” Vug / el v 

Vcr $2 —Or ti’hat ill lyes 
" Ncscio quis tcncros oculus milu fascinat agnos ” 

- WINTER 

Vcr 13 — Thames heard, Sre 
*’ Audiit Eurotas, jussitquc ediscerc lauros ” Vitg 

Vcr 23, 24, 25 
" InducUc fonlibus umbras — 

Et tumulum facile, ct tumulo superaddite carmen ’’ 

Vcr 69, 70 

“miritur limen Olympi, 

Sub pedibusque iidit nubes et s}dcra Dapliius ” Virg 
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Vcr 8x 

“ illius aram 

Sicpc Icner nostns all ovilibus imbuet agnus " Vtrff 
Ver 86 , 

“solet esse gravis cantantibus umbra. 
Jumper! gravis umbra.” 


A_SACRED ECLOGT^ 

IW IMITATION OF VIRGIL’S POLLIO, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

In reading several passages of the Prophet Isaiah, which foretell 
the coming of Christ and the fdicities attending it, I could not but 
observe a remarkable panty between many of the thoughts, and 
those in the Pollio of Viigil This will not seem surprising, when 
we reflect, that the Eclogue was taken from a Sibyllmc prophecy 
on the same subject One may judge that Virgil did not copy it 
line by line, but made use of such ideas as best agreed with the 
nature of pastoral poetry, and disposed th^ in that manner which 
sen cd most to beautify his piece 1 have endeavoured the same 
m this imitation of him, though without admitting anything of my 
own, since it was written with this particular view, that the 
reader, by companng the seicrxl thoughts, might sec how far the 
images and descriptions of the prophet arc superior to those of the 
poet But as I fear I hase prejudiced them by my management, 
I shall subpm the passages of Isaiah, and those of Virgil, under 
the same disadvantage of a literal translation 

Ye n>inphs of Solyma 1 begin the song* 

To heavenly themes subhraer strains belong 
The mossy fountains, and the sylvan shades, 
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The dreams of Pmdus and the Aoman maids, 

Delight no more — 0 thou my voice inspire 
Wlio touched Isaiah’s hallowed lips with fire ! 

Rapt into future times, the bard begun 
A Virgin shall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son' 

From Jesse’s root behold a branch arise. 

Whose sacred flower with fragrance fills the skies* 10 
The ethereal spirit o’er its leaves shall move. 

And on its top descends the mystic dove 
Ye heavens ' from high the dewy nectar pour. 

And in soft silence shed the kindly shower ' 

The sick and weak the healing plant shall aid. 

From storms a shelter, and frdm heat a shade 
All crimes shall cease, and ancient fraud shall fail , 
Returning Justice lift aloft her scale , 

Peace o’er the world her olive wand extend^ 

And white-robed Innocence from heaven descend , zo 
Swifl: fly the years, and rise tlie expected morn ' 

Oh soring to light, auspicious Babe, be born ! 

See Nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring, 

With all the incense of the breathing spnng. 

See lofty Lebanon his head advance. 

See nodding forests on the mountains dance * 

See spicy clouds from lowly Saron rise, 

And Carmel’s flowery top perfumes the skies ' j 

Hark' a glad voice the lonely desert cheers, | 

Prepare the way' a God, a God appears. 30 

A God, a God ' the vocal hills reply. 

The rocks proclaim the approaching Deity 
Lo, earth receives him from the bending skies ! 

Sink down ye mountains, and ye valleys nse, 

With heads declined, ye cedkrs homage pay. 

Be smooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way' 
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The Saviour comes ' by ancient bards foretold 
Hear him, ye deaf, and all ye blind, behold* 

He from thick films shall purge the visual ray, 

And on the sightless eyeball pour the day „ 4° 

’Tis he the obstructed paths of sound shall clear, 

And bid new music charm the unfolding ear 
The dumb shall sing, the lame his crutch forego, 

And leap exulting like the bounding roe 
No sigh, no murmur the unde world shall hear. 

From every face he wipes off every tear 
In adamantine chains shall deatli be bound, 

And hell’s grim tyrant feel the eternal wound 
As the good shepherd terids his fleecy care. 

Seeks freshest pasture and the purest am, 5< 

Explores the lost, the wandering sheep directs. 

By day o’ersees them, and by night protects. 

The tender lambs he raises in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and m his bosom warms ; 

Thus shall mankind his guardian care engage, 

The promised father of the future age 
No more shall nation against nation rise, 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 

Nor fields unth gleaming steel be covered o’er, 

The brazen trumpets kindle rage no morej ^ 

But useless lances into scythes shall bend. 

And the broad falchion in a ploughshare end' 

Then palaces shall nse, the joyful Son 
Shall finish what his short-lived Sire begun. 

Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield. 

And the same hand that sowed shall reap the field 
The swam in barren deserts with surprise 
See lilies spring, and sudden verdure nse. 

And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 
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New falls of water murmuring in his ear 70 

On rifted rocks, the dragon’s late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrusli nods 
Waste sandy ^ alleys, once perple\ed with thorn, 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn . 

To leafless shrubs the flowering palms succeed. 

And odorous myrtle to the noisome weed. 

The lambs nith wolves shall graze the verdant mead. 
And boys m flouery bands the tiger lead, 

The steer and lion at one cnb shall meet, 

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim’s feet 80 

The smiling infant m his hand shall take 
The crested basilisk and speckled snake, 

Reased the green lustre of the scales survey. 

And with their forky tongues shall innocently play 
Rise, cronned with light, impenal Salem, rise ’ 

Exalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes ' 

See, a long race thy spacious courts adorn, 

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn. 

In crowding ranks on every side arise. 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies ' 90 

See barbarous nations at thy gates attend. 

Walk m thy light, and in th) temple bend, 

See thy bright altars thronged with prostrate kings. 

And heaped with products of Sabaean springs ' 

For tliee Idume’s spicy forests blow. 

And seeds of gold in Ophir’s mountains glow 
See heaven its sparkling portals wide display. 

And break upon thee in a flood of day' 

No more the rising sun shall gild the morn, 

Nor evening Cynthia fill her silver horn, 100 

But lost, dissolved m thy superior rays. 

On© tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 
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O’eiflow thy courts the light himself shall shine 
Revealed, and God’s eternal day be thme • 

The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay. 
Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away. 

But fixed his word, his saving power remains, — 
Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiah reigns • 


WINDSOR !• OREST 

ro THE RIGHT HONOURABLE GEORGE, LORD LANSDOW'N. - 

Non injussa cano tc noslrae, Varc, mj'ncoe, 

Te Nemus omnc cmet , ncc Phcebo gratior nlla csl 
Quam sibi qua: Van pncscnpsit pagini nomcn 

Virg Lcl vi 10-12 

This poem was written at two dificrcnt times the fiist part of 
It, which rchtcs to the countiy, in the year 1704, at the same time 
with the Pastorals the latter part wis not added till the }car 
1713, in which It was published Uic division is at line 289 

Thy forests, Windsor ' and thy green retreats, 

At once the monarch’s and the muse’s seats, 

Invite my lays Be present, sylvan maids ' 

Unlock jour springs, and open all your shades 
Granville commands , your aid, O muses, bring 1 
What muse for Granville can refuse to sing> 

The groves of Eden, vanished now so long, 

Live in description, and look green in song 
These, were my breast inspired with equal ilame. 

Like them in beauty, should bd like m fame *10 

Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain. 

Here earth and water seem to strive again , 

Not chaos-like together crushed and bruised. 

But, as the world, harmoniously confused , 

^Vhere order m variety we see. 
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And wliere, though all things differ, all agree. 
jagrejKgving groves a chequered scene display, 
And part admit, and part exclude the day. 

As some coy nymph her lover’s warm address 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repress 
There, interspersed in lawns and opening glades. 
Thin trees arise that shun each other’s shades 
Here in full hght the russet plains extend 
There wrapt in clouds the blueish hills ascend. 
Even the wild heath displays her purple dyes, 

And ’midst the desert fruitful fields arise. 

That crowned with tufted trees and springing corn, 
Like verdant isles the sable waste adorn 
Let India boast her plants, nor envy we 
The weeping amber or the balmy tree. 

While by our oaks the precious loads are born. 

And realms commanded which those trees adorn 
Not proud Olympus yields a nobler sight. 

Though gods assembled grace his towering height. 
Than what more humble mountains offer here. 
Where, in their blessings, all those gods appear. 

See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona croiraed. 
Here blushing Flora paints the enamelled ground. 
Here Ceres’ gifts in waving prospect stand. 

And nodding tempt the joyful reaper’s hand 
Rich industry sits smiling on the plains. 

And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns 
Not thus the land appeared in ages past, 

A dreary desert, and a gloomy wastes 
To savage beasts and savage laws a prey. 

And kings more funous and severe than theyj 
Who claimed the skies, dispeopled air and floods. 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods . 
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Cities laid waste,* they stormed the dens and caves, 

(For wiser brutes were backward to be slaves ) 50 

What could be free, when lawless beasts obeyed, > 

And even the elements a tyrant swayed? 

In vain kind seasons swelled the teeming gram, 

Soft showers distilled, and suns grew warm in vain. 

The swain with teais his frustrate labour jnelds. 

And famished dies amidst Ins ripened fields 
What wonder then, a beast or subject slam 
Were equal crimes m a despotic reign ? 

Both doomed alike, for sportive tjTants bled, 

But while the subject starved, the beast was fed 60 
Frond Urmrod first the bloody chase began, 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man 

Our haughty Norman boasts that barbarous name, 

And makes his trembling slaves the royal game 
The fields are rarnshed from the industrious swains. 
From men their cities, and from gods their fanes 
The levelled towns with weeds lie covered o’er , 

The hollow winds through naked temples roar , 

Round broken columns clasping ivy twined , 

O’er heaps of rum stalked the stately hind , 70 

The fox obscene to gaping tombs retires, 

And savage bowlings fill the sacred quires 
Awed by his nobles, by his commons curst, 

The oppressor ruled tyrannic where he durst, 

Stretched o’er the poor and church his iron rod, 

And served alike his vassals and his God 
iniom e\ en the Sa\on spared and bloody Dane, 

The wanton victims of his sport remain 

' Alluding to the destruction made m the New Forest, and the 
tyrannies exercised there by Willinm I 
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But see, the man ■who spacious regions gave 
A ivaste for beasts, himself denied a grave > 8o 

Stretched on the lawn his second hope survey. 

At once the chaser, and at once the prey. 

Lo Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart. 

Bleeds in the forest like a wounded hart 
Succeeding monarchs heard the subjects’ cries, 

Nor saw displeased the peaceful cottage rise 
Then gathering flocks on unknown mountains fed. 

O’er sandy wilds were yellow harvests spread, 

The forests wondered at the unusual grain. 

And secret transport touched the conscious swain 90 
Fair liberty, Britannia’s goddess, rears 
Her cheerful head, and leads the golden years 
Ye •vigorous swains ' while youth ferments your blood, 
And purer spmts swell the spnghtly flood, 

Now range the hills, the gameful ivoods beset, 

Wind the shrill horn, or spread the wnving net 
■\^Tien milder autumn summer’s heat succeeds, 

And in the new'-shom field the partridge feeds, 

Before his lord the ready spaniel bounds, 

Panting wnth hope, he tnes the furrowed grounds , 100 
But when the tainted gales the game betray. 

Couched close he lies, and meditates the prej 
Secure they trust the unfaithflil field beset. 

Till hovenng o’er ’em sw'eeps the swelling net 
Thus (if small things ive may -wath great compare) 

When Albion sends her eager sons to war. 

Some thoughtless towm, wth ease and plenty blest. 

Near, and more near, the closing lines invest. 

Sudden they seize the amazed, defenceless pnze, 

And high m air Britannia's standard flies no 

See ' from the brake the whirring pheasant springs, 



396 


JUVENILE POEMS 


And mounts exulting on triumphant ivmgs • 

Short IS his joy, he feels the fiery wound, 

Flutters m blood, and panting beats the ground 
Ah > what avail his glossy, varying dyes, 

His purple crest, and scarlet-circled eyes, 

The vivid green his shining plumes unfold. 

His painted wings, and breast that flames with gold ? 

Nor yet, when moist Arcturus clouds the sby, 

The woods and fields their pleasing toils deny. 120 
To plains with well-breathed beagles we repair, 

And trace the mazes of the circling hare 
(Beasts, urged by us, their fellow-beasts pursue. 

And learn of man each other to undo) 

With slaughtering guns the unweaned fowler roves. 
When frosts have whitened all the naked groves , 

Where doves in flocks the leafless trees o’ershade, 

.\nd lonely woodcocks haunt the watery glade 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye , 

Straight a short thunder breaks the frozen sky 
Oft, as m airy rings they skim the heath. 

The clamorous lapwings feel the leaden death 
Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 

They fall, and leave their little lives in air 
In genial spnng, beneath the quivering shade, 

■Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead. 

The patient fisher takes his silent stand, 

Intent, his angle trembling m his hand 
With looks unmoved, he hopes the scaly breed. 

And -eyes the dancing cork, and bending reed. 

Our plenteous streams a vanous race supply. 

The bright-eyed perch ivith fins of Tyrian dye 
The silver eel, in shining volumes rolled. 

The yellow carp, in scales bedropped with gold. 





"Rouse Uie Jleet harl, and cheer the opening hound ' 

Page 397 , 
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Swift trouts, diversified with crimson stains, 

And pikes, the tyrants ofjthe watery plains 
Now Cancer glow s with Phoebus’ fiery car 
The youth rush eager to the sylvan war, 

^Swarm o’er the lawns, the forest wralks surround, 

House the fleet hart, jind cheer the opening hound 150 
The impatient courser pants in every vein, 

And, pawing, seems to beat the distant plain 
Hills, vales, and floods appear already crossed. 

And ere he starts, a thousand steps are lost 
See the bold )Outh strain up the threatening steep. 
Hush through the thickets, dow'n the valleys sweep, 
Hang o’er their coursers’ heads with eager speed, 

And earth rolls back beneath the flying steed 
Let old Arcadia boast her ample plain. 

The immortal huntress, and her virgin tram; 160 
Nor env)', Windsor • since thy shades have seen 
As bright a goddess, and as chaste a queen ; 

^\Tiose care, like hers, protects the sylvan reign. 

The earth’s fair light, and empress of the mam 
Here too, ’tis sung, of old Diana strayed. 

And Cjuithus’ top forsook for Windsor shade ; 

Here was she seen o’er airy wastes to rove. 

Seek the clear spring, or haunt the pathless grove; 

Here armed with silver bow's, in early dawn. 

Her buskmed virgins traced the dewy lawn 170 

Above the rest a rural nymph was famed. 

Thy offspnng, Thames ^ the fair Lodona named , 
(Lodona’s fate, m long oblmon cast. 

The muse shall sing, and what she sings shall last) 
Scarce could the goddess from her nymph be knoivn. 

But by the crescent and the golden zone 
She scorned the praise of beauty, and the care, 
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A belt her -vvaist, a fillet binds her hair ; 

A painted quiver on licr shoqlder sounds, ' 

And ivith her dart the flying deer she wounds. iSo 
It chanced, as eager of the chase, the maid 
Be) ond the forest’s \ erdant limits stra) cd, 

Pan saw and loved, and, burning vsilh desire, 

Pursued her flight, her flight increased his fire. 

Not half so swift the trembling do\ es can fly. 

When the fierce eagle cleaves tlic liquid sbyj 
Not half so smftl) the fierce eagle moves, 

WHien through the clouds he dnves the trembling doves; 
As from the god she flew with furious pace. 

Or as the god, more furious, uigcd the chase. 190 
Now fainting, sinking, pale, the n)mph appears. 

Now close behind, his sounding steps she hears , 

And now his shadow reached her as she run, 

His shadow lengthened by the setting sun , 

And now his shorter breath, vnth sultry air. 

Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 

In vain on Father Thames she calls for aid. 

Nor could Diana help her injured maid 
Faint, breathless, thus she prayed, nor prayed in vain , 
“ Ah, Cynthia ' ah — though banished from thy train. 
Let me, O let me, to the shades repair, 201 

My native shades — there weep, and murmur there ” 

She said, and melting as in tears she lay, 

In a soft, silver stream dissolved away. 

The silver stream her v'urgin coldness keeps. 

For ever murmurs, and for ever w'eeps , 

Still bears the name ^ the hapless virgin bore. 

And bathes the forest where she ranged before 


^ Tlie mer Loddon 


r 
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In her chaste current oft the goddess laves, 

And vitli celestial tSars augments the i\aves 21c 

Oft in her glass ^ the musing shepherd spies 

The headlong mountains and the downward skies, 

The watery landscape of the pendant woods, 

And absent trees that tremble in the floods ; 

In the clear azure gleam the flocks are seen, 

And floating forests paint the waves w ith green, 

1 hrough the fair scene roll slow the hngenng streams. 
Then foaming pour along, and rush into the Thames 
Thou, too, great father of the Bntish floods • 

With joyful pride sur\ eyest our lofty woods ; 220 

Where towering oaks their '“growang honours rear. 

And future naMes on thy shores appear. 

Not Neptune’s self from all her streams receives 
A wealthier tribute than to thine he gives 
No seas so rich, so gay no banks appear. 

No lake so gentle, and no spring so clear 
Nor Po so swells the fabling poet’s lays. 

While led along the skies his current strays. 

As thine, which \nsits Windsor’s famed abodes. 

To grace the mansion of our earthly gods ; 230 

Nor all his stars above a lustre show, 

Like the bnght beauties on thy banks below'. 

Where Joi e, subdued by mortal passion still. 

Might change Olympus for a nobler hill 

Happy the man w'hom this bnght court appro\ es. 

His sovereign favours, and his country loves 
Happy ne\t him, who to these shades retires. 

Whom nature charms, and whom the muse inspires 
Whom humbler joys of home-felt quiet please. 


* These SIX lines ^\e^e added after the first WTiting of thu poem 
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Successive study, exercise, and case. 240 

He gathers healtti from herbs the forest 5 lelds, 

And of their fragrant physic spoils the fields : 

With chjTOic art exalts tlie mineral powers, 

And draws the aromatic souls of flowers 
Now' marks the course of rolling orbs on liigh ; 

O'er figured worlds now travels w ith his eye ; 

Of ancient w'rit unlocks the learned store, 

Consults the dejid, and In es past ages o’er : 

Or w'andenng thoughtful in the silent wood, 

Attends tlie duties of the wise and good, 250 

To observe a mean, be to himself a fnend, 

To follow nature, and regatd his end ; 

Or looks on heaven with more than mortal eyes, 

Bids his free soul expatiate in the skies, 

Amid her kindred stars familiar roam. 

Survey the region, and confess her home ! 

Such was the life great Scipio once admired : — 

Thus Atticus, and Tnimbal thus retired. 

Ye sacred nine 1 that all my soul possess, 

Whose raptures fire me, and whose visions bless, 260 
Bear me, O bear me to sequestered scenes. 

The boweiy mazes, and surrounding greens . 

To Thames’s banks, which fragrant breezes fill. 

Or where ye muses sport on Cooper’s Hill. 

(On Cqoper’s Hill eternal wTcaths shall grow, 

While lasts the mountain, or while Thames shall 
flow' ) 

I seem through consecrated walks to rove, 

I hear soft music die along the grove 

Led by the sound, I roam from shade to shade, • 

By god-like poets v'enerable made 270 

Here his first lays majestic Denharn sung, 
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There the last numbers flowed from Cowley’s 
tongue ^ 

Oh early lost ' what tears the river shed, 

When the sad pomp along his banks was led ? 

His drooping swans on every note expire, 

And on his willow s hung each muse's IjTe 
Since fate relentless stopped their heavenly voice. 

No more the forests ring, or groves rejoice , 

Who now shall charm the shades where Cowley 
strung 

His living harp, and lofty Denham sung ? 280 

But hark ' the groves rejoice, the forest rings ' 

Are these revived ? or is it Granville sings ? 

’Tis yours, my lord, to bless our soft retreats. 

And call the muses to their ancient seats , 

To paint anew the floweiy sylvan scenes. 

To crown the forests with immortal greens. 

Make Windsor Hills in lofty numbers rise, 

And lift her turrets nearer to the skies , 

To sing those honours you deserve to wear. 

And add new lustre to her silver star ' ^ 290 

Here noble Surrey felt the sacred rage, 

Surrey, the Granville of a former age 
Matchless his pen, victorious was his lance. 

Bold in the hsts, and graceful in the dance . 

In the same shades the cupids turned his lyre,' 

* Mr Cowley died at Chertsey, on the borders of the forest, and 
was from thence conveyed to Westminster 
® All the lines that follow were not added to the poem till file 
next year 1710 What immediately followed this, and made the 
conclusion, were these — 

“ My humble muse in unambitious strains,” See. 

® Henty Howard, Earl of Surrej, one of the first refiners of the 
English poetry , w ho flourished in the time of Henry VIII 
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To the same notes, of love, and soft desire 
Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow. 

Then filled the groves, as heavenly Mira now * 

Oh wouldst thou sing nhat lieroes Windsor bore, 
What kings first breathed upon her unnding shore, 300 
Or raise old warriors, whose adored remains 
In iieeping vaults her hallowed earth contains ' 

With Edward’s acts " adorn the shining page, 

Stretch his long triumphs down through every age, 
Draw monarchs chained, and Crcssi’s glonous field, 

The lilies bla2ing on the regal shield • 

Then, from her roofs when Vemo’s colours fall, 

And leave inanimate the naked wall. 

Still m thy song should vanquished France appear, 

And bleed for ever under Britain’s spear 310 

Let softer strains ill-fated Henry mourn,^ 

And palms eternal flourish round his urn 
Here o’er the martjT-king the marble weeps. 

And, fast beside him, once-feared Eduard sleeps 
Whom not the extended Albion could contain. 

From old Selenum ® to the northern main, 

The grave unites , where e’en the great find rest. 

And blended lie the oppressor, and the opprest ' 

Make sacred Charles’s tomb for ever known 
(Obscure the place, and uninscribed the stone), ^20 
Oh fact accursed ! what tears has Albion shed, 

Heavens, what new wounds I and how her old Have 
bled • 

She saw her sons with purple deaths evpire, 

Her sacred domes involved in rolling fire, 

i Mira of Granville was the Countess of New Duiirli 
» Edward Illbom here ^ 

Henry VI « Edw ard IV » The Land’s End 
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A dreadful senes of intestine wars, 

Inglorious triumphs and dishonest scars 
At length great Anna said, “ Let discord cease • ” - 
She said > the world obeyed, and all was peace » 

In that blest moment from his oozy bed 
Old Father Thames advanced his reverend head 330 
His tresses dropped with dews, and o’er the stream 
His shining horns diffused a golden gleam 
Graved on his urn appeared the moon, that guides 
His swelling waters and alternate tides , 

The figured streams m waves of silver rolled. 

And on their banks Augusta rose m gold 
Around his throne the sea-bom brothers stood, 

’IVho swell ivith tnbutary urns his flood , 

First the famed authors of his ancient name. 

The mnding Is^is, atid the fiiiitful Thame 340 

The Kennet swift, for silver eels renowned ; 

The Loddon slow', with verdant alders crowned; 

Cole, whose dark streams his flow ery islands lave ; 

And chalky Wey, that rolls a milky wave ' 

The blue, transparent Vandalis appears , 

The gulfy Lee his sedg)' tresses rears , 

And sullen Mole, that ludes his diving flood , 

And silent Darent, stained with Danish blood 
High m the midst, upon his um reclined 
(His sea-green mantle w'aving with the wnnd), 350 
The god appeared he turned his azure eyes 
Where Windsor domes and pompous turrets nse; 

Then bowred and spoke , the winds foiget to roar, 

And the hushed waves glide softly to the shore 
Hail, sacred peace ' hail, long-expected days. 

That Thames's glory to the stars shall raise 1 
Though Tiber’s streams immortal Rome behold. 
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Though foaming Hermus swells with tides of gold, 
From heaven itself though sevenfold Nilus flows, 

And harvests on a hundred realms bestows ; 360 

These now no more sliall be the muse's themes, 

Lost in my fame, as in the sea their streams. 

Let Volga’s banks with iron squadrons shme, 

And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine; 

Let barbarous Ganges arm a servile train , 

Be mine the blessings of a peaceful reign. 

No more my sons shall dye with British blood 
Red Iber’s sands, or later’s foaming flood . 

Safe on my shore each unmolested swam 

Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded gram ; 370 

The shady empire shall retain no trace 

Of war or blood, but m the sylvan chase j 

The trumpet sleep, while cheerful horns are blown, 

And arms employed on birds and beasts alone. 

Behold ! the ascending villas on my side 
Project long shadows o’er the crj'stal tide 
Behold I Augusta’s glittering spires increase, 

And temples nse,^ the beauteous works of peace 
I see, I see, where two fair cities bend 
Their ample bow, a new Whitehall ascend • 380 

'ITlere mighty nations shall inquire their doom, 

The world's great oracle in times to comej 
There kings shall sue, and suppliant states be seen 
Once more to bend before a Bnlish queen 
Thy trees, fair Windsor ' now shall leave their w'oods, 
And half thy forests rush into thy floods, 

Bear Britain’s thunder, and her cross display, 

To the bright regions of the rising day. 


^ The fifty new churches- 
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Tempt icy seas, ■Rhere scarce the waters roll, 

Where clearer flames glow round tlie frozen pole. 390 
Or under southern skies exalt their sails. 

Led by new stars, and borne by spicy gales ! 

For me the balm shall bleed, and amber flow, 

The coral redden, and the ruljy glow. 

The pearly shell its lucid globe infold. 

And Phoebus warm the npemng ore to gold 
The tune shall come, when, free as seas or ivind, 
Unbounded Thames^ shall flow for all mankind, 

■Whole nations enter with each swelling tide. 

And seas but join the regions they divide ; 400 

Earth’s distant ends our gloiy shall behold. 

And the new world launch forth to seek the old. 

Then ships of uncouth form shall stem the tid(^ 

And feathered people crowd my wealthy side. 

And naked youths and painted chiefs admire 
Our speech, our colour, and our strange attire' 

0 stretch thy reign, fair peace' from shore to shore, 

Till conquest cease, and slavery be no more , 

Till the freed Indians in their native groves 

Reap tlieir o,wn fruits, and woo their sable loves, 410 

Peru once more a race of kmgs behold. 

And other Mexicos be roofed with gold. 

Exiled by thee from earth to deepest hell. 

In brazen bonds shall barbarous discord dwell. 

Gigantic pnde, pale terror, gloomy care. 

And mad ambition, shall attend her there • 

There purple vengeance bathed m gore retires. 

Her weapons blunted, and extinct her fires : 

There hateful envy her own snakes shall feel, 

^ A wish that London may be made a free port. 
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And persecution mourn her broken wheel 420 

There faction roar, rebellion bite her chain, 

And gasping funes thirst for blood in vain 

Here cease thy flight, nor with unhallowed lays 
Touch the fair fame of Albion’s golden days 
The thoughts of gods let Granville’s verse recite. 

And bring the scenes of opening fate to light 
My humble muse, in unambitious strains. 

Paints the green forests and the flowery plains. 

Where peace descending bids her olives spnng, 

And scatters blessings from her dove-like iving 430 
Even I more sweetly pass my careless days. 

Pleased in the silent shade with empty praise , 

Enough for me, that to the listening swains 
First m these fields I sung the sylvan strains. 




ODE ON ST CECILIA’S DAY, 

MDCCl'IlI 

AND OTHER PIECES FOR MUSIC 


1 

j 


ODE FOR MUSIC ON ST CECILIA’S DAY 


Descend, ye Nine • descend and sing , 
The breathing instruments inspire. 
Wake into voice each silent stnng. 

And sweep the sounding lyre ! 

In a sadly-pleasing strain 


Let the warbling lute complain 
I.et the loud trumpet sound. 
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Till the roofs all around 
The shnll echoes rebound. 

While in more lengthened notes and slow, 10 
7 'he deep, majestic, solemn organs blow 
Hark • the numbers soft and clear, 

Gently steal upon the ear , 

Now louder, and yet louder rise 
And fill with spreading sounds the skies , 
Exulting m triumph now swell the bold notes. 

In broken air, trembling, the wild music floats, 
Till, by degrees, remote and small. 

The strains decay, 

And melt away, * 20 

In a dying, dying fall 

II 

By music, minds an equal temper know, 

Nor swell too high, nor sink too low. 

If in the breast tumultuous joys arise, 

Music her soft, assuasive voice applies , 

Or when the soul is pressed with cares. 

Exalts her in enlivening airs 
Warriors she fires with animated sounds ; 

Pours balm into the bleeding lover’s wounds 
Melancholy lifts her head, 30 

Morpheus rouses from his bed, 

Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes. 

Listening envy drops her snakes , 

Intestine war no more our passions wage. 

And giddy factions hear away their rage 

ni 

But when our country’s cause provokes to arms. 
How martial music every bosom warms 1 
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So when the first bold vessel dared the seas, 

High on the stern the Thracian raised his strain) 
While Argo saw her kindred trees 40 
Descend from Pehon to the mam 
Transported demi-gods stood round, ^ 

And men grew heroes at the sound, 

Inflamed uith glory’s charms • 

Each chief his sevenfold shield displayed. 

And half unsheathed the shining blade . 

And seas, and rocks, and skies rebound. 

To arms, to arms, to arms > 

IV. 

But when through all the infernal bounds, 

Which flaming Phlegethon surrounds, 50 

Love, strong as death, the poet led 
To the pale nations of the dead. 

What sounds were heard, 

What scenes appeared. 

O’er all the dreary coasts I 
Dreadful gleams, 

Dismal screams. 

Fires that glow, 

Shneks of w'oe, 

Sullen moans, 60 

Hollow groans. 

And cnes of tortured ghosts * 

But hark' he stakes the golden lyre. 

And see' the tortured ghosts respire, 

* Apollonius says, that '\Vhen the Argo u "is sailing near the 
coast where the centaur Chiron dwelt, he came down to the lery 
matgin of the sea, bringing his wife with the young Achilles m her 
arms, that he might show the child to his father Pcleiis, who w is 
on his voyage w ith the other Aigon'iiits 




"Bui, hark, he eirtkes the goUcn fyn- 
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See, irhady forms advance ! 

Thy stone, O Sisyphus, stands still, 

Ixion rests upon Ins nheel, 

And the pale spectres dance ' 

The furies sink upon their iron beds, 

And snakes uncurled hang listening round their 
heads 70 

V 

B) the streams that ever flow, 

B}' the fragrant winds that blow 
O’er the El}sian fioners, 

Bj those happ) souls Mho dwell- 
In } ellow meads of Asphodel, 

Or Amaranthine boners, 

'By the hero's armed shades, 

Ghttcnng through the gloomy glades. 

By the youths that died for lo\e. 

Wandering m the myrtle gro\e, 80 

Restore, restore Eurj’dice to life 
Oh take the husband, or return the Mifcl 
^ He sung, and hell consented 
To hear the poet’s prayer; 

Stem Proserpine relented. 

And gave him back the fair. 

Thus song could prevail 
O'er death, and o’er hell, 

A conquest how hard and how glorious 1 
Though fate had fast bound her 90 

With Styx nine times round her, 

Yet music and love ivere victonous 

VI 

But soon, too soon, the lover turns his eyes ; 
Again she falls, again she dies, she dies 1 
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How wilt thou uou the fatal sisters roove^ 

No crime was tliine, if 'Us no crime to love 
Now under hanging mountains, 

Beside the fall of fountains, 

Or where Hebrus wanders, 

Rolling in hlseanders, loo 

All alone. 

Unheard, unknomi, 

He makes his moan; 

And calls her ghost^ 

For ever, ever, ever lost > 

Now with furies surrounded. 

Despairing, confounded. 

He trembles, he glows. 

Amidst Rhodope’s snows , 109 

See, wnid as the winds, o’er the desert he flies, 

Hark> Hiemus resounds with the Bacchanals’ 

cnes — I 

All see, he dies I 1 

Yet even in death Eurjdice he sung, I 

Eurydice still trembled on his tongue, | 

Euij'dice the w'oods, | 

Euij’dice the floods, I 

Eurydice the rocks, and hollow" mountains rung j 

VII I 

Music the fiercest grief can charm, | 

And fate’s severest rage disarm j 

L Music can soften pain to ease, 120 i 

j And make despair and madness please } 

Our joys below it can improve, | 

And antedate the bliss above. | 

Tins the divine Cecilia found, | 
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And lo her Miner’s pmise confined the sound 
^Vnen the fnU origun joins the tuneful choir, 
The inimort-il powers incline their ear, 
fj on the .v\c1nn ^ g notes our souls aspir e. 
^^hilc so^ fiiai Lairs improve the sicred fire, 
And angels lean from hea\en to hMr 13 
Of Orjihcus now no more let poets tell, 

To bnght Ccciha greater power is gnen, 

Ills numbers raised a shade from hell, 

Hers lift the soul to hc^^ on 


WO CII011L‘SIJ5 TO TllL TRVGLDY OF BRUTUS > 


CHORUS or ATIIUNTANS 
sTnointc 1 

Vc shades, where sacred truth is sought j 
Gro%cs, where immortal sages taught, 

\\liere hcaacnly Msions Plato fired, 

And Epicurus lay inspired* 

In vain your guiltless laurels stood 
Unspotted long w ilh human blood. 
tVar, homd war, your thoughtful walks invades. 
And steel now glitters in the muses’ shades. 

ANTISTROPHE I 

Oh, heaven-born sisters • source of art ' 

V/ho charm the sense, or mend the heart, 10 
Who lead fair Virtue’s tram along. 

Moral truth, and mystic song > 

* Allcrcd from Shal espeire by the Duke of Buckingham, it 
■whose dcirc these two choruses w ere composed to supply as many 
wmting in liis play TIiC) were set many jcirs afterwards by the 
famous Bononcmi, and performed at Buckingham House 
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H.0W wilt thou now the fatal sisters move ? 

No crime was thine, if ’tis no crime to love 
Now under hanging mountains. 

Beside the fall of fountains. 

Or where Hebrus wanders, 

Rolling in Mseanders, loo 

All alone, 

Unheard, unknown. 

He makes his moan] 

And calls her ghost. 

For ever, ever, ever lost ' 

Now with funes surrounded, 

Despawmg, confounded, 

He trembles, he glows, 

Amidst Rhodope's snows , 109 

See, mid as the wmds, o’er the desert he flies, 
Hark I Hmmus resounds with the Biicchanals’ 
cries — 

Ah see, he dies 1 

Yet even in death Eur}'dice he sung, 

Eurydice still trembled on his tongue, 

Eurydice the woods, 

Eurydice the floods, 

Eurydice the rocks, and hollow mountains rung 

YII. 

Music the fiercest gnef can charm. 

And fate’s severest rage disarm 
Music can soften pain to ease, 120 

I And make despair and madness please 
Our ]oys below it can improve. 

And antedate the bliss above 


Tins the divine Cecilia found, 
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And to her Maker’s praise confined tire sound 
When the full organ joins the tuneful choir, 

The immortal powers incline their ear, 

|\ 33 orne on the swelling notes our souls asnir e. 

[f While snlfimn airs imprnvp th e sacred fire. 

And angels lean from heaven to hear. 130 
Of Orpheus now no more let poets tell. 

To bright Cecilia greater power is given. 

His numbers raised a shade from hell. 

Hers lift the soul to heaven 


T\yo CHORUSES TO THE TRAGEDY OF BRUTUS ^ 


CHORUS OF ATHENIANS 
STROwn: r 

Ye shades, where sacred truth is sought ; 

Groves, where immortal sages taught , 

Where heavenly visions Plato fired. 

And Epicurus lay inspired ' 

In vain your guiltless laurels stood 
Unspotted long with human blood 
War, hornd war, your thoughtful walks invades, 
And steel now glitters in the muses’ shades 

ANTISTROPHE I 

Oh, heaven-born sisters • source of art • 

"Who charm the sense, or mend the heart, 10 
Who lead fair Virtue’s tram along, 

Moral truth, and mystic song ' 

^ Altered from Shakespeare by the Duke of Buckingham, ''t 
whose desire these two idioruscs were composed to snppl> as man% 
w anting in his play They w ere set inanj j cars afterw tn\s In the 
famous Bononcini, and performed at Buckingham Ilouce 
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To what new clime, what distant sky, 

Forsaken, friendless, shall ye ily? 

Say, will you bless the bleak Atlantic shore? 

Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more? 

STROPHE ir 

JVhen Athens sinks by fates unjust. 

When w’lld barbanans spurn her dust. 

Perhaps even Britain’s utmost shore 

Shall cease to blush with stranger’s gore, 20 

See arts her savage sons control. 

And Athens nsing near the pole • 

Till some new tyrant lifts his purple hand, 

And civil madness tears them from the land 

ANTISTROPHE II 

Ye gods! what justice rules the ball? 

Freedom and arts together fallj 
Fools grant whate’er ambition craves, 

And men, once ignorant, are slaves. 

Oh, cursed effects of civil hate. 

In eveiy age, in every state ' 30 

Still, when the lust of tyraut power succeeds. 

Some Athens perishes, some Tully bleeds. 


CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS » 

SEMICHORUS 

Oh, tyrant Love ' hast thou possest 
The prudent, learned, and virtuous breast? 
Wisdom and wit in vain reclaim, 

^ This chorus follows 1 scene in which Varius, a young Romm 
hred it Athens, has confessed to Brutus his hopeless passion for the 
sister of the litter, Junia, the wife of Cassius 
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And arts but soften us to feel thy flame 
Love, soft intruder, enters here. 

But entering learns to be sincere 
Marcus with blushes oivns he loves, 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 

Why, virtue, dost thou blame desire, 
"Which nature has imprest? 

Why, Nature, dost thou soonest fire 
The mild and generous breast ? 

CHORUS 

Love's purer flames the gods approve j 
The gods and Brutus bend to love 
Brutus for absent Portia sighs. 

And sterner Cassius melts at Junia’s eyes. 
What IS loose love ? a transient gust, 
Spent in a sudden storm of lust, 

A vapour fed from wild desire, 

A wandering, self-consuming fire. 

But Hymen’s kinder flames unite ; 

And burn for ever one, 

Chaste as cold C>nthia’s virgin light, 
Productive as the sun 
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SEMICIIORUS 

Oh, source of every social tie. 

United wsh, and mutual joy! 

What vanous joys on one attend. 

As son, as father, brother, husband, friend? 
Whether his hoary sire he spies, 

While thousand grateful thoughts arise j 30 
Or meets his spouse’s fonder eye , 

Or view's his smiling progeny. 
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tVliat tender passions take their turns, 

What home-felt raptures movel 
His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 
With reverence, hope, and love. 

CHORUS 

Hence guilty ]oys, distastes, surmises. 

Hence false tears, deceits, disguises. 

Dangers, doubts, delajs, surprises; 

Fires that scorch, yet dare not shine 40 
Purest love’s unwasting treasure, 

Constant faith, fair hope, long leisure. 

Days of ease, and nights of pleasure , 

Sacred Hymen < these are thine. 


ODE ON SOLITUDE 1 

Happy the man whose wash and care 
A few paternal acres bound. 

Content to breathe his native air, 

In his own ground 

■\Wiose herds wath milk, whose fields with bread, 
"Whose flocks supply him with attire, 

"WTiose trees in summer 3aeld him shade, 

In wonter fire 

Blest, who can unconcernedly find 

Hours, days, and years slide soft aw'ay, 10 
In health of body, peace of mind, 

.Quiet by day 

1 Tlus ■tt'is a very early production of our author, witten at 
ahout twelve years old , jet Dodslcy had seen se\eral pieces of a 
Still earlier date ^ 
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Sound sleeiJ by night; study and ease, 
Togetlier mixed, sweet recreation, 
And innocence, winch most docs please 
With meditation 

. Thus let me li\ c, unseen, unknowm. 
Thus iinlamentcd let me die, 

Steal from the world, and not a stone 
Tell where I he 


rHE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL 

W'UITTnN 1712. 

ODE 

I 

Vital spark of heavenly flame 1 
Quit, oh quit this mortal frame • 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying, 

Oh, the pain, the bliss of dying 1 
Cease, fond nature, cease thy strife, 

And let me languish into life. 

ir 

Hark ' they whisper, angels say, 

Sister spint, come awray 
What is this absorbs me quite ? 

Steals my senses, shuts my sight, 

Drowns my spirits, draws my breath? 

Tell me, my soul, can this be death? 

ni , 

The world recedes'; it disappears! 

Heaven opens on my eyes ' my ears 
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With sounds seraplnc ring 
Lend, lend your wings ' I mount ' I fly » 
O grave ' where is thy victory? 

O death ' where is thy stiilg? 




TO THE MEMORY OF AN UNFORTUNATE LADY » 

This elegy ^vas fust published m 1717, but doubtless written ear- 
lier The unfortunate lady was apparently a Mrs Weston (by 
birth a Miss Gage, the sister of the first Viscount Gage, and of the 
modest Gage of Moral Essays, Ep in, v 128), who was soon 
after her marmgc separated from her husband Her case was 
warmlj taken up by Pope, by whose aid the quarrel was adjusted, 
though sv ith small thanks to him for interposing “ Buckingham’s 
lines,” says Camithers, who discusses the question at length m his 
Lt/e of Pope, eh 11 , “ suggested the outline of the picture, Mrs 
Weston's misfortunes and the poet's admiration of her gave it life 
and warmth, and imagination did the rest '' 

What beckoning ghost, along the moonlight shade 
Invites my steps, and points to yonder glade ? 

’Tis she ' — but why that bleeding bosom gored, 

Why dimly gleams the visionary sword ? 

Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly 1 tell, 

> Sec the Duke of Buckingham's verses to 1 hdy designing to 
retire into a monislcry compared with Mr Pope’s letters to seveml 
ladies, p 206 She seems to be the same person whose unfor- 
tunate death IS the subject of tins poem 

If this note was wiillen by Pope (of wliicii we have strong 
doubts), It must have been WTitten puicly for mystification and 
deception lIiC duke’s verses were first published in 'lonsoii's 
Miscellany for 1 709, when he wos m his sixtieth year, and mar- 
ried to his third wife They were, most likely, a much earlier 
jiroduction, and tins renders it iii the highest degree improbable 
that the same lady should have also been commemorated by Pope, 
who was tiiirty seven years younger than his friend — Camithers 
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Is it, iti heaven, a crime to love too well ? 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart. 

To act a lover’s or a Roman's part’ 

Is there no bright reversion in the sky, 

For those who greatly think, or bravel} die ? 

Why bade ye else, ye powers ' her soul aspire 
Above the vulgar flight of low desire? 

Ambition first sprung from 3'our blest abodes ; 

The glorious fault of angels and of gods , 

Thence to their images on earth it flows, 

And in the breasts of kings and heroes glows. 

Most souls, 'tis true, but peep out once an age, 

Dull sullen prisoners in the body’s cage 
Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years 
Useless, unseen, as lamps in sepulchres , 

Like Eastern kings a lazy state they keep. 

And close confined to their own palace, sleep 
From these perhaps (ere nature bade her die) 
Fate snatched her early to the pitying sky. 

As into air the purer spirits flow. 

And separate from their kindred dregs belort , 

So flew the soul to its congenial place. 

Nor left one virtue to redeem her race 

But thou, false guardian of a charge too good. 
Thou, mean deserter of thy brother’s blood ’ 

See on these ruby lips the trembling breath, 

^ These cheeks now fading at the blast of death 
Cold IS that breast which warmed the world before. 
And those love-darting eyes must roll no more. 
'Thus, if eternal justice rules the ball, 

Thus shall your wives, and thus your children fall; 
On all the line a sudden vengeance waits, 

And frequent hearses shall besiege j'ouf gates. 
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There passengers shall stand, and pointing say, 

(While the long funerals blacken all the way) 

Lo these were they, whose soul the furies steeled. 

And cursed with hearts unknowing how to yield 
Thus unlamented jiass the proud away, 

'The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day 1 
So perish all, wnose breast ne’er learned to glow 
For others good, or melt at others woe 
AVhat can atone (oh ever-injured shade ') 

Thy fate unpitied, and thy rights unpaid ? 

No friend’s complaint, no kind domestic tear 
Pleased thy pale ghost, or graced thy mournful bier 50 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were closed. 

By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed. 

By foreign hands thy humble grave adorned. 

By strangers honoured, and by strangers mourned ' 
What though no friends in sable weeds appear. 

Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year. 

And bear about the mockery of woe 
^ To^midnight dances, and the public show ? 

I What though no iveeping loves thy ashes grace, 

Nor polished marble emulate thy face ? 

What though no sacred earth allow thee room. 

Nor halloweB dirge be muttered o’er thy tomb ? 

Yet shall thy grave with rising flowers be drest. 

And the green tuif he lightly on thy breast 
There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow. 

There the first roses of the year shall blow , 

While angels AVith their silver wings o’crshade 
The ground, now sacred by fhy reliques made / 

So peaceful rests, without a stone, a name. 

What once-had beauty,‘titlcs-, wealth, ‘and fame 
How loved, how honoured once, avails thee not! 


60 
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To ^\llOIn related, or by whom begot, 

A heap of dust alone remains of thee, 

'Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be ' 

Poets themselves must fall, like those they sung. 
Deaf the praised ear, and mute the tuneful tongue 
Even he, whose soul now melts m mournful lays, 

Shall shortly want the generous tear he pays , 

Then from his closing eyes thy form shall part, 

And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart. So 
Life’s idle business at one gasp be o’er. 

The muse forgot, and thou be loved no more ^ 


PROLOGUE 

TO MR ADDISON'S TRAGEDY OF'cATO 

To wake the soul by renaer strokes ot art. 

To raise the genius, and to mend the heart , 

To make mankind in conscious virtue bold, 

Live o’er each scene, and be ivhat they behold 
For this the tragic muse first trod the stage, 
Commanding tears to stream through every age , 
Tyrants no more their savage nature kept. 

And foes to virtue wondered how they wept 
Our author shuns by vulgar spnngs tamove 
The hero's glory, or the virgin’s love , lo 

In pitymg love, we but our weakness show. 

And wild ambition well deserves its woe 

Here tears shall flow from a more generous cause, 

Such tears as patnots shed for dying laws 
He bids your breasts with ancient ardour rise. 

And c alls forth Roman drops from British eyes 
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Virtue confessed in human shape he draws. 

What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was . 

No common object^ to your sight displays, 

But what with pleasure heaven itself surveys, 20 

A brave man struggling m the storms of fate 
And greatly falling, ivith a falling state 
While Cato gives his little senate laws, 

What bosom beats not in his country’s cause ? 

Who sees him act, but envies every deed ? 

Who hears him groan, and does not wish to bleed ? 
Even when proud Caesar ’midst triumphal cars. 

The spoils of nations and the pomp of wars. 

Ignobly vain and impotently great. 

Showed Rome her Cato’s figure drawn in state , 30 

As her dead father’s reverend image past. 

The pomp was darkened, and the day o’ercast , 

The triumph ceased, tears gushed from every eye , 

The world’s great victor passed unheeded by , 

Her last good man dejected Rome adored, 

And honouied Cmsar less than Cato’s sword 
Britons, attgnd be worth like this approved. 

And show, you have the virtue to be moved 
With honest scorn the first famed Cato viewed 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom she subdued , 
Your scene precanously subsists too long 41 

On French translation, and Italian song 
Dare to have sense yourselves , assert the stage. 

Be justly warmed with your own native rage 
Such plays i^lone should win a British ear, 

As Cato's self had not disdained to hear ^ 

^ Tins alludes to the famous stosy of Ins going into the theatre, 
and immediately coming out again, related by MartiaL — IFarbut- 
ion 
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EPILOGUE 

TO MR ROWE'S JANE SHORE . 

DESIGNm rOR MRS OLDriFLD 

Prodigious this > the frail one of our play 
From her own sex should mercy find to-day ' ' 

You might have held the pretty head aside, 

Peeped m your fans, been serious, thus, and cried, , 

The play may pass— but that strange creature. Shore, 

I can’t — indeed now — I so hate a whore — 

Just as a blockhead rubs his thoughtless skull, 

And thanks his stars he was not born a fool , 

So from a sister sinner you shall hear, 

“ How strangely you expose yourself, my dear ' " lo 
But let me die, all raillery apart, 

Our sex are still forgiving at their heart , 

And did not ivicked custom so contrive, 

■\Ve’d be the best good-natured dungs alive 
There are, ’tis true, who tell another tale. 

That virtuous ladies envy while they rail , 

Such rage ivithout betrays the fire -within ; 

In some close comer of the soul, they sin , 

* Still hoarding up, most scandalously nice. 

Amidst their virtues a reserve of vice 20 

The godly dame, who fleshly failings damns, 

Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crams 
Would you enjoy soft nights and solid dinners? 

Faith, gallants, board with saints, and bed -with sinners 
Well, if our author in the wife offends, 

He has a husband that will make amends, 

He draws him gentle, tender, and forgiving, 

And sure such kind good creatures may be living 
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In days of old, they pardoned breach of von s, 

Stern Cato's self was no relentless spouse • 
Plu-Phitarch, what’s his name that n rites his life? 
Tells us, that Cato deaily loved his wife . 

Yet if a friend, a night or so shou/d need her. 

He’d recommend her as a special breeder. 

To lend a wife, few here would scruple make. 

But pray, which of you all would take her back < 
Though with the stoic chief our stage may ring, 

The stoic husband was the glorious thing. 

The man had courage, was a sage, ’tis true. 

And loved his countiy — but what’s that to you ? 
Those strange examples ne'er were made to fit ye 
But the kind cuckold might instruct the city • 

There, many an honest man may copy Cato, 

Who ne’er saw naked sword, or looked m Plato. 

If, after all, you think it a disgrace. 

That Edward's miss thus perks it in your facej 
To see a piece of failing flesh and blood. 

In all the rest so impudently good , 

Faith, let the modest matrons of the town 
Come here in crowds, and stare the strumpet down 5 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

The following translations were selected from many others done by 
the author in his j outh , for the most part indeed hut a sort of exer- 
cise, while he u as improv mg himself m the languages, and carried by 
Ins early bent to poetry to perform them ratlier in verse than prose 
Mr Diyden’s Fables camt out about that time, which occasioned 
the translations from Chaucer They were first separately pnnted 
in miscellanies by J Tonson and B Lintot, and afterwords col- 
lected in the quarto edition of 1717 The JmttaUom En^tsh 
Avtlms, which are added at the end, were done as early, some of 
them at fourteen or fifteen years old , but having also got into 
miscellanies, we hare put them here together to complete this 
juvenile volume 


SAPPHO TO PHAON 

(Ovid, Hmod xv ) 

- Say, lovely youth, that dost my heart command. 
Can Phaon’s eyes forget his Sappho’s hand? 
Must then her name the WTetched "writer prove, 
To thy remembrance lost, as to thy love? 

Ask not the cause that I new numbers choose. 
The lute neglected, and the lync muse , 

Love taught my tears m sadder notes to flow. 
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And tuned my heart to elegies of woe. 

I burn, I burn, as when through npened corn 
By driving winds the spreading flames are home ' 10 

Phaon to ^Etna’s scorching fields retires, 

While I consume with more than ^Etna’s fires ' 

No more my soul a charm in music finds. 

Music has charms alone' for peaceful minds 
Soft scenes of solitude no more can please, 

Love enters there, and I’m my own disease 
No more the Lesbian dames my passion move, 

Once the dear objects of my guilty love , 

All other loves are lost in only thine, 

Ah, youth ungrateful to a frame like mine • 20 

Whom would not all those blooming charms surprise, 
Those heavenly looks, and dear deluding eyes ? 

The harp and bow would you like Phoebus bear, 

A brighter Phoebus Phaon might appear. 

Would you with ivy wreath your flowing hair. 

Not Bacchus’ self with Phaon could compare • 

Yet Phoebus loved, and Bacchus felt the flame, 

One Daphne warmed, and one the Cretan dame, 
Nymphs that in verse no more could rival me, 

Than even those gods contend in charms with thee 30 
The muses teach me all their softest lays. 

And the ivide world resounds with Sappho’s praise. 
Though great Alcaius more sublimely sings. 

And strikes with bolder rage the sounding strings. 

No less renown attends the moving lyre. 

Which Venus tunes, and all her loves inspire, 

To me what nature has in charms denied, 

Is well by wit’s more lasting flame supplied 
Though short my stature, yet my name extends 
To heaven itself, and earth’s remotest ends. 

.'fK 
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Brown as I am, an Ethiopian dame 
Inspired young Perseus uith a generous flame , 

Turtles and doves of differing hues unite, 

And glossy jet is paired with shining white 
If to no charms thou wilt thy heart resign, 

But such as merit, such as equal thine. 

By none, alas ' by none thou canst be moved, 

Phaon alone by Phaon must be loved I 
Yet once thy Sappho could thy cares cmploj', 

Once in her arms you centred all 5'our joy ; 50 

No time the dear remembrance can remove, 

For oh 1 how vast a memory has love ' 

My music, then, you could for ever hear, 

And all ray words were music to your ear, 

You stopped with kisses my enchanting tongue. 

And found my kisses sweeter than my song 
In all I pleased, but most in what was best , 

And the last joy was dearer than the rest 
Then with each word, each glance, each motion fired, 
You still enjoyed, and yet you still desired, 60 

Till all dissolving in the trance we lay. 

And m tumultuous raptures died away. 

The fair Sicilians now thy soul inflame ; 

Why was I born, ye gods, a Lesbian dame ? 

But ah beware, Sicilian nymphs • nor boast 
That wandering heart which I so lately lost , 

Nor be ivith all those tempting words abused, 

Those tempting words were all to Sappho used 
And you that rule Sicilia’s happy plains. 

Have pity, Venus, on your poet’s pains yo 

Shall fortune still m one sad tenor run. 

And still increase the w'oes so soon begun ? 

Inured to sorrow from my tender years, 
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jMy parent’s ashes drank my early tears 
My brother next, neglecting wealth and fame, 
Ignobly burned m a destructive flame . 

An infant daughter late my griefs increased. 

And all a mother's cares distract my breast 
Alas, what more could fate itself impose. 

But thee, the last and greatest of my woes ? 

No more my robes m iraving purple flow, 

Nor on my hand the sparkling diamonds glow , 
No more my locks in ringlets curled diffuse 
The costly sweetness of Arabian dews. 

Nor braids of gold the vaned tresses bind, 

That fly disordered with the wanton wind. 

For whom should Sappho use such arts as these ? 
He’s gone, whom only she desired to please i 
Cupid’s light darts my tender bosom move. 

Still IS there cause for Sappho still to love 
So from my birth the sisters fixed my doom. 

And gave to Venus all my life to come , 

Or while my muse in melting notes complains, » 
My yielding heart keeps measure to my strains 
By charms like thine which all my soul have won, 
Who might not — ah ! who would not be undone ? 
For those Aurora Cephalus might scorn, 

And with fresh blushes paint the conscious morn 
For those might Cynthia lengthen Phaon’s sleep. 
And bid Endymion nightly tend his sheep 
Venus for those had rapt thee to the skies. 

But Mars on thee might look with Venus’ eyes 
O, scarce a youth, yet scarce a tender boy ' 

O, useful time for lovers to employ ' 

Pride of thy age, and glory of thy race. 

Come to these arms, and melt in this embrace ' 
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The vows you never will return, receive , 

And take at least the love you will not give 
See, while I write, my words are lost m tears ; 

The less my sense, the more my love appears i 
Sure ’tw'as not much to bid one kind adieu, 

(At least to feign was neier hard to you) 

Farew'ell, my Lesbian lo\e, you might have said. 

Or coldly thus, Farewell, oh Lesbian maid • 

No tear did you, no parting kiss receive, 

Nor knew I then how much I was to gneve 
No lover’s gift your Sappho could confer. 

And wTongs and woes were all you left vvalh her. 

No charge I gave )ou, and no charge could give, 

But this, Be mindful of our loves, and live tzo 

Now by the Nine, those powers adored by me, 

And love, the god that ever waits on thee, 

Wien first I heard (from wrhom I hardly knew) 

That you were fled, and all my joys with you, 

Like some sad statue, speechless, pale 1 stood. 

Grief chilled my breast, and stopped my freezing blood, 
No sigh to rise, no tear had power to flow. 

Fixed m a stupid lethargy of woe ; 

But when its way the impetuous passion found, 

I rend my tresses, and my breast I wound, T30 

I rave, then weep, I curse, and then complain. 

Now sw'ell to rage, now melt m tears again 
Not fiercer pangs distract the mournful dame, 

"Whose first-bom infant feeds the funeral flame 
My scornful brother with a smile appears. 

Insults ray woes, and triumphs in my tears , 

His hated image ever haunts my eyes. 

And why this gnef ? thy daughter lives, he cries 
Stung with my love, and fimous with despair. 
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All torn my garments, and my bosom bare, 14 

My woes, thy crimes, I to the world proclaim , 

Such inconsistent things are love and shame 1 
’Tis thou art all my care and my delight. 

My daily longing, and my dream by night 
Oh, night more pleasing than the brightest day, 

When fancy gives what absence takes away. 

And, dressed in all its visionary charms. 

Restores my fair deserter to my arms ' 

Then round your neck in wanton wreaths I twine. 
Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine S' 

A thousand tender words I hear and speak , 

A thousand melting kisses give, and take 
Then fiercer joys, I blush to mention these, 

Yet while I blush, confess how much they please 
But when, with day, the sweet delusions fly. 

And all things wake to life and joy, but I, 

As if once more forsaken, I complain^ 

And close my eyes to dream of you again 
Then frantic rise, and like some fury rove 
Through lonely plains, and through the silent grove, 

As if the silent grove, and lonely plains, i6i 

That knew my pleasures, could relieve my pains 
I view the grotto, once the scene of love, 

The rocks around, the hanging roofs above. 

That charmed me more, wth native moss o’ergronn. 
Than Phrygian marble. O’* the Parian stone. 

I find the shades that veiled our joys before , 

But, Phaon gone, those shades delight no more 
Here the pressed herbs witli bending tops betray 
Where oft entwined in amorous folds we lay, 170 
I kiss that earth which once was pressed by you, 

And All with tears the withenng herbs bedew 
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For thee the fading trees appear to mourn, 

And birds defer their songs till thy return , 

Night shades the groves, and all in silence he, 

All but the mournful Philomel and I 
With mournful Philomel I ]Oin my strain. 

Of Tereus she, of Phaon I complain 
A spring there is, whose silver waters show, 
Clear as a glass, the shining sands below 
A flowery lotos spreads its arms above. 

Shades all the banks, and seems itself a grove , 
Eternal greens the mossy margin grace. 

Watched by the sylvan genius of the place 
Here as I lay, and swelled with tears the flood, ' 
Before my sight a watery virgin stood 
She stood and cned, “ O, you that love in vain 1 
Fly hence, and seek the fair Leucadian mam , 
There stands a rock, from M'hose impending steep 
Apollo’s fane surveys the rolhng deep , 

There injured lovers, leaping from above. 

Their flames extinguish, and forget to love 
Deucalion once with hopeless fury burned, 

In vain he loved, relentless Pyrrha scorned , 
But'iihen from hence he plunged into the mam, 
Deucalion scorned, and Pyrrha loved m vam. 
Haste, Sappho, haste, from high Leucadia throw 
Thy lyretched weight, nor dread the deeps below ' 
She spoke, and vanished with the voice — I rise. 
And silent tears fall tackling from my, eyes 
I go, ye nymphs ' those rocks and seas to prove 
How much I fear, but ah, how much I love > 

I go, ye njTOphs ' where funous love inspures 
Let female fears submit to female fires ^ 

To rocks and seas I fly from Phaon’s hate, 
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And hope from seas and rocks a milder fate 
Ye gentle gales, beneath my body blow, 

And softly lay me on the waves below < 

And thou, kind love, my sinking limbs sustain, 

Spread thy soft wings, and waft me o’er the mam, 210 
Nor let a lover’s death the guiltless flood profane ' 

On Phoebus’ shrine my harp I’ll then bestow. 

And this inscription shall be placed below . 

“ Here she who sung, to him that did inspire, 

Sappho to Phoebus consecrates her lyre , 

What suits with Sappho, Phoebus, suits with thee , 

The gift, the giver, and the God agree ” 

But why, alas, relentless youth, ah, why 
To distant seas must tender Sappho fly? 

Thy charms than those may far more powerful be, 220 

And Phoebus’ self is less a god to me 

Ah 1 canst thou doom me to the rocks and sea, 

O, far more faithless and more hard than they? 

All < canst thou rather see this tender breast 
Dashed on these rocks than to thy bosom prest ? 

This breast which once, in vain 1 you liked so vv ell , 
Where the loves played, and where the muses dwell 
Alas 1 the muses now no more inspire, 

Untuned my lute, and silent is my lyre. 

My languid numbers have forgot to flow, 230 

And fancy sinks beneath a weight of woe. 

Ye Lesbian v'irgms, and ye Lesbian dames. 

Themes of my verse, and objects of my flames. 

No more your groves with ray glad songs shall nng, 

No more these hands shall touch the trembling string 
My Phaon’s fled, and I those arts resign 
(Wretch that I am, to call that Phaon mine ') 

Return, fair youth, return, and bring along 
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Joy to niy soul, and vigour to my song 

Absent from thee, the poet’s flame expires, 240 

But ah, how fiercely bum the lover’s fires • 

Gods > can no prayers, no sighs, no numbers move 
One savage heart, or teach it how to love ? 

The \nnds my prayers, my sighs, my numbers bear. 

The flying winds have lost them all in air > 

Oh, when, alas ’ shall more auspicious gales 
To these fond eyes restore thy welcome sails? 

If you return — ah, why these long delays? 

Poor Sappho dies while careless Phaon stays 
O, launch thy barb, nor fear the wateiy plain; 250 
Venus for thee shall smooth her native mam* 

O, launch thy bark, secure of prosperous gales, 

Cupid for thee shall spread ‘the swelling sails 
I you will fly — (yet ah ' what cause can be. 

Too cruel )'outh, that you should fly from me?) . 

If not from Phaon I must hope for ease, 

Ah, let me seek it from the raging seas; 

To raging seas unpitied I’ll remove, 

And either cease to live or cease to love • 


ELOISA TO ABELARD 
ARGUMENT. 

Abelard and Eloisa flounslied in the twelfth century, they « ere 
two of the most disting;ttishcd persons of their ige in learning 
and beaut}, but for nothing more famous tlian for their unror> 
tuuate passion After a long course of calamities, they retired 
each to n several convent, and consecrated the remainder of 
their days to religion It was many years after this separa- 
tion, that a letter of Abelard’s to a friend, which contamed 
the histOT} of his misfortune, fell into the h-inds of Eloisa. 
This awakening all her tenderness, occasioned those rpUhnitot 
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letters (out of which the following is pailly extracted) which 
gives so lively a picture of the struggles of giace and nature, 
viituc and passion 

In these deep solitudes and awful cells, 

Where heavenly-pensive contemplation dwells, 

And ever-rausing melancholy reigns , 

What means this tumult in a vestal’s veins ? 

Why rove my thoughts beyond this last retreat ? 

"Wliy feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ? 

Yet, yet I love ' — From Abelard it came. 

And Eloisa yet must kiss the name 
Dear fatal name > rest ever unrevealed. 

Nor pass these lips in holy silence scaled • lo 

Hide It, my heart, within that close disguise, 

Where mixed with God’s, his loved idea lies : 

0 write It not, my hand — the name appeals 
Already written — ^wash it out, my tears I 

In vain lost Eloisa ivceps and prays. 

Her heart still dictates, and her hand obeys 
Relentless walls ' whose darksome round contains 
Repentant sighs, and voluntary pains . 

Ye nigged rocks ' which holy knees have worn , 

Ye grots and caverns shagged with horrid thorn ' 20 

Shrines ' where their vigils pale-eyed virgins keep. 

And pitying saints, whose statues learn to weep ' 

Though cold like you, unmoved and silent growm, 

1 have not yet forgot myself to stone 

All IS not Heaven’s while Abelard has part. 

Still rebel nature holds out half my heart , 

Nor prayers nor fasts its stubborn pulse restrain. 

Nor tears for ages taught to flow m vain 

Soon as thy letters trembling I unclose, 

That well-known name awakens all my woes 

2e 
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Oh name for ever sad ' for ever dear ’ 

Still breathed m sighs, still ushered with a tear. 

I tremble too, where’er my onn I find. 

Some dire misfortune follows close behind 
Line after line my gushing eyes o’erflow. 

Led through a sad variety of \foe * 

Now warm m love, now withering in ray bloom, 

Lost in a convent’s solitary gloom ! 

There stem religion quenched the unwilling flame, 
There died the best of passions, love and fame 40 
Yet write, oh WTite me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo sighs to thine 
Nor foes nor fortune take this power away, 

And IS my Abelard less kind than they? 

Tears still arc mine, and tliose I need not spare. 

Love but demands what else were shed m prayer, 

No happier task these faded eyes pursue , 

To read and weep is all they now' can do 
Then share thy pain, allow that sad relief, 

Ah, more than share it, give me all thy grief 50 

Heaven first taught letters for s6me w'retch’s aid. 

Some banished lover, or some captive maid , 

They live, they speak, they breathe what love inspires. 
Warm from the soul, and faithful to its fires. 

The virgin’s wish without her fears impart, 

Excuse the blush, and pour out all the heart 
Speed the soft intercourse from soul to soul. 

And waft a sigh from Indus to the Pole 
Thou know'est how guiltless first I met thy flame. 
When love approached me under friendship’s name, 60 
My fancy formed thee of angelic kind. 

Some emanation of the all-beauteous mind 
Those smiling eyes, attempering every ray, • 
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Shone sweetly hmbent with cclcslnl da). 

Guiltless I gn/eil : heaven listened while you sung, 
Anti truths div ine came mended from tint longue 
From hps like those what precept failed to move? 

Too soon they taught me *twas no sin to lov'c 
Back through the paths of pleasing sense I ran, 

Nor wished an angel whom I lovcrl a man 70 

Dim and remote the joys of saints I see , 

Nor envy them that heaven I lose for thee. 

How oft, when pressetl to marriage have I siid, 
.Curse on all laws but those which love has made? 

Lov e. free as air, at sight of human lies, 

Spreads his light wing",, and m a moment flics 
I^‘t wealth, Ivl honour, w.ait the wedded dame, 

August her deed, and sacred be her fame , 

Before true passion all those views remove, 

Fame, wealth, and honour • what arc ) on to love ? So 
'1 he jealous God, when vve profane his fires, 

1 hose restless passions in revenge inspires, 

And bids them make mistaken mortals groan, 

B'ho seek in love for aught but love alone 
Should at my feel the world’s great master fall, 

Himself, liis throne, his world. I'd scorn them all 
Not C.csar’s empress wonld I dtign to prove. 

No, make me mistress to the man I love , 

If there he yet another name more free, 

^^orc fond than mistress, make me that to thee ! 90 

Oh 1 happy state 1 when souls each other draw, 

When love is liberty, and nature law* 

All then IS full, possessing, and possessed, 

No craving v oid left arching in the breast 

Even thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part. 

And catli warm wish springs mutual from the heart 
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This sure is bliss (if bliss on earth there be) 

And once the lot of Abelard and me . 

Alas, how changed' •what sudden horrors rise ' 

A naked lover bound and bleeding lies ' 

Where, where was Eloise? her voice, her hand. 
Her poniard, had opposed the dire command 
Barbanan, stay that bloody stroke restrain , 

The crime was common, common be the pain 
I can no more, by shame, by rage suppressed. 

Let tears, and burning blushes speak the rest 

Canst thou forget that sad, that solemn day, 
When victims at yon altar’s foot we lay? 

Canst thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in )'outh, I bade the world farewell? 
As with cold lips I kissed the sacred veil. 

The shrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale 
Heaven scarce believed the conquest it surveyed. 
And saints with wonder heard the vows I made 
Yet then, to tliose dread altars as I drew, 

Not on the cross my eyes were fixed, but you 
Not grace, or zeal,* love only was my call. 

And if I lose thy love, I lose my all 

Come ' with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe , 

Those still at least are left thee to bestow 

Still on that breast enamoured let me he, 

Still drink delicious poison from thy eye. 

Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be pressed, 

Give all thou canst — and let me dream the rest 
Ah, no ' instruct me other joys to prize, 

With other beauties charm my partial eyes. 

Full in my view set all the bnght abode. 

And make my soul quit Abelard for God 
Aht thii k at least thy fiock deserves thy care. 


loo 
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Plants of thy hand, and children of thy prayer 130 
From the false world in early youth they fled, 

By thee to mountains, wilds, and deserts led. 

You raised these hallowed walls the desert smiled, 
And paradise was opened in the wild 
No weeping orphan saw his father’s stores 
Our shrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors. 

No silver saints, by dying misers given, 

Here bribed the rage of ill-requited heaven 
But such plain roofs as piety could raise, 

And only vocal with the Maker’s praise 140 

In these lone w'alls (their days eternal bound) 

These moss-grown domes with spiry turrets crowmed. 
Where awful arches make a noonday night, 

And the dim window’s shed a solemn light. 

Thy eyes diffused a reconciling ray, 

And gleams of glory bnghtened all the day 
But now no face divine contentment w’ears, 

’Tis all blank sadness, or continual tears 
See how the force of others’ prayers I try, 

(O pious fraud of amorous charity ') 150 

But why should I on others’ prayers depend? 

Come thou, my father, brotlier, husband, friend ' 

Ah, let thy handmaid, sister, daughter move, 

And all those tender names in one, thy love ' 

The darksome pines that o’er yon rocks reclined 
Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind. 

The w'andcring streams that shine between the hills, 
The grots that echo to the tinkling nils. 

The dying gales that pant upon the trees. 

The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze ; 160 


^ He founded llic monastery 
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No more these scenes my meditation aid, ' 

Or lull to rest the visionary maid 
But o’er the twilight groves and dusky caves, 
Long-sounding aisles, and intermingled graves. 
Black melancholy sits, and round her throws 
A death-like silence, and a dead repose 
Her gloomy presence saddens all the scene. 

Shades every flower, and darkens every green, 
Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 

And breathes a browner horror on the woods 
Yet here for ever, ever must I stay. 

Sad proof how well a lover can obeyl 
Death, only death, can break the lasting chain ; 
And here, even then, shall my cold dust remain, 
Here all its frailties, all its flames resign. 

And wait till ’tis no sin to mix with thine 
Ah, wretch 1 believed the spouse of God m vain 
Confessed within the slave of love and man 
Assist me, heaven' but whence arose that prayer? 
Sprung It from piety, or from despair? 

Even here, where frozen chastity retires, 

Love finds an altar for forbidden fires 
I ought to grieve, but cannot ivhat I ought, 

I mourn the lover, not lament the fault , 

I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 

Repent old pleasures, aiid solicit new. 

Now turned to heaven, I iveep my past oflfence, 
Now think of thee, and curse my innocence 
Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 

’Tis sure the hardest science to forget ' 

How shall I lose the sin, yet keep the sense, 

And love the offender, yet detest tlie offence ? 
How the dear object from the crime remove. 
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Or how distinguish penitence from love"? 

Unequal task' a passion to resign, 

For hearts so touched, so pierced, so lost as mine 
Ere such a soul regains its peaceful state. 

How often must it love, how often liate ' 

How often hope, despair, resent, regret. 

Conceal, disdain, — do all things but forget aoo 

.But let heaven seize it, all at once 'tis fired. 

Not touched, but rapt, not wakened, but inspired ' 

Oh, come 1 oh, teach me nature to subdue. 

Renounce my love, my life, myself — and you 
Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 
Alone can rival, can succeed to thee 

How happy is the blameless Vestal’s lot ' 

The world forgetting, by the world forgot 
Eternal sunshine of the spotless mind ' 

Each prayer accepted, and each wish resigned, 210 
Labour and rest, that equal periods keep, 

“ Obedient slumbers that can wake and weep,”^ 

Desires composed, affections ever even, 

Tears that delight, and sighs that waft to heaven 
Grace shines around her -with serenest beams, 

And whispering angels prompt her golden dreams 
For her the unfading rose of Eden blooms. 

And wings of seraphs shed divine perfumes. 

For her the spouse prepares the bridal ring. 

For her white virgins hymcniBals sing, 220 

To sounds 0/ heavenly harps she dies away. 

And melts m visions of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring soul employ. 

Far other raptures, of unholy joy 


^ J nken from Craslnw * 
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Wien at the close of each sad, sorrowing day. 

Fancy restores wliat vengeance snatched away, 

Then conscience sleeps, and leaving nature free. 

All my loose soul unbounded springs to thee. 

Oh curst, dear horrors of all-conscious night. 

How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight' 230 _ 

Provoking Dmmons all restraint remove, 

And stir uithin me every source of love 
I hear thee, view thee, gaze o’er all thy charms, / 
And round thy phantom glue my clasping arms. 

I wake . — no more I hear, no more I view, 

The phantom flies me, as unkind as you 
I call aloud , it hears not what I say; 

I stretch my empty arms , it glides away 
To dream once more I close my willing eyes , - 
Ye soft illusions, dear deceits, arise ' 240 

Alas, no more ' methinks we ivandering go 
Through dreary wastes, and weep each other’s u oe. 
Where round some mouldenng tower pale ivy creeps, 
And low-browed rocks hang nodding o’er the deeps 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the skies j 
Clouds interpose, waves roar, and winds arise 
I shriek, start up, the same sad prospect find. 

And wake to all the griefs 1 left behind 
For thee the fates, severely kind, ordain 
A cool suspense from pleasure and from pain, 250 
Thy life a long dead calm of fixed repose, 

No pulse that riots, and no blood that glows 
Still as the sea, ere mnds ivere taught to blow. 

Or moving spirit bade the waters flow, 

Soft as the slumbers of a saint forgiven, 

And mild as opening gleams of promised heaven. 

Come, Abelard' for what hast thou to dread? 
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The torch of Venus burns not for the dead 
Nature stands checked, religion disapproves. 

Even thou art cold — ^yet Eloisa loves 260 

Ah, hopeless, lasting flames 1 like those that burn 
To light the dead, and warm the unfruitful urn 
I What scenes appear where’er I turn my view ? 

The dear ideas, where I fly, pursue, 

Rise in the grove, before the altar nse. 

Stain all my soul, and wanton in my eyes 
I ivaste the matin lamp in sighs for thee. 

Thy image Steals between my God and me, 

Thy voice I seem in every hj-mn to hear. 

With every bead I drop too soft a tear 270 

When from the censer clouds of fragrance roll. 

And swelling organs lift the rising soul. 

One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight. 

Priests, tapers, temples, swim before my sight. 

In seas of flame my plunging soul is drowned. 

While altars blaze, and angels tremble round 
"Wlnle prostrate here in humble grief I he. 

Kind, virtuous drops just gathering in my eye, 

While prajdng, trembling, in the dust I roll. 

And dawning grace is opening on my soul 280 

Come, if thou darest, all charming as thou art ' 

Oppose thyself to heaven, dispute my heart, 

Come, with one glance of those deluding eyes 
Blot out each bright idea of the skies , 

Take back that grace, those sorrows, and those tears, 
Take back my fruitless penitence and prayers , 

Snatch me, j'ust mounting, from the blest abode , 

Assist the fiends, and tear me from my God * 

No, fly me, fly me, far as pole from pole , 

Rise Alps betw'een us ' and whole oceans roll ^ 
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Ah, come not, vmte not, think not once of me, 
Nor share one pang of all I felt for thee 
Thy oaths I quit, thy raemoiy resign. 

Forget, renounce me, hate whate’er was mine 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet I view ’) 
Long loved, adored ideas, all adieu * 

Oh grace serene ' oh virtue heavenly fair i 
Dmne oblivion of low-thoughted care ^ 

Fresh blooming hope, gay daughter of the sky' 
And faith, our early immortality' 

Enter, each mild, each amicable guest. 

Receive, and wrap me in eternal rest! 

See in her cell sad Elolsa spread, 

Propt on some tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 

In each low ivind methinks a spint calls. 

And more than edioes talk along the walls 
Here, as I watched the dying lamps around. 
From yonder shnne I heard a hollow sound 
“ Come, sister, come ' (it said, or seemed to say) 
Thy place is here, sad sister, come away' 

Once like thyself, I trembled, wept, and prayed, 
Love’s victim then, though now a sainted maid. 
But all is calm m this eternal sleep, 

Here grief forgets to groan, and love to neep. 

Even supersinion loses every fear 

For God, not man, absolves our frailties here ” 

I come, I come ' prepare your roseate bowers. 
Celestial palms, and ci er-blooming floners 
Thither, where sinners may have rest, I go, 
^Vherc flames refined in breasts seraphic glow 
Thou, Abelard' the last sad office pa)', 

And smooth my passage to the realms of day. 
See, my lips tremble, and my eyeballs roll, 
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Suck my last breath, and catch my flying soul ' 

Ah no — in sacred vestments mayest thou stand. 

The hallowed taper trembling in thy hand, , 

Present the cross before my lifted eye, 

Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 

Ah then, thy once-loved Eloisa see • 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 330 

See from my cheek the transient roses fly' 

See the last sparkle languish in my eye ! 

Till every motion, pulse, and breath be o’er , 

And even my Abelard be loved no more. 

O death all-eloquent ' you only prove 
"What dust we dote on, when ’tis man we love 

Then, too, when fate shall thy fair frame destroy, 
(That cause of all my guilt, and all my joy) 

In trance ecstatic may thy pangs be drowned. 

Bright clouds descend, and angels watch thee round, 
From opening skies may streaming glories shine, 341 
And saints embrace thee with a love like mine 
|r May one kind grave unite each hapless name,^ 

And graft my love immortal on thy fame ! 

Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o’er, 

When this rebellious heart shall beat no more; 

If ever chance two wandering lovers brings 
To Paraclete’s white walls and siWer springs; 

O’er the pale marble shall they join their heads. 

And drink the falling tears each other sheds, 350 
Then sadly say, with mutual pity moved, 

“ Oh, may -ne never love as these have loved 
From the full choir when loud hosannas rise, 

^ Abelard and Eloisn were interred m the same gra\c, or in 
monuments adjoining, m the monastery of the Paraclete he died 
lit the jear 1142, she m n63 
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And swell the pomp of dreadful sacrifice, 

Amid that scene if some relenting eye 
Glance on the stone where our cold relics lie, 
Devotion’s self shall steal a thought from heaven, 
One human tear shall drop and be forgiven 
And ’sure, if fate some future bard shall join 
In sad similitude of griefs to mine, 

Condemned whole years m absence to deplore. 
And image charms he must behold no more , 

Such if there be, who loves so long, so well , 

Let him our sad, our tender story tell , 

The well-sung woes will soothe my pensive ghost. 
He best can paint ’em who shall feel ’em most 


THE TEMPLE OF FAME. 

(1711) 

ADVERTISEMENT 

The hint of the following piece was tikcn from Chaucer’s House 
of Fame The design is in a minner entirely altered, the descrip- 
tions and most of the pirlicular thoughts my ow n j ct I could not 
suffer It to be printed ivithout this 'icKnowledgmcnt The reader 
who would compare this W’lth Chaucer, may begin with his third 
book of Fame, there being nothing in the two first books that 
answers to their title wliereter any hint is taken fiom him, the 
passage itself is set down in the marginal notes 

Ix that soft season, when descending showers^ 

Call forth the greens, and wake the rising flowers , 
When opening buds salute the welcome day, 

* This poem is introduced in the manner of the Proacncal poets, 
whose works were for the most part visions, or pieces of im^na- 
tion, and constant!} desenptue From these Petrarch and Chaucer 
frcqucntl} borrow the idea of their poems .See the Ttioufi of the 
former, and the Dream, nmver and the Leaf, &,a, of tlic latter 
The author of this therefore chose the same oOrt of exordium 
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And earth 'Relenting feels the genial ray, 

As balmy sleep had charmed my cares to rest, 

And love itself was banished from my breast, 

(What time the morn mysterious visions brings, 
While purer slumbeis spread their golden wings) 

A tram of phantoms in wild order rose, 

And, joined, this intellectual scene compose 

I stood, methought, betwixt earth, seas, and skies 
The whole creation open to my eyes ; 

In air self-balanced hung the globe below. 

Where mountains rise and curding oceans flow , 
Here naked locks, and empty wastes were seen. 
There towery cities, and the forests green 
Here sailing ships delight the wandering eyes • 
There trees, and intermingled temples use , 

Now a clear sun the shining scene displays. 

The transient landscape now m clouds decays 
O’er the wide prospect as I gazed around. 

Sudden I heard a wild promiscuous sound, 

Like* broken thunders that at distance roar. 

Or billows murmuring on the hollow shore ; 

Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld. 

Whose towering suminit ambient clouds concealed 
High on a rock of ice the structure lay. 

Steep Its ascent, and slippery was the way. 

The n ondrous rock like Parian marble shone. 

And seemed, to distant sight, of solid stone 
Inscriptions here of various names I viewed. 

The greater part by hostile time subdued , 

Yet wide was spread their fame in ages past. 

And poets once had promised they should last 
Some fresh engraved appeared of wits renowned, 

I looked ^ain, nor could their trace be found 
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Critics I saw, that other names deface, 

And fix their owm, wth labour, in their place 
Their own, like others, soon their place resigned, 

Or disappeared, and left the first behind 40 

Nor M as the work impaired by storms alone. 

But felt the approaches of too warm a sunj 
For fame, impatient of extremes, decays 
Not more by envy than excess of praise 
Yet part no injuries of heaven could feel. 

Like crystal faithful to the graving steel . 

The rock’s high summit, in the temple’s shade, 

J^or heat could melt, nor beating storm invade 
Their names inscribed unnumbered ages past ^ 

From time’s first birth, with time itself shall last , $0 

These ever new, nor subject to decays. 

Spread, and grow brighter with the length of days 
So Zerabla’s rocks (the beauteous ork of frost) 

Rise white in air, and glitter o’er the coast, 

Pale suns, unfelt, at distance roll away, 

And on the impassive ice the lightnings play. 

Eternal snows the growing mass supply, 

Till the bright mountains prop the incumbent sky 
As Atlas fixed, each hoary pile appears. 

The gathered winter of a tliousand years 60 

On this foundation fame’s high temple stands ; 
Stupendous pile ' not reared by mortal hands 
Whate’er proud Rome or artful Greece beheld. 

Or elder Babylon, its frame excelled 
Four faces had the dome, and every face ^ 

* Ihe temple is described to be square, the four fronts with open 
gates facing the different quarters'of the world, is an intimation that 
all nations of the earth may alike be received into it The western 
front is of Grenan architecture the Doric oidcr was peculiarly 
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Of various structure, but of equal grace 
Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high. 

Salute the different quarters of the sky 
Here fabled chiefs in darker ages born, 

Or worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 70 

Who cities raised, or tamed a monstrous race , 

The walls in venerable order grace 
Heroes in animated marble frown. 

And legislators seem to think m stone. 

Westward, a sumptuous frontispiece appeared. 

On Doric pillars of white marble reared, 

Crowned with an architrave of antique mold, 

And sculpture rising on the roughened gold 
In shaggy spoils here Theseus was beheld. 

And Perseus dreadful with Minerva’s shield 80 

There great Alcides stooping wth his toil. 

Rests on his club, and holds the Hespenan spoil. 

Here Orpheus sings , trees moving to the sound 
Start from their roots, and form a shade around ‘ 
Amphion there the loud creating lyre 
Strikes, and beholds a sudden Thebes aspire > 
Cithseron’s echoes answer to his call. 

And half the mountain rolls into a wall 

There might you see the lengthening spires ascend. 

The domes swell up, the wdening arches bend, 93 
The growing ton ers, like exhalations rise, 

And the huge columns heave into the skies 

The eastern front was glorious to behold. 

With diamond flaming and Barbaric gold » 

There Ninus shone, who spread the Assjrian fame. 


sacred to licroes and ^\OTtIHCs, Those whose statues arc after 
mentioned were the first names of old Greece in arms and arts 
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And the great founder of the Persian name 
There m long robes the royal Magi stand, 

Grave Zoroaster waves the circhng wand, 

The sage Chaldeans robed in white appeared, ' 

And Brahmans, deep m desert woods revered. loo 
These stopped the moon, and called the unbodied 
shades 

To midnight banquets in the glimmering glades , 

Made visionary fabrics round them rise. 

And airy spectres skim before their eyes j 
Of Talismans and Sigik knew the power, 

And careful watched the planetary hour 
Supenor, and alone, Confucius stood. 

Who taught that useful science, to be good 

But on the south, a long majestic race 
Of Egypt’s priests tlie gilded niches grace,^ no 

Who measured earth, descnbed the starry spheres. 

And traced the long records of lunar years 
High on his car Sesostns struck my view. 

Whom sceptered slaves m golden harness drew 
His hands a bow and pointed javelin hold , 

His giant limbs are armed in scales of gold 
Between the statues obelisks were placed. 

And the learned walls with hieroglyphics graced 

Of Gothic structure was the northern side,® 

^ The learning of the old Egyptnn priests consisted of the most 
part in geometry and nstionomy they also presen ed the history 
of their nation Their greatest hero npoii record is Sesostns whose ac- 
tions and conquests may be seen at large in Diodorus, 5.c He is said 
to have caused the kings he vanquished to draw him m his clianot 
The posture of his statue, in these verses, is correspondent to the 
description wliicli Herodotus gives of one of them remaining in his 
own time. 

* The architecture is agreeable to that part of the world The 
learning of the northern nations lay more obscure than that of the 
rest, /amolxis was the disciple of Pjthagoras, uho taught the 
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O’erwought with ornaments of barbarous pride 120 

There huge colosses rose, with trophies crowned, 

And Runic characters were graved around. 

There sate Zamolxis with erected eyes, 

And 0 dm here in mimic trances dies. 

There on rude iron columns, smeared with blood, 

The horrid forms of Scythian heroes stood, 

Druids and bards (their once loud harps unstrung) 

And youths that died to be by poets sung 
These and a thousand more of doubtful fame, 

To whom old fables gave a lasting name, 130 

In ranks adorned the temple’s outward face ; 

The wall m lustre and effect like glass. 

Which o’er each object casting various dyes. 

Enlarges some, and others multiplies 
Nor void of emblem was the mystic wall. 

For thus romantic fame increases all 
The temple shakes, the sounding gates unfold, 

Wide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold . 

Raised on a thousand pillars, wreathed around 
With laurel foliage, and with eagles crowned . 140 

Of bright, transparent beryl were the walls. 

The friezes gold, and gold the capitals . 

As heaven with stars, the roof with jewels glows. 

And ever-living lamps depend m rows. 

Full m the passage of each spacious gate. 

The sage historians m white garments wait , 

Graved o’er their seats the form of time was found, 

His scythe reversed, and both his pinions bound 

immortality of the soul to the S«g thians 0 dm, or Woden, u as the 
RTcat legislator and hero of the Goths Thej tell us of him, that 
being subject to fits, he persuaded his followers, that dunng those 
trances he received inspirations, from whence he dictated liis law s 
he is said to have been the inventor of the Runic characters 
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Within stood heroes, Aiho through loud alarms 
In bloody fields pursued renown in arras 150 

High on a throne with trophies charged, I viewed 
The youth that all things but himself subdued 
His feet on sceptres and tiaras trod, 

\nd his horned head belied the Libyan God 
There Csssar, graced tvith both Mincn^a's, shone , 

CiEsar, the -world's great master, and his owm ; 

Unmoved, supenor still in every state, 

And scarce detested in his country’s fate 
But chief were those, who not for empire fought, 

But with their toils their people’s safety bought . 160 

High o’er the rest Epammondas stood, 

Timoleon, glorious m his brother’s blood , - 
Bold Scipio, saviour of the Roman state , 

Great in Ins triumphs, in returenient great , 

And wse Aurelius, in whose wrell-taught mind 
With boundless power unbounded virtue joined. 

His own strict judge, and patron of mankind 

Much-suffering heroes next their honours claim. 

Those of less noisy, and less guilty fame, 

Fair virtue’s silent tram supreme of these i?® 

Here ever shines the god-like Socrates 
He whom ungrateful Athens could expel, ^ 

^ Alexander the Great the Tiara was the crown peculiar to the 
Asian pnnees his desire to he thorsht the son of Jupiter Ammon, 
caused him to near the horns of that god, and to represent the 
same upon his coins , which ri is continued by sei ctal of Ins suc- 
cessors 

> Timoleon h-ui saved the life of his brother Timophanes in the 
battle between the Ai^ivcs and Connthians , hut afterwards killed 
him when be affected the tyranny, preferring his duty to lus country 
to all the obligations of blood a j , 

' mtegnty was distinguished by the 

appeUationpftheJust menhiscountrjrnen Mould have banished 
him by the Ostracism, where it was the custom for every man to 
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[ At all times just, but when he signed the shell 
Here his abode the martyred Phocion claims, 

With Agis, not the last of Spartan names * 
Unconquered Cato shows the wound he tore, 

And Brutus his ill genius meets no more 
But in the centre of the hallowed choir,^ 

Six pompous columns o’er the rest aspire , 

Around the shrine itself of fame they stand, i So 

Hold the chief honours, and the fane command 
High on the first, the mighty Homer shone ; 

Eternal Adamant composed his throne j 
Father of verse ' in holy fillets drest. 

His silver beard waved gently o’er his breast ; 

Though blind, a boldness in his looks appears , 

In years he seemed, but not impaired by years 
The wars of Troy were round the pillar seen 
Here fierce Tydidcs wounds the Cyprian Queen , 

Here Hector glonous from Patroclus’ fall, 190 

Here dragged in triumph round the Trojan wall, 

Motion and life did every part inspire, 

Bold was the work, and proved the master’s fire , 

A strong expression most he seemed to affect, 

. And here and there disclosed a brave neglect 
A golden column next in rank appeared. 

On whicli a shnne of purest gold was reared , 


sign tnc nime oi -ic person no votca to c\itc lYi an oyslcr>.aficll , a 
peasant, who could not wntc, came to Aristides to do it for him, 
nho readily signed his own name. 

* In the midst of the temple, nearest the throne of fame, arc 
placed the greatest names in learning of all antiquitj These arc 
described in such attitudes as express their didcrcnt charactcis 
the columns on mIucIi they arc raised arc adorned with sculptures, 
taken from the most striking subjects of their aiorks , which sculp- 
ture bears a resemblance, in its manner and character, to the man- 
ner and character of their wTitings 
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Finished the whole, and laboured every part, 

With patient touches of unwearied art 

The Mantuan there in sober triumph sate, 200 

Composed his posture, and his look sedate , 

On Homer still he fixed a reverend eye, 

Great without pnde, in modest majesty. 

In living sculpture on the sides were spread 
The Latian Wars, and haughty Turnus dead , 

Eliza stretched upon the funeral pyre, 
iEneas bending with his aged sire . 

Troy flamed in burning gold, and o’er the throne 
Aims and the man in golden cj'phers shone 

Four swans sustain a car of silver bright,' 210 

With heads advanced, and pinions stretched for flight ; 
Here, like some furious prophet, Pindar rode. 

And seemed to labour with the inspiring God 
Across the harp a careless hand he flings. 

And boldly Sinks into the sounding stnngs 
The figured games of Greece the column grace, 

Neptune and Jove survey the rapid race 
The youths hang o’er their chanots as they run ; 

The fiery steeds seem starting from the stone , 

The champions in distorted postures threat, 220 

And all appeared irregularly great 

Here happy Horace tuned the Ausonian lyre 
To sweeter sounds, and tempered Pindar’s fire . 

Pleased wth Alcaeus manly rage to infuse 
The softer spirit of the Sapphic muse 


' Pindar being seated m a chariot, alludes to tlie chanot races 
e i-elebrated m the Grecian games The swans are emblems of 
poetry, their soaniig posture wtimates the sublimity and activity 

ovcrthroTympm?£mer“''^®'^ Isthmian, and Jupiter 
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The polished pillar different sculptures grace; 

A work outlasting monumental brass. 

Here smiling loves and Bacchanals appear, 

The Julian star, and great Augustus here 
The doves that round the infant poet spread 230 
Myrtles and bays, hung hovenng o’er his head 
Here in a shnne that cast a dazrling light. 

Sate fixed in thought the mighty Stagirite , 

His sacred head a radiant zodiac crowned. 

And various animals his sides surround , 

His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 
Superior vorlds, and look all nature through. 

With equal rays immortal Tully shone, 

The Roman Rostra decked the Consul’s throne 
Gathering his flowing robe, he seemed to stand 240 
In act to speak, and graceful stretched his hand 
Behind, Rome’s genius waits with civic crowns. 

And the great Father of his country owns 
These massy columns in a circle rise. 

O’er ivhich a pompous dome invades the skies 
Scarce to the top I stretched my aching sight, 

So large it spread, and sw’cllcd to such a height 
Full m the midst proud fame’s imperial seat, 

With jewels blazed, m.ignificcntly great, 

The vivid emeralds there revnc the eye, 250 

The flaming rubies show their sanguine dj e. 

Bright azure rays from lively sapphires stream, 

And lucid amber casts a golden gleam 

With various-coloured light the pavement shone. 

And all on fire appeared the glowing throne. 

The dome’s high arch reflects the mingled bhze, 

And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 

When on the goddess first I cast nn sight. 
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Scarce seemed her ‘stature of a cubit’s height , 

But swelled to larger size, the more I gazed, 260 

Till to the roof her towering front she raised 
With her, the temple every moment grew, 

And ampler vistas opened to my view 
Upward the columns shoot, the roofs ascend. 

And arches widen, and long aisles extend 
Such was her form as ancient bards have told. 

Wings raise her arms, and wings her feet infold > 

A thousand busy tongues the goddess bears, 

And thousand open eyes, and thousand listening ears 
Beneath, in order ranged, die tuneful nine 270 

(Her virgin handmaids) still attend the shrine 
With eyes on fame for ever fixed, they sing , 

For fame they raise the voice, and tune the stnng , 

With time’s first birth began the heavenly lays. 

And last, eternal, through the length of days 
Around these wonders as I cast a look, 

The trumpet sounded, and the temple shook, 

And all the nations, summoned at the call. 

From different quarters fill the crowded hall 
Of various tongues the mingled sounds were heard, 280 
In vanous garbs promiscuous throngs appeared ', 

Thick as the bees, that wnth the spring renew 
Their floweiy toils, and sip the fragrant dew, 

■When the winged colonies first tempt the sky. 

O'er dusky fields and shaded waters fly. 

Or settling, seize the sweets the blossoms jaeld. 

And a low murmur runs along the field 
Millions of suppliant crowds the shnne attend, 

\nd all degrees before the goddess bend ; 

The poor, the rich, the valiant, and the sage. 

And boasting youth, and narrative old age. 
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Thcjr ]ilcns were dificrent, tlior request the same. 

Tor good and bid alike arc fond of fame. 

Some she disgnccd, and some with honours crowned , 
Unlike successes equal merits found 
rjjus her blind sister, fickle fortune, reigns, 

And, undiscermng, scatters crowns and chains. 

First at the shrine the learned world appear, 

And to the goddess thus prefer their prayer 
“ Long have w c sought to instruct and please m.inkind, 
With studies pale, with midnight vigils blind, 301 
But thanked by few, rewarded yet by none, 

We here appeal to thy superior throne • 

On wit and learning the just prize bestow. 

For fame is all we must expect below ” 

The goddess hc.ard, and bade the muses raise 
The golden trumpet of eternal praise , 

From pole to pole the ivinds diffuse the sound. 

That fills the circuit of the world .around. 

Not all at once, as thunder bieaks the cloud , 310 

The notes at first w'cre natlier sweet than loud 
By just degrees they every moment rise. 

Fill the wide earth, and gam upon the skies 
At every breath w'cre balmy odours shed, 

Winch still grew sweeter as they wider spread , 

Less fragrant scents the unfolding rose exhales, 

Or spices breathing m Arabian gales. 

Next these the good and just, an awful tram. 

Thus on their knees address the s.acred fane 
‘Since living virtue is with envy cursed, 320 

And the best men are treated like the worst. 

Do thou, just goddess, call our merits forth. 

And give each deed the exact intrinsic worth ” 

“ Not with bare justice shall your act be croivned” 
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(Said Fame) “ but higli above desert renowned; 

Let fuller notes the applauding world amaze, 

And the loud clarion labour m your praise ’* 

^ This band dismissed, behold another crowd 
Preferred the same request, and lowly bowed; 

The constant tenor of whose well-spent days 330 
No less deserved a just return of praise 
But straight the direful trump of slander sounds , 
Through -the big dome the doubling thunder bounds, 
Loud as the burst of cannon rends the skies, 

The dire report through every region flies, 

In every ear incessant rumoum rung, 

And gathering scandals grew on every tongue 
From the black trumpet’s rusty concave broke 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling smoke 
The poisonous vapour blots the puiple skies, 340 
And withers all before it as it flies 

A troop came next, who crowns and armour wore, 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore 
“For thee” (they cned) “amidst alarms and stnfe. 

We sailed m tempests down the stream of life , 

For thee whole nations filled with flames and blood, 
And swam to empire through the purple flood 
Those ills we dared, thy inspiration own. 

What virtue seemed, was done for thee alone ” 

“ Ambiticus fools <” (the Queen replied, and frowned) 

“ Be all your acts in dark obhvion drowned, 351 
There sleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone. 

Your statues mouldered, and your names unknown*” 

A sudden cloud straight snatched them from my sight. 
And each majestic phantom sunk in night 
Then came the smallest tribe I yet had seen. 

Plain was their dress, and modest was their mien 
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“ Great idol of mankind! we neither claim 
The praise of merit, nor aspire to fame ! 

But safe in deserts from the applause of men, 360 
Would die unheard of, as we lived unseen, 

’Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from sight 
Those acts of goodness, which themselves requite. 

O let us still the secret ]oy partake, 

To follow virtue even for virtue’s sake " 

‘ “ And live there men, who slight immortal fame ? 
IVho then with incense shall adore our name ? 

But mortals ' know, ’tis still our greatest pnde 
To blaze those virtues, which the good would hide 
Rise ! muses, rise, add all your tuneful breath, 370 
These must not sleep in darkness and m death ” 

She said m air the trembling music floats. 

And on the winds tnumphant swell the notes ; 

So soft, though high, so loud, and yet so clear. 

Even listening angels leaned from heaven to hear : 

To farthest shores the ambrosial spirit flies, 

Sweet to the world, and grateful to the skies. 

Next these a youthful tram their vows expressed. 
With feathers crowned, with gay embroidery dressed' 

“ Hither," they cried, “ direct your eyes, and see 380 
The men of pleasure, dress, and gallantry; 

Ours is the place at banquets, balls, and plays. 
Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days. 

Courts we frequent, where ’tis our pleasing care 
Ta pay due visits, and address the fair 
In fact, ’tis true, no nymph we could persuade, 

But still in fancy vanquished every maid. 

Of unknown duchesses lewd tales we tell, 

Yet, would the world believe us, all were well. 

The joy let others have, and we the name. 


390 



45S TRAirSLATIONS AND miTATJONS 

And what we want m pleasure, grant in fame ” 

The Queen assents, the trumpet rends the skies, 

And at each blast a lady’s honour dies 
Pleased with the strange success, vast numbers prest 
Around the shrine, and made the same request* 
“What? you,” (she cned) unlearned m arts to please, 
Slaves to yourselves, and even fatigued with ease. 

Who lose a length of undeserving days, 

Would you usurp the lover's dear-bought praise ? 

To just contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall, 4co 

The people’s fable, and the scorn of all ” 

Straight the black clanon sends a horrid sound. 

Loud laughs burst out, and bitter scoffs fly round. 
Whispers are heard, wth taunts reviling loud. 

And scornful hisses run through all the crowd 
Last, those who boast of mighty mischiefs done. 
Enslave their country, or usurp a throne. 

Or who their glory’s dire foundation laid 
On sovereigns ruined, or on friends betrayed. 

Calm, thinking villains, whom no faith could fix, 410 
Of crooked counsels and dark politics , 

Of these a gloomy tribe surround the throne, 

And beg to make the immortal treasons known 
The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire. 

With sparks, that seemed to set the world on fire 
At the dread sound, pale mortals stood aghast. 

And startled nature trembled with the blast 

This having heard and seen, some power unknoii n 
Straight changed the scene, and snatched me from the 
throne. 

Before my view appeared a structure fair, 420 

Its site uncertain, if in earth or air , 

With rapid motion turned the mansion round, 
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With ceaseless noise the nnging walls resound^ 

Not less in number nere the spacious doors, 

Than leaves on trees, or sand upon the shores , 

Which still unfolded stand, by night, by day. 

Pervious to ivinds, and open every way 
As flames by nature to the skies ascend. 

As weighty bodies to the centre tend. 

As to the sea returning rivers roll, 430 

And the touched needle trembles to the pole , 

Hither, as to their proper place, arise 

All various sounds from earth, and seas, and skies. 

Or spoke aloud, or whispered in the ear , 

Nor ever silence, rest, or peace is here 
‘ As on the smooth expanse of crystal lakes 
The sinking stone at first a arcle makes , 

The trembling surface by the motion stirred, 

Spreads in a second circle, then a third , 

Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance, 440 
Pill all the watery plain, and to the margin dance 
Thus every voice and sound, when first they break. 

On neighbouring air a soft impression make , 

Another ambient circle then they move , 

That, in its turn, impels the next above j 
Through undulating air the sounds are sent. 

And spread o’er all the fluid element 

There various news I heard of love and strife. 

Of peace and war, health, sickness, death, and life, 

Of loss and gam, of famine and of store, 450 

Of storms at sea, and travels on the shore, 

Of prodigies, and portents seen in air, 

Of fires and plagues, and stars with blazing hair, 

Of turns of fortune, changes in the stale, 

The falls of favourites, projects of the great. 
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Of old imsmanagements, taxations new . 

All neither wholly false, nor holly true 
Above, below, without, wnthin, around, 

Confused, unnumbered multitudes are found, 

Who pass, repass, advance, and glide away; 460 

Hosts raised by fear, and phantoms of a day 
Astrologers, that future fates foreshow. 

Projectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few. 

And priests, and party-zealots, numerous bands 
With home-born lies, or tales from foreign lands , 

Each talked aloud, or in some secret place. 

And wild impatience stared in every face. 

The flying rumours gathered as they rolled, 

Scarce any tale was sooner heard than told , 

And all who told it added something new, 470 

And all who heard it, made enlargements too, 

In every ear it spread, on every tongue it grew. 

Thus flying east and west, and north and south. 

News travelled with increase from mouth to mouth. 

So from a spark, that kindled first by chance. 

With gathenng force the quickening flames advance , 
Till to the clouds their curling heads aspire, 

And towers and temples sink in floods of fire 
When thus npe lies are to perfection spning, 

Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 480 
Through thousand vents, impatient, fortli they 
flow. 

And rush in millions on the world below. 

Fame sits aloft, and points them out their course. 

Their date determines, and prescribes their force 
Some to remain, and some to pensh soon , 

Or wane and wax alternate like the moon. 

Around, a thousand winged wonders fly, 
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Borne by the trumpet’s blast, and scattered through the 
sky 

There, at one passage, oft you might survey 
A lie and truth contending for the way, 490 

And long *twas doubtful, both so closely pent. 

Which first should issue through the narrow vent ; 

At last agreed, together out they fly, 

Inseparable now, the truth and lie , 

The strict companions are for ever joined, 

And this or that unmixed, no mortal e’er shall find 

While thus I stood, intent to see and hear,' 

One came, methought, and whispered m my ear • 

What could thus high thy rash ambition raise ? 

Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praise ? 500 

'Tis true, said I, not void of hopes I came. 

For who so fond as youthful bards of fame ? 

But few, alas, the casual blessing boast. 

So hard to gam, so easy to be lost 
How vain that second life in others* breath, 

The estate which wits mhent after death I 
Ease, health, and life, for this they must resign, 

(Unsure the tenure, but how vast the fine ') 

The great man’s curse, without the gams, endure, 

Be envied, wretched, and be flattered, poor, 510 
All luckless wits their enemies profest. 

And all successful, jealous fnends at best 
Nor fame I slight, nor for her favours call j 
She comes unlooked for, if she comes at all 

* The hint is Hkcn from a passage in another part of the third 
book, but here more naturally made the conclusion, viith the j>ddi* 
lion of a moral to the nhole In Chaucer he onlj answers 
came to see the place," and the book ends abrupll}, s«lh ins 
bcinfif surprised at the sight of a man of great authority, and anak* 
mg in a fright 
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But if the purchase costs so dear a price, 

As soothing folly, or exalting vice 

Oh • if the muse must flatter lawless sway. 

And follow still where fortune leads the way ; 

Or if no basis bear my rising name. 

But the fallen rum of another’s fame ; 520 

Then teach me, heaven ' to scorn the guilty bays. 

Drive from my breast that wretched lust of praise. 
Unblemished let me live, or die unknown , 

Oh grant an honest fame, or grant me none ' 


JANUARY AND MAY, 

OR, 

THE MERCHANT’S TALE 

FROM CHAUCER. 

This translation was done at sixteen or seicnteen years of age 
It appeared, with the Pastorals, in Tonson's Miscellany, in 1709 
Tyrwhitt doubts whether the source of the story, although its scene 
IS laid in Italy, is Italian , and traces the adventure of the pear- 
tree to Adolphus’ Latin Fables (1315) The machinery of the 
lames, he thinks, was probably added by Chaucer himself It is 
not impossible talit it may have suggested that of the sylphs in the 
Rape of ilu Lock 


There lived in Lombardy, as authors write. 

In days of old, a wise and worthy knight , 

Of gentle manners, as of generous race. 

Blest with much sense, more riches, and some grace. 
Yet led astray by Venus’ soft delights. 

He scarce could rule some idle appetites 
For long ago, let pnests say what they could. 

Weak sinful laymen were but flesh and blood 
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But in due time, when sixty years were o’er, 

He vowed to lead this vicious life no more , 10 

Whether pure holiness inspired his mind. 

Or dotage turned his brain, is hard to find , 

But his high courage pncked him forth to wed. 

And try the pleasures of a lawful bed 
This was his nightly dream, his daily care. 

And to the heavenly powers his constant prayei. 

Once, ere he died, to taste the blissful life 
Of a kind husband, and a loving wife 

t These thoughts he fortified with reasons still, 

?or none want reasons to confirm their will ) 20 

Grave authors say, and ■witty poets sing. 

That honest wedlock is a glonous thing 
But depth of judgment most in him appears, 

Who wisely weds in his maturer years 
Then let him choose a damsel young and fair. 

To bless his age, and bring a worthy heir , 

To soothe his cares, and, free from noise and strife, 
Conduct him gently to the verge of life 
Let sinful bachelors their woes deplore. 

Full well they merit all they feel, and moie 30 

Unawed by precepts, human or dmne. 

Like birds and beasts, promiscuously they join . 

Nor know to make the present blessing last, 

To hope the future, or esteem the past 
But vainly boast the joys they never tried. 

And find divulged the secrets they would hide 
The married man may bear his yoke with ease. 

Secure at once himself and heaven to please , 

And pass his inoffensive hours away. 

In bliss all night, and innocence all day 4° 

Though fortune change, his constant spouse remains, 
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Augments his joys, or mitigates his pains. 

But what so pure, which cn%uous tongues wall spare? 
Some wicked wits have hbellcd all the fair. 

With matchless impudence they style a wife 
The dear-bought curse, and lawful plague of life, 

A bosom-serpent, a domestic ciil, 

A night-mvasion, and a roid-day-deni 

Let not the wife these slanderous words regard, 

But curse the bones of e\cry Ijing bard 5 ° 

All other goods by fortune’s band arc given, 

A wufe IS the peculiar gift of hea\en 
|Vain fortune’s favours, never at a stay, 

*Like empty shadows, pass, and glide away, 

One solid comfort, our eternal wife. 

Abundantly supplies us all our life : 

This blessing lasts, (if those who trj, say tmcl 
As long as heart can wish — ^and longer too 
Our grandsirc Adam, ere of E\ e possessed. 

Alone, and even in Paradise unblessed, 6c 

With mournful looks the blissful scenes survejed. 

And ivandered in. the solitary shade . 

The Maker saw, took pity, and bestow ed 
Woman, the last, the best reserved of God 
A wife 1 ah, gentle deities, can he 
That has a wnfe, e’er feel adversity? 

Would men but follow what the se\ advise. 

All things would prosper, all the world grow 

’Twas by Rebecca’s aid that Jacob won 

His father’s blessing from an elder son 70 

Abusive Nabal owed his forfeit life 

To the wise conduct of a prudent wife . 

Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews show. 

Preserved the Jews, and slew the Assyrian foe * 




ffisjrlcds >vere summon'd on n ^ovit so n,cvy 
To Jiass ihetr tudgmcni, or to give advttt " 
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At Hester’s suit, the persecuting sword 

Was sheathed, and Israel lived to bless the Lord. 

These weighty motives, January the sage 
Maturely pondered in his nper age , 

And charmed with virtuous joys, and sober life. 
Would try that Christian comfort, called a ivife 
His friends were summoned on a point so nice. 

To pass their judgment, and to give advice , 
n3ut fixed before, and well resolved was he , 
j(As men that ask advice are wont to be) 

“ My friends,” he cried (and cast a mournful look 
Around the room, and sighed before he spoke ) 

' Beneath the weight of threescore years I bend, 
And, worn with cares, am hastening to my end , 
How I have lived, alas ! you know too well. 

In worldly follies, which I blush to tell , 

But gracious heaven has oped my eyes at last. 

With due regret I view my vices past. 

And, as the precept of the Church decrees, 

Will take a wife, and live in holy ease 
I But since by counsel all things should be done, 

, And many heads are wiser still than one , 

Choose you for me, who best shall be content 
When my desire’s approved by your consent 
“ One caution yet is needful to be told. 

To gmde your choice , this wife must not be old i 
There goes a saying, and 'tivas shrewdly said. 

Old fish at table, but young fiesh in bed 
My soul abhors the tasteless, dry embrace 
Of a stale virgin with a ivinter face 
In that cold season love but treats his guest 
With bean-straw, and tough forage at the best 
No crafty widows shall approach my bed ; 
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Those are too wise for bachelors to wed j 
As subtle clerks by many schools are made, 

Twice niamed dames are mistresses o’ the trade no 
But young and tender virgins, ruled with ease. 

We form like wax, and mould them as we please 
“ Conceive me, sirs, nor take my sense amiss , 

'Tis what concerns my soul’s eternal bliss , 

Since if I found no pleasure in my spouse. 

As flesh is frail, and who (God help me) knows ? 

Then should I hve in lewd adultery. 

And sink downnght to Satan when I die. 

Or were I cursed with an unfruitful bed, 

The righteous end were lost, for which I wed, _ lao 
To raise up seed to bless the powers above. 

And not for pleasure only, or for love 
Think not I dote ; ’tis time to take a wife. 

When vigorous blood forbids a chaster life ; 

Those that are blest with store of grace divine. 

May live like saints, by heaven’s consent, and mine 
“ And since I speak of wedlock, let me say, 

(As, thank my stars, in modest truth I may) 

My limbs are active, still I’m sound at heart. 

And a new vigour spnngs in every part. 130 

Think not my virtue lost, though time has shed 

These reverend honours on my hoary head j 

Thus trees are crowned with blossoms white as snow. 

The vital sap then nsing from below 

Old as I am, my lusty limbs appear 

Like winter greens, that flounsh all the year. 

Now, sirs, you know to what I stand inclined. 

Let every fnend with freedom speak his mmcL” 

He said , the rest m different parts divide ; 

The knotty point was urged on either side 
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Slamage, the theme on which they all declaimed, 
Some praised with wit, and some with reason blamed. 
Till, what with proofs, objections, and replies. 

Each wondrous positive, and wondrous wise. 

There fell between his brothers a debate. 

Placebo this was called, and Justin that 
First to the knight Placebo thus begun, 

(Mild were his looks, and pleasing was his tone) 

Such prudence, sir, in all your words appears, 

As plainly proves, experience dwells with years ' 150 

Yet you pursue sage Solomon’s advice. 

To work by counsel when affairs are nice 
But, with the Wiseman’s leave, I must protest. 

So may my soul arnve at ease and rest 
As still I hold your own advice the best 
“ Sir, I have lived a courtier all my days. 

And studied men, their manners, and their ways j 
And have observed this useful maxim still. 

To let my betters always have their will 

Nay, if my lord affirmed that black was white, 160 

My word was this. Your honour’s in the right 

The assuming wit, uho deems himself so wise. 

As his mistaken patron to advise. 

Let him not dare to vent his dangerous thought, 

A noble fool was never in a fault 

This, sir, affects not you, whose every word 

Is weighed with judgment, and befits a lord ; 

Your will IS mine , and is (I will maintain) 

Pleasing to God, and should be so to man , 

At least, your courage all the world must praise 170 
Who dare to wed in your declining days. 

Indulge the vigour of your mounting blood. 

And let grey fools be indolently good. 
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Who, past all pleasure, damn the joys of sense, 

^ With reverend dulness and grave impotence ” 

Justin, who silent sate, and heard the man. 

Thus, with a philosophic frown, began : 

“ A heathen author, of the first degree, 

(Who, though not faith, had sense as well as ■we) 

Bids us be certain our concerns to trust iSo 

To those of generous principles, and just 
The venture’s greater, I’ll presume to say. 

To give your person, than your goods away : 

And therefore, sir, as you regard your rest, 

First learn your lady’s qualities at least . 

Whether she’s chaste or rampant, proud or civil j 
Meek as a saint, or haughty as the devil j 
■\\Tiether an easy, fond, familiar fool, 

Or such a ivit as no man e’er can rule? 

’Tis true perfection none must hope to find 190 

In all this world, much less in woman-kind , 

But if her virtues prove the larger share, 

Bless the kind fates, and think your fortune rare. 

Ah, gentle sir, take warning of a friend. 

Who knows too well the state you thus commend j 
And spite of all his praises must declare. 

All he can find is bondage, cost, and care 
Heaven knows, I shed full many a private tear. 

And sigh in silence, lest the world should hear ; 

While all my fnends applaud my blissful life, 200 
And swear no mortal’s happier in a ivife , 

Demure and chaste as any vestal nun. 

The meekest creature that beholds the sun • 

But, by the immortal powers, I feel the pain. 

And he that smarts has reason to complain 
Do what you list, for me , you must be sage, 
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And cautious sure ; for wisdom is in age . 

But at these years, to \enturc on the fair • 

By him, uho made the ocean, earth, and air. 

To please a mfe, when her occasions call, 210 

Would busy the most vigorous of us all. 

And trust me, sir, the chastest you can choose 
Will ask observance, and exact her dues. 

If what I speak, my noble lord offend, 

My tedious sermon here is at an end." 

“’Tis well, 'tis uondrous well,” the knight replies, 
"Most worthy kinsman, faith you’re mighty wise ' 

We, sirs, are fools , and must resign the cause 
To heathenish authors, proverbs, and old saws 
He spoke with scorn, and turned another way — 220 
What does my fnend, my dear Placebo say ?” 

" I say,” quoth he, " by heaven the man's to blame. 
To slander wives, and wedlock’s holy name ” 

At this the council rose, without delay , 

Each, in his own opinion, went Ins way , 

With full consent, that, all disputes appeased. 

The knight should marry, when and where he pleased 
Who now but January exults with joy? 

The charms of wedlock all his soul employ : 

Each nymph by turns Ins wavering mind possest, 230 
And reigned the short-lived tyrant of his breast , 

While fancy pictured every lively part. 

And each bn^t image wandered o’er his heart 
Thus, in some public forum fixed on high, 

A mirror shows the figures moving by , 

Still one by one, in swift succession, pass 
The gliding shadows o’er the polished glass. 

This lady’s charms the nicest could not blame. 

But vile suspicions had aspersed her fame. 
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That was •with sense, but liot with \artue, blest, 240 
And one had grace, that wanted all tlie rest 
Thus doubting long what nyinph he should obey, 

He fixed at last upon the youthful May 
Her faults he knew not, love is alwajs blind, 

But every charm revolved within his mind : 

Her tender age, her form divinely fair. 

Her easy motion, hci attiactivc air. 

Her sweet behaviour, her enchanting face. 

Her moving softness, and majestic grace 
Much in his prudence did our knight rejoice, 250 
And thought no mortal could dispute his choice , 

Once more in haste he summoned ev cty fnend. 

And told them all, their pains were at an end 
“ Heaven, that” (said he) “Inspired me first to wed, 
Provides a consort worthy of my bed 
Let none oppose the election, since on this 
Depends my quiet, and my future bliss 
“ A dame there is, the darling of my eyes, 

Young, beauteous, artless, innocent, and wise. 

Chaste, though not rich , and though not nobly born, 
Of honest parents, and may serve my turn 261 

Her will I wed, if gracious heaven so please ; 

To pass my age in sanctity and ease ; 

And thank the powers, I may possess alone 
The lovely prize, and share my bliss with none ! 

If you, my friends, this virgin can procure, 

My joys are full, my happiness is sure 
“ only doubt remains full oft I’ve heard, 

By casuists grave, and deep divines averred. 

That tis too much for human race to know 2/C 

The bliss of heaven above, and earth below. 

Now should the nuptial pleasures prove so great, 
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To match the blessings of the future state, 

Those endless joys ^\cre ill c\changed for these. 

Then clear this doubt, and set my mind at ease ” 

This Justin heard, nor could his spleen control. 
Touched to the quick, and tickled at the soul 
“Sir Knight," he cried, “if this be all your dread. 
Heaven put it past your doubt, whene’er you wed , 

And to my ferv’cnt prayers so far consent, 2S0 

That ere the ntes are o’er, you may repent • 

Good heaven, no doubt, the nuptial state approves. 
Since It chastises still what best it loves 
“Then be not, sir, abandoned to despair. 

Seek, and perhaps you’ll find among the fair, 

One, that may do your business to a hair. 

Not even in wish, your happiness delay, 

But prove the scourge to lash you on your way: 

Then to the skies your mounting soul shall go. 

Swift as an arrow soanng from the bow ! 290 

Provided still, you moderate your joy, 

Nor in your pleasures all your might employ, 

Let reason's rule your strong desires abate. 

Nor please too lavishly your gentle mate 
Old wives there are, of judgment most acute. 

Who solve these questions beyond all dispute , 

Consult wth those, and be of better cheer. 

Many, do penance, and dismiss your fear ’’ 

So said, they rose, nor more the work delayed , 

The match was offered, the proposals made 300 

The parents, you may think, would soon comply , 

The old have interest ever in their eye 
Nor was it hard to move the lady’s mind. 

When fortune favours, still the fair are kind 
I pass each previous settlement and deed. 
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Too long for me to A^nte, or you to read ; 

Nor will with quaint impertinence display 
The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array. 

The time approached, to church the parties w ent, 

At once with carnal and devout intent : 310 

Forth came the priest, and bade the obedient uifc 
Like Sarah or Rebecca lead her life 
Then prayed the pou ers the fruitful bed to bless, 

And made all sure enough with holiness 
And now the palace gates are opened u-ide, 

The guests appear in order, side by side, 

And placed in slate, the bndegroom and the bride 
The breathing flute's soft notes arc heard around. 

And the shrill trumpets mix their silver sound , 

The vaulted roofs with echoing music ring, 320 

These touch the vocal stops, and those the trembling 
string 

Not thus Araphion tuned the warbling l}re. 

Nor Joab the sounding clarion could inspire, 

Nor fierce Theodamas, whose sprightly strain 
Could swell the soul to rage, and fire the martial tram 
Bacchus himself, the nuptial feast to grace, 

(So poets sing) was present on the place 
And lovely Venus, goddess of delight, 

Shook high her flaming torch in open sight • 

And danced around, and smiled on every knight . 330 
Pleased her best servant ivould his courage try, 

No less in wedlock, than m hberty 

Full many an age old Hymen had not spied 

So kind a bridegroom, or so bnght a bride. 

Ye bards ' renowned among the tuneful throng 
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial song , 

Think not your softest numbers can display 
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The matchless glories of this blissful day 
The joys are such, as far transcend your rage, 

When tender youth has wedded stooping age 
The beauteous dame sate smiling at the board. 
And darted amorous glances at her lord 
Not Hester’s self, whose charms the Hebrews sing, 
E’er looked so lovely on her Persian king . 

Bright as the rising sun, in summer’s day, 

And fresh and blooming as the month of May ! 

The joyful knight surveyed her by his side, 

Nor envied Pans with the Spartan bride 
Still as his mind revolved with vast delight 
The entrancing raptures of the approacliing night. 
Restless he sate, invoking every power 
To speed his bliss, and haste the happy hour. 
Meantime the vigorous dancers beat the ground, 

And songs were sung, and flowing bowls went round. 
With odorous spices they perfumed the place, 

And mirth and pleasure shone in every face. 

Damian alone, of all the menial train, 

Sad in the midst of triumphs, sighed for pain , 
Damian alone, the knight’s obsequious squire, 
Consumed at heart, and fed a secret fire 
His lovely mistress all his soul possessed, 

He looked, he languished, and could take no rest : 
His task performed, he sadly went his way. 

Fell on his bed, and loathed the light of day. 

There let him lie , till his relenting dame 
Weep m her turn, and waste m equal flame 
The weary sun, as learned poets write. 

Forsook the honzon, and rolled down the light , 
While glittenng stars his absent beams supply, 

And night’s dark mantle overspread the sky. 


340 


35 ° 


360 


370 


if 


- 4 ^ 



474 


TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS 


Then rose the guests; and as the time requured, 

Each paid his thanks, and decently retired 

The foe once gone, our knight prepared to undress. 
So keen he was, and eager to possess • 

But first thought fit the assistance to receive. 

Which grave physicians scruple not to give, 

Satynon near, with hot eringo’s stood, 

Cantharides, to fire the lazy blood, 

"Whose use old bards descnbe in luscious rhymes. 

And critics learned explain to modern times .380 

By this the sheets were spread, the bnde undressed. 
The room was spnnkled, and the bed was blessed. 
What next ensued beseems not me to say; 

’Tis sung, he laboured tiU the dawning day, 

Then bnskly sprung from bed, with heart so -ligh^ 

As all were nothing he had done by night; 

And sipped his cordial as he sate upright 
He kissed his balmy spouse with wranton play. 

And feebly sung a lusty roundelay : 

Then on the couch his W'eaiy limbs he cast; 390 
For every labour must have rest at last 

But anxious cares the pensive squire oppressed. 

Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forsook his breast; 

The raging flames that in his bosom dwell. 

He wanted art to hide, and means to tell 
Yet hoping time the occasion might betray. 

Composed a sonnet to the lovely May; 

'\^^lfch ivnt and folded with the nicest art, 

He wrapped in silk, and laid upon his heart 
'\^^^en now the fourth revolvmg day was run, 400 
(’Twas June, and Cancer had received the Sun) 

Forth Jfrprn'her chamber came the beauteous bnde; 
The good old knight moved slowly by her side 
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High mass was sung j they feasted in the hall ; 
The servants round stood ready at their call. 

The squire alone was absent from ihe board, 

And much his sickness grieved his worthy lord, 
Who prayed his spouse, attended with her train. 
To visit Damian, and divert Ins pain. 

The obliging dames obeyed with one consent ; 
They left the hall, and to his lodging went 
The female tribe surround him as he lay. 

And close beside him sat the gentle May • 

Where, as she tried his pulse, he softly drew 
A heaving sigh, and cast a mournful view • 

Then, gave his bill, and bribed the powers divine. 
With secret vows to favour his design. 

Who studies now but discontented May? 

On her soft couch uneasily she lay * 

The lumpish husband snored away the night. 

Till coughs awaked him near the morning light. 
What then he did. I’ll not presume to tell, 

Nor if she thought herself in heaven or hell ; 
Honest and dull in nuptial bed they lay, 

Till the bell tolled, and all arose to pray. 

Were it by forceful destiny decreed, 

Or did from chance, or nature’s power proceed j 
Or that some star, with aspect kind to love. 

Shed Its selectest influence from above , 
Whatever was the cause, the tender dame 
Felt the first motions of an infant flame. 
Received the impressions of the love-sick squire. 
And wasted in the soft infectious fire. 

Ye fair, draw near, let May’s example move 
Your gentle minds to pity those who love • 

Had some fierce tyrant in her stead been found. 
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The poor adorer sure had hanged, or drowned 
But she, your sex’s mirror, free from pnde. 

Was much too meeh to prove a homicide 
But to my tale Some sages have defined 440 

Pleasure the sovereign bliss of humankind 
Our knight (who studied much, we may suppose) 
Denved his high philosophy from those , 

For, like a pnnce, he bore the vast expense 
Of lavish pomp, and proud magnificence 
His house was stately, his retinue gay. 

Large was his tram, and gorgeous his array. 

His spacious garden made to yield to none, 

Was compassed round with walls of solid stone ; 
Pnapus could not half descnbe the grace 45 ° 

(Though god of gardens) of this diarming place 
A place to tire the rambling wits of France 
In long descriptions, and exceed romance ; 

Enough to shame the gentlest bard that sings 
Of painted meadows, and of purling spnngs 

Full in the centre of the flowery ground, 

A crystal fountain spread Us streams around. 

The fhiitful banks witli verdant laurels crowned, 

About this spnng (if ancient fame say true) 

The dapper elves their moonlight sports pursue 460 
Their pigmy king, and little fairy queen, 

In circling dances gamboled on the green, 

IVhile tuneful sprites a merry concert made, 

And airy music warbled through the shade. 

Hither the noble knight would oft repair, 

(His scene of pleasure, and peculiar care) 

For this he held it dear, and always bore 
The silver key that locked the garden door 
To this sweet place in summer’s sultry heat. 
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He used from noise and business to retreat , 470 

And here in dalliance spend the hve-long day, 

Soltis cutn sola, with his spnghtly May 
Por whate’er work was undischarged a-bed, 

The duteous knight m this feir garden sped 
But ah • what mortal lives of bliss secure, 

How short a space our worldly joys endure? 

O fortune, fair, like all thy treacherous kind, 

But faithless still, and wavenng as the wind > 

O painted monster, formed mankind to cheat, 

With pleasing poison, and with soft deceit • 4S0 

'This rich, this amorous, venerable knight, 

Amidst his ease, his solace, and delight. 

Struck blind by thee, resigns his days to grief, 

And calls on death, the wretch’s last relief 
The rage of jealousy then seized his mind. 

For much he feared the faith of noman-kind 
His wife not suffered from his side to stray, 

Was captive kept, he watched her night and day. 
Abridged her pleasures and confined her sway. 

Full oft in tears did hapless May complain, 490 

And sighed full oft , but sighed and a ept m vain , 

She looked on Damian with a lover’s eje; 

For oh, ’twas fixt, she must possess or die f 
Nor less impatience vexed her amorous squire. 

Wild with delaj, and burning -with desire 
Watched as she was, yet could he not refrain, 

By secret writing to disclose his pain : 

The dame by signs revealed her kind intent, 

Till both were conscious what each other meant. 

Ah, gentle knight, what would thy eyes a\ail, 500 
, Though they could see as far as ships can sail ? 

'Tis better, sure, when blind, deccixed to be. 
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Than be deluded when a man can see ' 

Argus himself, so cautious and so wise, 

Was over-watched, for all his hundred eyes • 

So many an honest husband may, ’tis known. 

Who, ivisely, never thinks the case his own 
The dame at last, by diligence and care. 

Procured the key her knight was wont to bear] 

She took the wards in wax before the fire, 510 

And gave the impression to the trusty squire 
By means of this, some wonder shall appear. 

Which, in due place and season, you may hear 
Well sung sweet Ovid, in the days of yore. 

What sleight is that, which love will not explore ? 

And Pyramus and Thisbe plainly show 
The feats true lovers, when they hst, can do : 

Though watched and captive, yet in spite of all. 

They found the art of kissing through a wall. 

But now no longer from our tale to stray, 520 
It happed, that once upon a summer’s day, 

Our reverend knight was urged to amorous play • 

He raised his spouse ere matin-bell was rung. 

And thus his morning canticle he sung : 

“ Awake, my love, disclose thy radiant eyes , 

Arise, my wife, my beauteous lady, rise • 

Hear how the doves ivith pensive notes complain. 

And in soft murmurs tell the trees their pain 
The winter’s past , the clouds and tempest fly , 

The sun adorns the fields, and bnghtens all the sky 
Fair without spot, whose every charming part 531 
My bosom wounds, and captivates my heart , 

Come, and in mutual pleasures let’s engage, 

Joy of my life, and comfort of my age ” 

This heard, to Damian straight a sign she made. 
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To haste before ; the gentle squire obeyed 
Secret, and undescned he took his way, 

And ambushed close behind an arbour lay. 

It was not long ere January came, 

And hand in hand with him his lovely dame ; 

Blind as he was, not doubting all was sure, 

He turned the key, and made the gate secure 
** Here let us walk,” he said, ** observed by none 
Conscious of pleasures to the world unknown . 

So may my soul have joy, as thou, my wife. 

Art far the dearest solace of my life , 

And rather would I choose, by heaven above, 

To die this instant, than to lose thy love 
Reflect what truth was m my passion shown. 

When unendowed, I took thee for my own, 

And sought no treasure but thy heart alone 
Old as I am, and now depnved of sight. 

Whilst thou art faithful to thy own true knight, 

Nor age, nor blindness rob me of delight. 

Each other loss with patience I can bear. 

The loss of thee is what I only fear. 

“ Consider then, my lady and my wife, 

The solid comforts of a virtuous life 
As first, the love of Christ himself you gam ; 

Next, your own honour undefiled maintain , 

And lastly, that which sure your mind must move. 
My whole estate shall gratify your love : 

Make your own terms, and ere to-morrow’s sun 
Displays his light, by heaven it shall be done. 

I seal the contract ivith a holy kiss, 

And will perform, by this — ^my dear, and this — 
Have comfort, spouse, nor think thy lord unkind , 
’Tis love, not jealousy, that fires my mind 
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For when Ihy charms my sober thoughts engage, 

And joined to them my own unequal age, 570 

From thy dear side I have no power to part, 

Such secret transports warm my melting heart 
For who that once possess those heavenly charms, 
Could live one moment absent from thy arms?” 

He ceased, and May with modest grace repliqd , 
(Weak was her voice, as while she spoke she cried ) 

“ Heaven knows” (w’lth that a tender sigh she drew) 

“ I have a soul to save as well as you . 

And, what no less you to my charge commend, 

My dearest honour, will to death defend 580 

To you in holy church I gave my hand. 

And joined my heart in wedlock’s sacred band • 

Yet after this, if you distrust my care. 

Then hear, my lord, and witness w’hat I sw’ear 
“First, may the yawning earth her bosom rend 
And let me hence to hell alive descend , 

Or die the death I dread no less than hell. 

Sewed in a sack, and plunged into a well 
Ere I my fame by one lewd act disgrace. 

Or once renounce the honour of my race. 590 

For know, Sir Knight, of gentle blood I came, 

I loathe a whore, and startle at the name. 

But jealous men on their own enmes reflect. 

And learn from thence their ladies to suspect . 

Else why these needless cautions sir, to me? 

These doubts and fears of female constancy • 

This chime still rings m every ladjr’s ear. 

The only strain a wife must hope to hear ” 

Thus w'hile she spoke a sidelong glance she cast, 
Where Damian kneeling, w'orshipped as she past 600 
She saw him watch the motions’of her eye, 

-A- 
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And singled out a pear-tree planted nigh 
’Twas charged with fruit that made a goodly show, 

And hung with dangling pears was every bough 
Thither the obsequious squire addressed his pace, 

And climbing, in the summit took his place , 

The knight and lady walked beneath in view. 

Where let us leave tliem, and our tale pursue 
’Twas now the season when the glorious sun 
Hk heavenly progress through the Twins had run, 610 
And Jove, exalted, his mild influence pelds. 

To glad the glebe, and paint the flowery fields . 

Clear was the day, and Phoebus rising bright. 

Had streaked the azure firmament with light , 

He pierced the glittering clouds with golden streams. 
And warmed the womb of earth n ith genial baems 
It so befell, in that fair moming-tide. 

The fames sported on the garden side. 

And in the midst their monarch and his bride 

So featly tripped the light-foot ladies round, 620 

The knights so nimbly o’er the green sward bound, 

That scarce they bent the flowers, or touched the ground 

The dances ended, all the fairy tram 

For pinks and daisies searched the flowery plain , 

While on a bank reclined of rising green, 

Thus, with a frown, the king bespoke his queen . 

' “ ’Tis too apparent, argue what you can. 

The treachery you women use to man 
A thousand authors have this truth made out. 

And sad experience leaves no room for doubt 630 
Heaven rest thy spirit, noble Solomon, 

A -wiser monarch never saw the sun 

All wealth, all honours, the supreme degree 

Of earthly bliss was well bestowed on thee ' 

2 II 
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For sagely hast thou said Of all mankind. 

One only just, and righteous, hope to find 

But shouldst thou search the spacious world around, 

Yet one good woman is not to be found 

“ Thus says the king who knew your wickedness , , 
The son of Sirach testifies no less 640 

So may some ivildfire on your bodies fall, 

Or some devouring plague consume you all. 

As well you view the ledier m the tree. 

And well this honourable knight you see . 

But since he’s blind and old (a helpless case) 

His squire shall cuckold him before your face 
“ Now by my own dread majesty I swear, 

And by this awful sceptre which I bear, 

No impious wretch shall ’scape unpunished long, 

That in my presence offers such a ivrong 650 

I will this instant undeceive the knight. 

And, in the very act restore his sight 
And set the strumpet here in open view, 

A warning to these ladies, and to you, 

And all the faithless sex, for ever to be true ” 

And w'lll you so," replied the queen, " indeed ^ 
Now, by mother’s soul it is decreed, - ' 

She shall not want an answer at her need 
For her, and for her daughters, I’ll engage, 

And all the sex in each succeeding age , 660 

Art shall be theirs to varnish an offence. 

And fortify their crimes with confidence 
Nay, were they taken in a strict embrace, 

Seenpvith both eyes, and pinioned on the place. 

All they shall need is to protest and swear, 

Breathe a soft sigh, and drop a tender tear , 

Till their wise husbands, gulled by arts like these, 
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Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as geese 

“Wiat though this slanderous Jew, this Solomon, 
Called women fools, and knew full many a one , 670 

The -vMser ^^lls of later times declare. 

How constant, chaste, and virtuous women are . 
Witness the martyrs, who resigned their breath. 

Serene in torments, unconcerned in death , 

And witness next what Roman authors tell, 

How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell 
“ But since the sacred leaves to all are free. 

And men interpret texts, ivhy should not we ? 

By this no more was meant, than to have shown. 

That sovereign goodness dwells m him alone 680 
Who only Is, and is but only One 
But grant the -worst, shall women then be iveighed 
By every word that Solomon has said ? 

What though this king (as ancient story boasts) 

Built a fair temple to the Lord of hosts , 

He ceased at last his Maker to adore. 

And did as much for idol gods, or more 
Beware what la-vnsh praises you confer 
On a rank lecher and idolater. 

Whose reign indulgent God, says holy writ, 690 

Did but for David’s righteous sake permit , 

David, the monarch after heaven's own mind. 

Who loved our sex, and honoured all our kind 
“ Well, I’m a woman, and as such must speak , 
Silence would swell me, and ray heart would break 
Know, then, I scorn your dull authorities, 

Your idle wits, and all their learned lies 
By heaven, those authors are our sex’s foes. 

Whom, in our nght, I must and will oppose ” 

" Nay,” (quoth the king), " dear madam, be not wroth 
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I yield It up , but since I gave my oath. 

That this much-injured knight again should see. 

It must be done — 1 am a king,” said he, 

“ And one, whose faith has ever sacred been ” 

“ And so has mine ” (she said) — “ I am a queen : 
Her ansivcr she shall hai e, I undertake , 

And thus an end of all dispute 1 make 

Tr}' when you list ; and you shall find, my lord, 

It IS not in our se\ to break our w ord ” 

We lea^ e them here in this heroic strain, 7 lo 

And to the knight our storj' turns again , 

Who m the garden, wnth his lo\ ely May, 

Sung merrier than the cuckoo or the jay • 

This W’as his song , “ Oh, kind and constant be, 
Constant and kind 1*11 ever prove to thee ’* 

Thus singing as he w ent, at last he drew 
By easy steps; to where the pear-tree grew’ * 

The longing dame looked up, and spied her love 
Full fairly perched among the boughs above 719 
She stopped, and sighing " oh, good gods,” she cried, 
“ "WTiat pangs, what sudden shoots distend my side ? 

O for that tempting fruit, so fresh, so green. 

Help, for tlie love ofhea-venjs immortal queen ' 

Help, dearest lord, and save at once the life 
Of thy poor infant, and thy longing wife 
Sore sighed the knight to hear his lady’s cry, 

But could not climb, and had no servant nigh 
Old as he w’as, and void of eyesight too, 

What could, alas ' a helpless husband do? 

“And must I languish, then,” she said, “and die, 730 
Yet view the lovely fruit before my eye? 

At least, kind sir, for charity’s sweet 5ake, 

Vouchsafe the trunk between your arms to take 
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Then from your back I might ascend the tree , 

Do }ou but stoop, and leave the rest to me.” 

“ With all my soul,” he thus replied again, 

“ I’d spend my dearest blood to ease thy pain ” 

With that, his back against the trunk he bent, 

She seized a twig, and up the tree she went 
Now prove your patience, gentle ladies all ' 740 

Nor let on me your heavy anger fall . 

’Tis truth I tell, though not m phrase refined , 

Though blunt my tale, yet honest is my mind 
What feats the lady in the tree might do, 

I pass, as gambols never known to you , 

But sure it was a merrier fit, she swore. 

Than in her life she ever felt before 

In that nice moment, lo I the wondering knight 
Looked out, and stood restored to sudden sight 
Straight on the tree his eager eyes he bent, 750 

As one whose thoughts were on his spouse intent , 

But when he saw his bosom-wife so dressed, 

His rage was such as cannot be expressed 
Not frantic mothers when their infants die. 

With louder clamours rend the vaulted sky 
He cned, he roared, he stormed, he tore his hair , 
“Death • hell ' and furies ! what dost thou do there?” 

“What ails my lord?” the trembling dame rephed, 

“ I thought your patience had been better tiied . 

Is this your love, ungrateful and unkind, 7 ^° 

This my reward for having cured the blind ? 

Why was I taught to make my husband see. 

By struggling with a man upon a tree ? 

Did I for this the power of magic prove ? 

Unhappy wife, whose crime was too much love 
“ If this be struggling, by this holy light. 



486 TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS , 

’Tis struggling with a vengeance,” (quoth the knight), 

" So heaven preserve the sight it has restored. 

As with these eyes I plainly saw thee whored , 

Whored by my slave — ^perfidious wretch ' may hell 770 
As surely seize thee, as I saw too well ” 

“Guard me, good angels cned the gentle May, 

“ Pray heaven, this magic work the proper way • 

Alas, my love • ’tis certain, could you see, 

You ne’er had used these kilhng words to me 
So help me, fates, as ’tis no perfect sight. 

But some faint glimmering of a doubtful light ” 

‘ “What I have said ” (quoth he), “ I must maintain. 
For, by the immortal powers it seemed too plain — ” 

“ By all those powers, some frenzy seized your mind,” 
(Rephed the dame,) “are these the thanks I find? 781 
Wretch that I am, that e’er I was so kind 
She said , a nsing sigh expressed her woe. 

The ready tears apace began to flow. 

And as they fell she iviped from either eye 
The drops (for women, when they list, can cry) 

The knight was touched , and in his looks appeared 
Signs of remorse, while thus his spouse he cheered 
“ Madam, ’tis past, and my short anger o’er , 

Come down, and vex your tender heart no more 790 
Excuse me, dear, if aught amiss was said. 

For, on my soul, amends shall soon be made . 

Let my repentance your forgii'eness draw, 

By heaven, I swore but what I thought I saw ” 

“ Ah, my loved lord > 'twas much unkind ” (she cried) 
“On bare susiiicion thus to treat your bride 
But till your sight’s established, for a while. 

Imperfect objects may your sense beguile 
Thus when from sleep we first our eyes display. 
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'1 he bills arc ^\oundcll amiU the i)iercing r.i>, Soo 
And dusky vapours use, and mtcrccpt the day 
So just recovering from the shades of night, 

Vour swimming c^es are drunk with sudden light, 
Stnnge phantoms dance around, and skim before your 
sight 

** 1 hen, sir, be cautious, nor too rashly deem ; 
llcaicn knows how seldom things are what the) seem * 
Consult your reason, and jou soon shall find 
Twas )0u A\cre jealous, hot your wife unkind . 

Jove ne’er spoke oracle more true than this. 

None judge so w rong as those who think amiss " S 10 

With tint she leaped into htr lord’s embrace. 

With w ell-dtsscmblcd virtue m htr face 
1 le hugged her close, and kissed her o’er and o’er, 
Disturbed w ith doubts and jealousies no more : 
both pleased and blessed, renewed their mutual \ows, 
A fruitful w ifc, and a believing spouse. 

Ihus ends our talc, whose moral ne\t to make, 

Let all w ISC husbands hence example lake , 

And pray, to crown the pleasure of their lives, 

'1 o be so well deluded by the r amvcs 820 


1 HE FIRST BOOK OF 
STATIUS HIS THEBAISi 

TRAKStJtlED IN Tlir IPAR I703 

The First Book oflhc Ththm of Stilius w.is published in 1712, 
xn J.in(ot's Mistcllaiiy Pope had tried his hand at Iranshting 
part of .S/o/m before he was twchc j ears of nge, and his cfTorls 
w'cre revised by Ins early fnend Henry Cromwell, so mystcnously 
described by Gay in Alexander Pope hts safe letnrn fiom Troy 
ns "honest hatless Cromwell, XMlli red breeches” Papinius 
Statiu*, born at Naples about 50 A D. was the most popidar poet 
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of the Flavian epoch, and besides his epics, the Thebais (in 12 
boolvs) and the Achillas (in 2), wrote the Sylva (5 boots of occa- 
sional pieces) Of his Thebais, said to have been founded on the 
Greek poem by Antimachus, a criticism will be found in Menvale’s 
Romans under the Emftre, chap Kiv , where it is designated as 
perhaps the most perfect in form and arrangement of ancient epics, 
but confused in its general effect from want of breadth and large- 
ness of treatment. 

ARGUMENT 

(Edipus King of Thebes having by mistake slam his father Laius, 
and married his mother Jocasta, put out his oum eyes, and 
resigned the realm to his sons Eteocles and Folynices Being 
neglected by them, he makes his prayer to the fury Tisiphone, 
to sow debate betwixt the brothers They agree at last to 
reign singly, each a year by turns, and the first lot is obtained 
by Eteocles Jupiter, in a council of the gods, declares his 
resolution of punishing the Thebans, and Argives also, by 
means of a marnage betwixt Folynices and one of the daughters 
of Adrastus, King of Argus Juno opposes, but to no effect , 
and Mercuiy is sent on a message to the shades, to the ghost 
of Laius, who is to appear to Eteocles, and provoke him to 
break the agreement Folynices, in the meantime, departs 
from Tliebes by night, is overtaken by a storm, and arrives at 
Argos; where he meets with Tydeus, who had fled from 
Calydon, having killed his brother Adrastus entertains them, 
having rcceiied an oracle from Apollo that his daughter 
should be married to a boar and a lion, which he understands 
to be meant of these strangers by whom the hides of those 
beasts were W’om, and who amied at the time when he kept 
an annual feast in honour of that god The rise of this solem- 
nity he relates to his guests, the loaes of Fhcebus and Psama- 
the, and the story of Clioroebus He inquires, and is made 
acquamted with that descent and quality The sacriflce is 
renewed, and the book concludes with a Hjonn to Apollo 

The translator hopes he needs not apologise for his choice of 
this piece, which was made almost in his childhood But findiii«r 
the version better than he expected, he gave it some correction a 
few j ears aftcrw ards. 
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Fr^tfrkal rage the guUty Thebes alarms, 

The alternate reign deslro) ed by impious arms 
Demand our song ; a sacred fur) fires 
My ra\ished brcvist, and all the muse inspucs. 

O goddess 1 say, shall I deduce my rhymes 
From the dire nation in its carlj times, 

I'uropi’s riipe, Agenor’s stern decree, 

And Cadmus searching round the s])acious sea? 

{ IIow* 'With the serpent's teeth he sowed the soil, 

I And resjicd an iron lnr\ est of his toil , 10 

Or how from joining stones the city sprung, 

While to his harp dnine Amphion sung? 

Or shall 1 Juno’s hate to Thebes resound, 

Whose fatal rage the unhappy Monarch found ? 

The sire against the son Ins arrows drew, 

O'er the wide fields Uic furious motlier flew, 

And while her arms a second hope contain, 

Sprung from the rocks, and plunged into the mam. 

But wane whalc’er to Cadmus may belong. 

And fix, O muse ! the barrier of thj song 20 

At Qidipus — from Ins disasters trace 
The long confusions of Ins guilty race 
Nor yet attempt to stretch thy bolder wmg, 

And mighty Cxsar’s conquenng eagles sing , 

How twice he tamed proud Isler’s rapid flood, 

^\lnle Dacian mountains streamed w ith barbarous blood , 
Twice taught the Rlune beneath his laws to roll, 

And stretched Ins empire to the frozen pole , 

Oh, long before, with early valour strove 

In youthful arms to assert the cause of Jove 3 ° 

/\nd thou, great heir of all thy father’s fame. 

Increase of glory to the Latun name ' 

Oh bless thy Rome with an eternal reign, 
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Nor let desiring worlds entreat m vain 
What though the stars contract their heavenly spice, 
And crowed their shining lamps to yield thee place , 
Though all the skies, ambitious of thy sway, 

Conspire to court thee from our world away , 

Though Phoebus longs to mix his rays wuth thine, 

And in thy glories more serenely shine ; 4® 

Though Jove himself no less content would be 
To part his throne, and share his heaven with thee , 

Yet stay, great Caesar 1 and vouchsafe to reign 
O’er the wide earth, and o’er the watery main , 

Resign to Jove his empire of the skies. 

And people heaven w’lth Roman deities 
The time will come when a diviner flame 
Shall warm my breast to sing of Caesar’s fame 
Meanwhile permit that my preluding muse 
In Theban wars an humbler theme may choose • 50 

Of funous hate surviving death she sings, 

A fatal throne to two contending kings, 

And funeral flames that, parting wide in air. 

Express the discord of the souls they bear 
Of tow'ns dispeopled, and the wandering ghosts 
Of kings unburied in the wasted coasts 
When Dirce’s fountain blushed wuth Grecian blood, 
And Thetis, near Ismenos’ sw'elling flood. 

With dread beheld the roUmg surges sweep 
In heaps his slaughtered sons into the deep 60 

"What hero, Clio > wilt thou first relate ? 

The rage of Tydeus, or the prophet’s fate^ 

Or how, wnth lulls of slam on every side, 

Hippomedon repelled tlie hostile tide? 

Or how the youth, with every grace adorned. 

Untimely fell, to be for ever mourned ? 
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Then to fierce Capaneus thy verse extend, 

And sing nith horror his prodigious end 
Now wretched CEdipus, deprived of sight, 

Led a long death in everlasting night , 70- 

But while he dwells where not a cheerful ray 
Can pierce the darkness, and abhors the day , 

Tlie clear reflecting mind presents his sin 
In frightful views, and makes it day within j 
Returning thoughts in endless circles roll, 

And lliousand furies haunt his guilty soul 
The wretch then lifted to the unpitying skies 
Those empty orbs from whence he tore his eyes. 

Whose wounds, yet fresh, with bloody hands he strook, 
While from his breast these dreadful accents broke 80 
“ Ye gods I that o'er the gloomy regions reign, 

Where guilty spirits feel eternal pain , 

Thou, sable Styx ' whose livid sti earns are rolled 
Through dreary coasts, which I though blind behold ; 
Tisiphone > that oft has heard my prayer, 

Assist, if CEdipus deserve thy care 
If you receive me from Jocasta’s womb. 

And nursed the hope of mischief yet to come , 

If, leaving Polybus, I took my way 

To Cirrha’s temple, on that fatal day, 90 

When by the son the trembling father died. 

Where the three roads the Phociaii fields divide j 
If I the sphinx’s riddles durst explain, 

Taught by thyself to win the promised reign , 

If wretched I, by baleful fuiies led, 

With monstrous mixture stained my mother’s bed , 

For hell and thee begot an impious brood, 

And with full lust those horrid joys renewed , 

Then, self-condemned, to shades of endless night, . 
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Forced from these orbs the bleeding balls of sight, loo 
Oh hear ’ and aid the vengeance I require, 

If worthy thee, and what thou mightest inspire. 

My sons their old, unfrappy sire despise, 

Spoiled of his kingdom, and deprived of eyes ; 

Guideless I wander, unregarded mourn, 

While these evalt their sceptres o'er my urn , 

These sons, ye gods 1 who with flagitious pride , | 

Insult my darkness, and my gro.'ins dcnde. ! 

Art thou a father, unregarding Jove ' 1 

And sleeps thy thunder m the realms above ? no | 
Thou fury > then some lasting curse entail, | 

Which o'er their children’s children shall prevail , i 

Place on their heads tliat croivn distamed with gore, * 
Winch these dure hands from my slam father tore , I 

Go ' and a parent's heavy curses bear , I 

Break all the bonds of nature, and prepare * 

Their kindred souls to mutual hate and ivar 
Give them to dare, what I might wish to see. 

Blind as I am, some glorious villany 1 

Soon shalt thou find, if thou but arm their hands, xzo 

Their ready guilt preventing thy commands 

Couldst thou some great proportioned mischief frame, 

They’d prove the father from ivhose loins they came " 

The fury heard, while on Cocytus’ brink 
Her snakes, untied, sulphureous waters dnnk. 

But at the summons rolled her eyes around, 

- And snatched the starting serpents from the ground 
Not half so swiftly shoots along in air, 

The gliding lightning, or descending star 
Through crowds of airy shades she winged her flight, 

And dark dommions of the silent night, 131 

Swift as she passed, the flitting ghosts withdrew. 
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And the pale spectres trembled at her view . 

To the iron gates of Ttenarus she flies, 

There spreads her dusky pimons to the skies, 

The day beheld, and sickening at the sight. 

Veiled her fair glories in the shades of night 
Affrighted Atlas, on the distant shore, 

Trembled, and shook the heavens and gods he bore ' 
Now from beneath Malea’s airy height 140 

Aloft she sprung, and steered to Thebes her flight. 
With eager speed the well-known journey took, 

Nor here regrets the hell she late forsook 
A hundred snakes her gloomy visage shade, 

A hundred serpents guard her horrid head. 

In her sunk eyeballs dreadful meteors glow 
Such rays from Phoebe's bloody circle flow, 

IVhen labouring with strong charms, she shoots from high 
A fiery gleam, and reddens all the sky 
Blood stained her cheeks, and from her mouth there 
came 150 

Blue steaming poisons, and a length of flame 
From every blast of her contagious breath. 

Famine and drought proceed, and plagues, and death 
A robe obscene was o’er her shoulders thrown, 

A dress by fates and furies worn alone 
She tossed her meagre arms , her better hand 
In waving circles whirled a funeral brand 
A serpent from her left was seen to rear 
His flaming crest, and lash the yielding air 

But when the fury took her stand on high, 60 

Where vast Cithaeron’s top salutes the sky, 

A hiss from all the snaky tier went round 
The dreadful signal all the rocks rebound, 

And through the Achaian cities send the sound 
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Oete, with high Parnassus, heard the voice, 

Eurota’s banks remurmured to the noise , 

Again Leucothoe shook at these alarms, 

And pressed Palmmon closer m her arms 
Headlong from thence the glowing fury springs. 

And o’er the Theban palace spreads her wings, 170 
Once more invades the guilty dome, and shrouds 
Its bright pavilions in a vale of clouds 
Straight with the rage of all their race possessed, 

Stung to the soul, the brothers start from rest, 

And all their funes wake withm their breast 
Theu: tortured minds repining envy tears. 

And hate, engendered b)' suspicious fears ; 

And sacred thirst of sway , and all the tics 
Of nature broke , and royal perjuries , 

And impotent desire to reign alone, 180 

That scorns the dull reversion of a throne , 

Each would the sweets of sovereign rule devour. 

While discord waits upon divided power 

As stubborn steers by braivny ploughmen broke, 

And joined reluctant to the galling yoke. 

Alike disdain -with servile necks to bear 

The unwonted weight, or drag the crooked share. 

But rend the reins, and bound a different way. 

And all the furrows m confusion lay . 

Such was the discord of the royal pair, 190 

IVhom fury drove precipitate to war 
In vam the chiefs contnved a specious waj'. 

To govern Thebes by tlieir alternate snay 
Unjust decree • while this enjoys the state. 

That mourns in exile his unequal fate. 

And the short monarch of a hasty year 
Foresees with anguish his returning heir 
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Thus did the league their impious arms restrain, 

But scarce subsisted to the second reign 
Yet then, no proud aspiring piles were raised, 200 
No fretted roofs with polished metals blazed , 

No laboured columns in long order placed, 

No Grecian stone the pompous arches graced. 

No nightly bands in glittering armour wait 
Before the sleepless tyrants guarded gate , 

No chargers then were wrought in burnished gold, 

Nor silver vases took the forming mould , 

Nor gems on bowls embossed were seen to shine, 

Blaze on the brims, and sparkle in the wine — 

Say, wretched rivals ' what provokes your rage ? 210 

Say, to what end your impious arms engage ? 

Not all bright Phoebus views in early morn. 

Or when his evening beams the west adorn. 

When the south glows with his meridian ray, 

And the cold north receives a fainter day , 

For crimes like these, not all those realms suffice, 

Were all those realms the guilty victor’s prize ' 

But fortune now (the lots of empire thrown) 

Decrees to proud Eteocles the crown 
What joys, oh tyrant ' swelled thy soul that day, 220 
When all were slaves thou couldst around survey. 
Pleased to behold unbounded power thy own. 

And singly fill a feared and envied throne ’ 

But the vile vulgar, ever discontent. 

Their growing fears in secret murmurs vent , 

Still prone to change, though still the slaves of state. 
And sure the monarch whom they have, to hate , 

New lords they madly make, then tamely bear, 

And softly curse the tjTants whom they fear 

And one of those uho groan beneath the sway 230 
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Of kings imposed and grudgingly obey, 

(Whom envy to the great, and vulgar spite 
With scandal armed, the ignoble mind‘s delight,) 
Exclaimed — “ O Thebes ‘ for thee what fates remain. 
What woes attend this inauspicious reign ? 

Must we, alas * our doubtful necks prepare, 

Each haughty master’s yoke by turns to bear. 

And still to change whom changed we still must fear? 
These now control a wretched people’s fate. 

These can divide, and these reverse the state * 240 

Even fortune rules no more — O servile land. 

Where exiled tyrants still by turns command • 

Thou sire of gods and men, imperial Jove ' 

Is this the eternal doom decreed above 1 
On thy own offspring hast thou fixed this fate, 

From the first birth of our unhappj state , 

When banished Cadmus, wandenng o’er the mam, 

For lost Europa searched the world in vain, 

And fated in Boeotian fields to found 
A nsmg empire on a foreign ground, 250 

First raised our walls on that ill-omened plain. 

Where earth-born brothers were by brothers slam? 
IVhat lofty looks the unnvalled monarch bears ' 

How all the t)Tant in his face appears ' 

What sullen fury clouds his scornful brow • 

Gods I how his eyes with threatening ardour glow ' 

Can this imperious lord forget to reign, 

Quit all his state, descend, and serve again? 

Yet, who, before, more popularly bowed. 

Who more propitious to the suppliant crowd? 260 
Patient of nght, familiar in the throne ? 

What wonder then ? he was not then alone 
Oh wretched we, a vile,-submissive tram, 
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Fortune's tame fools, and slaves in every reign ' 

As when two winds with rival force contend, 

This way and that, the wavering sails they bend, 

^Vhlle freezing Boreas, and black Eurus blow. 

Now here, now there, the reeling vessel throw 
Thus on each side, alas • our tottering state 
Feels all the fury of resistless fate, 270 

And doubtful still, and still distracted stands. 

While that prince threatens, and while this commands 
And now the almighty Father of the gods 
Convenes a council in the blest abodes • 

Far in the bright recesses of the skies, 

High o’er the rolling heavens, a mansion lies. 

Whence, far below, the gods at once survey 
The realms of rising and declining day. 

And all the extended space of earth, and air, and sea 
Full in the midst, and on the starry throne, 280 

The majesty of heaven superior shone , 

Serene he looked, and gave an awful nod, 

And all the trembling spheres confessed the god 
At Jove’s assent, the deities around 
In solemn state the consistory crowned. 

Next a long order of inferior powers ' 

Ascend from hilh, and plains, and shady bowers , 

Those from whose urns the rolling rivers flow, 

And those that give the wandering winds to blow 
Here all their rage, and even their murmurs cease, 290 
And sacred silence reigns, and universal peace 
A shining synod of majestic gods 
Gilds with new lustre the divine abodes , 

Heaven seems improved with a superior ray. 

And the bright arch reflects a double day 
The monarch then his solemn silence broke, g ^ 
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The still creation listened while he spoke, 

Each sacred accent bears eternal weight. 

And each irrevocable word is fate 
How long shall man the wrath of heaven defy, 3 
And force unwilling vengeance from the sky • 

Oh race confederate into crimes, that prove 
Triumphant o’er the eluded rage of Jove ’ 

This weaned arm can scarce the bolt sustain. 

And unregarded thunder rolls in vain • 

The o’erlaboured Cyclop from his task retires , 

The ./Eolian forge exhausted of its fires 
For this, I suffered Phoebus’ steeds to stray. 

And the mad ruler to misguide the day 
Vr’hen the wide earth to heaps of ashes turned 3 
And heaven itself the wandenng chanot burned 
For this, my brother of the watery reign 
Released the impetuous sluices of the mam : 

But flames consumed, and billows raged in vam 
Two races now, alhed to Jove, offend , 

To pumsh these, see Jove himself descend 
The Theban kings their line from Cadmus trace, 
From godlike Perseus those of Argive race 
Unhappy Cadmus’ fate who does not know ? 

And the long series of succeeding woe ; 3 

How oft the furies, from the deeps of night, 

Arose, and mixed with men in mortal fight • 

The exulting mother, stained with filial blood , 

The savage hunter and the haunted wood • 

The dureful banquet why should I proclaim. 

And cnmes that grieve the trembling gods to name ? 
Ere I recount the sins of these profane, 

The sun would sink into the western main, 

And nsing gild the radiant east again 
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Have we not seen (the blood of Laius shed) 330 
The murdering son ascend his parent’s bed, 

Through violated nature force his way, 

And stain the sacred womb where once he lay ? 

Yet now in darkness and despair he groans, 

And for the crimes of guilty fate atones , 

His sons with scorn their eyeless father view. 

Insult his wounds, and make them bleed anew 
Thy curse, oh CEdipus, just heaven alarms. 

And sets the avenging thunderer in arms 
I from the root thy guilty race will tear, 340 

'And give the nations to the waste of war 
Adrastus soon, with gods averse, shall join. 

In dire alhance with the Theban line , 

Hence strife shall nse, and mortal war succeed , 

The guilty realms of Tantalus shall bleed , 

Fixed is their doom , this all-remembenng breast 
Yet harbours vengeance for the tyrant’s feast 
He said , and thus the queen of heaven returned , 
(With sudden gnef her labouring bosom burned) , 

“ Must I, whose cares Phoroneus’ towers defend, 350 
Must I, oh Jove, in bloody wars contend ? 

Thou knowest those regions my protection claim, 
Glonous in arms, in nches, and in fame , 

Though there the fair Egyptian heifer fed. 

And there deluded Argus slept, and bled , 

Though there the brazen tower was stormed of old. 
When Jove descended in almighty gold. 

Yet I can pardon tliose obscurer rapes. 

Those bashful crimes disguised in borrowed shapes , 

But Thebes, where shining in celestial charms 360 
Thou earnest triumphant to a mortal's arms. 

When all my glones o’er her limbs were spread. 
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And blazing lightnings danced around her bed , 

Cursed Thebes the vengeance it deserves, may prove — 
Ah, why should Argos feel the rage of Jove ? 

Yet since thou wilt thy sister-queen control, 

Since still the lust of discord fires thy soul, 

Go, rase my Samos, let Mycenas fall. 

And level with the dust the Spartan wall , 

No more let mortals Juno’s power invoke, 370 

Her fanes no more with eastern incense smoke. 

Nor victims sink beneath the sacred stroke , 

But to your Isis all my rights transfer. 

Let altars blaze and temples smoke for her. 

For her, through. Egypt’s frmtful clime renowned, 

Let iveeping Nilus hear the timbrel sound 
But if thou must reform the stubborn times. 

Avenging on the sons the fathers’ crimes. 

And from the long records of distant age 

Derive incitements to renew thy rage, 380 

Say, from what period then has Jove designed 

To date his vengeance, to w'hat bounds confined ? 

Begin from thence, where first Alpheus hides 

His wandenng stream, and through the briny tides 

Unmixed to his Sicilian river glides 

Thy own Arcadians there the thunder claim. 

Whose impious ntes disgrace thy mighty name , 

IVho raise thy temples where the chariot stood 
Of fierce Oenomaus, defiled with blood , 

IVhere once his steeds their savage banquet found, 390 
And human bones yet whiten all the ground 
Say, can those honours please and canst thou love 
Presumptuous Crete that boasts the tomb of Jove? 

And shall not Tantalus’s kingdoms share 
Thy wife and sister’s tutelary care? 
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Reverse, 0 Jove, thy too severe decree, 

Nor doom to war a race derived from thee ; 

On impious realms and barbarous kings impose 
Thy plagues, and curse ’em with such sons as those ” 
Thus, in reproach and prayer, the queen expressed 
The rage and grief contending in her breast , 401 

Unmoved remained the ruler of the sky. 

And from Ins throne returned this stern reply 
“ 'Twas thus I deemed thy haughty soul would bear 
The dire, though just, revenge which I prepare 
Against a nation, thy peculiar care 
No less Dione might for Thebes contend. 

Nor Bacchus less his native town defend. 

Yet these in silence see the fates fulfil 
Their work, and reverence our superior will 410 

For by the black infernal Styx I swear 
"(That dreadful oath which binds the thunderer) 

’Tis fixed, the irrevocable doom of Jove , 

No force can bend me, no persuasion move 
Haste, then, Cyllenius, through the liquid air , 

Go mount the winds, and to the shades repair , 

Bid hell's black monarch my commands obey. 

And give up Laius to the realms of day. 

Whose ghost yet shivering on Cocytus’ sand, 

Expects Its passage to the further strand 420 

I^et the pale sire revisit Tnebes, and bear 
These pleasing orders to the tyrant’s ear , 

That, from his exiled brother, swelled with pride 
Of foreign forces, and his Argive bride. 

Almighty Jove commands him to detain 
The promised empire, and alternate reign 
Be this the cause of more than mortal hate 
The rest, succeeding times shall npen into fate " 
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The god obeys, and to his feet applies 
Those golden ivings that cut the pelding skies , 430 

His ample hat his beamy locks o’ersprcad, 

And veiled the starry glories of his head • 

He seized the wand that causes sleep to flj, 

Or in soft slumbers seals the ivakeful eye, 

That drives the dead to dark Tartarean coasts, 

Or back to life compels the vrandering ghosts 
Thus, through the parting clouds, the son of May 
Wmgs on the nhistling ninds his rapid nay. 

Now smoothly steers through air his equal flight, 

Now springs aloft, and towers the etliereal height , 440 
Then wheeling down the steep of heaven he flies. 

And draws a radiant circle o’er the skies 
Meantime the banished Polj-niccs roves 
(His Thebes abandoned) through the Aonian groves, 
ttTiile future realms his wandering thoughts delight. 

His daily vasion and his dream by night. 

Forbidden Thebes appears before his eye, 

From whence he sees his absent brother fly, 

With transport views the airy rule his own, ' 

And swells on an imaginary throne, 450 

Fain would he cast a tedious age away, 

And live out all in one triumphant day 
He chides the lazy progress of the sun, 

And bids the year with swifter motion run 
With anxious hopes Ins craving mind is tost, 

And all his joys in length of wishes lost 
The hero then resolves his course to bend 
Where ancient Danaus’ fruitful fields extend, 

And famed Mycenm’s lofty tow'ers ascend, 

(Where late the sun did Atreus’ enmes detest, 460 
And disappeared in horror of the feast) 
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And now by chance, by fate, or funes led, 

From Bacchus’ consecrated caves he fled, 

Where the shrill cries of frantic matrons sound, 

And Pentheus* blood enriched the rising ground 
Then sees Cithairon towering o’er the plain, 

And thence declining gently to the mam 
Next to the bounds of Nisus’ realm repairs. 

Where treacherous Scylla cuts the purple hairs . 

The hanging cliffs of Scyron’s rock explores, 470 
And hears the murmurs of the different shores 
Passes the strait that parts the foaming seas. 

And stately Corinth’s pleasing site surveys 
’Twas now the time when Phoebus yields to night 
And rising Cynthia shed her silver light, 

Wide o’er the world in solemn pomp she drew. 

Her airy chariot hung with pearly dew , 

All birds and beasts lie hushed , sleep steals away 
The wild desires of men, and toils of day, 

And brings, descending through the silent air, 480 
A sweet forgetfulness of human care. 

Yet no red clouds, with golden borders gay, 

Promise the skies the bright return of day , 

No faint reflections of the distant light 

Streak with long gleams the scattering shades of night , 

From the damp eartli impervious vapours nse. 

Increase the darkness and involve the skies 
At once the rushing winds with roaring sound 
Burst from the uiEolian caves, and rend the ground. 

With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 490 

And win by turns the kingdom of the sky 
But with a thicker night black Auster shrouds 
The heavens, and drives on heaps the rolling clouds, 
From whose dark womb a rattling tempest pours. 
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Which the cold north congeals to haily showers. 

From pole to pole the thunder roars aloud, 

And broken lightnings flash from every cloud 

Now smokes inth showers the misty mountain-ground 

And floated fields he undistinguished round 

The Inachian streams with headlong fury run, oo 

And Erasmus rolls a deluge on • 

The foaming Lerna swells above its bounds, 

And spreads its ancient poisons o’er the grounds 
Where late was dust, now rapid torrents pla)', 

Rush through the mounds, and bear the dams away ; 
Old limbs of trees from crackling forests tom. 

Are w’hirled in the air, and on the limbs are borne. 

The storm the dark Lycman groves displayed, 

And first to light exposed the sacred shade 

The intrepid Theban hears the bursting sky, 510 

Sees jaw’ning rocks in massy fragments fly, 

And views astonished, from the hills afar, 

The floods descending, and the watery war, 

That, driven by storms and pouring o’er the plain. 
Swept herds, and hinds, and houses to the main 
Through the brow'n horrors of the night he fled 
Nor know'S, amazed, what doubtful path to tread, 

His brother's image to his mind appears. 

Inflames his heart with rage, and winp his feet with 
fears 

So fares a sailor on the stonny main 520 

WTien clouds conceal Bootes’ golden wain, 

\^Tien not a star its friendly lustre keeps. 

Nor trembling Cynthia glimmers on the deeps , 

He dreads the rocks, and shoals, and seas, and skies, 
^Vhile thunder roars, and lightning round him flies 

Thus strove the. chief, on every side distressed, 
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Thus still his courage, with his toils increased , 

With his broad shield opposed, he forced his way 
Through thickest woods, and roused the beasts of prey 
Till he beheld, where from Larissa’s height 530 

The shelving nails reflect a glancing light . 

Thither with haste the Theban hero flies , 

On this side Lerna's poisonous water lies. 

On that Prosymna's grove and temple 1 ise 
He passed the gates nhich then unguarded lav, 

And to the regal palace bent his way , 

On the cold marble, spent with toil, he lies. 

And waits till pleasing slumbers seal his eyes. 

Adrastiis here his happy people sways. 

Blest with calm peace in his declining days, 540 

By both his parents of descent divine. 

Great Jove and Phoabus graced his noble line 
Heaven had not croiv ned his wishes with a son. 

But two fair daughters heired his state and throne 
To him Apollo (wondrous to relate ' 

But who can pierce into the depths of fate ?) 

Had sung — “ Except thy sons on Argos’ shore, 

A yellow lion and a bristly boar ” 

This long revolved in his paternal breast. 

Sate heavy on his heart, and broke his rest , 550 

This, great Amphiaraus, lay hid from thee. 

Though skilled in fate, and dark futurity 
The father’s care and prophet’s art were vain, 

Tor this did the predicting god ordain 

Lo hapless Tydeus, whose ill-fated hand 
Had slam his brother, leaves his native land. 

And seized with horror in the shades of night, 

Through the thick deserts headlong urged his flight , 
Now by the fury of the tempest driven. 
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He seeks a shelter from the inclement heaven, 560 
Till led by fate, the Theban’s steps he treads. 

And to fair Argos’ open courts succeeds 
When thus the chiefs from different lands resort 
To Adrastus’ realms, and hospitable court , 

The king surveys his guests n ith curious eyes. 

And news their arms and habit with surprise 
A lion’s yellow skm the Theban wears, 

Homd his mane, and rough wiUi curling hairs , 

Such once employed Alcides’ youthful toils. 

Ere yet adorned with Nemea’s dreadful spoils 570 
A boar’s stiff hide, of Calydonian breed, 

Oenides’ manly shoulders overspread 
Oblique his tusks, erect his bristles stood, 

Alive, the pride and terror of the \i ood 
Struck with the sight, and fixed in deep amaze, 

The king the accomplished oracle sunxys. 

Reveres Apollo’s vocal caves, and owns 
The guiding godhead, and his future sons 
O’er all his bosom secret transports reign. 

And a glad horror shoots tnrough every vein 580 
To heaven he lifts liis hands, erects his sight. 

And thus invokes the silent queen of night 

“ Goddess of shades, beneath whose gloomy reign 
Yon spangled arch glows with the starry train . 

You who the cares of heaven and earth alky, 

’Till nature quickened by the inspinng ray 
Wakes to new vigour with the rising day. 

Oh thou who freest me from my doubtful state. 

Long lost and wildered in the maze of fate ' 

Be present still, oh goddess > in our aid, 590 

Proceed, and firm those omens thou hast made 
We to thy name our annual rites will pay. 
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And on thy altnrs sacrifices laj , 

The sable flock shall fall beneath the stroke, 

And fill th) temples with a grateful smoke 
Hail, faithful Tnpos ' hail, ye dark abodes 
Of awful Pheebus ' I confess the gods ! ” 

Thus, seized ^\lth sacred fear, the monarch prayed 
Then to his inner court the guests con\ eyed , 

Where yet thin fumes from d}mg sparks anse, 6 
And dust yet nhitc upon each altar lies, 

The relics of a former sacrifice 

The king once more the solemn ntes requires. 

And bids renew the feasts, and wake the fires, 

His tram obey, while all the courts around 
With noisy care and various tumult sound 
Embroidered purple clothes the golden beds ; 

This slave the floor, “and that the table spreads, 

A third dispels the darkness of the night, 

And fills depending lamps with beams of light , 6 

Here loaves in cannistcrs arc piled on high, 

And there in flames, the slaughtered victims fry 
Sublime in regal state Adrastus shone, 

Stretched on rich carpets on his ivory throne , 

A lofty couch receives each princely guest. 

Around, at awful distance, wait the rest. 

And now the king, his royal feast to grace, 

Acestis calls, the guardian of his race, 

Who first their youth in arts of virtue trained. 

And their ripe years in modest grace maintained 6j 
Then softly whispered m her faithful ear. 

And bade his daughters at the rites appear 
When from the close apartments of the night. 

The royal nymphs approach divinely bright , 

Such was Diana’s, such Minerva's face , 
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Nor slime their beauties with superior grace, 

But that in these a milder charm endears, 

And less of terror in their looks appears, 

As on the heroes first they cast their eyes, ' 

O’er their fair cheeks the glowing blushes rise, 6^0 
Their downcast looks a decent shame confessed, 

Then on their father’s reverend features rest 
The banquet done, the monarch gives the sign 
To fill the goblet high with sparkling wine, 

Which Danaus used in sacred rites of old, 

With sculpture graced, and rough with rising gold 
Here to the clouds victorious Perseus flies. 

Medusa seems to move her languid eyes, 

And even in gold, turns paler as she dies 

There from the chase Jove’s towenng eagle bears 640 

On golden vings, the Phrygian to the stars 

Still as he rises in the ethenal height. 

His native mountains lessen to his sight,- 
WTiile all his sad companions upward gaze, 

Pixed on the glorious scene in wild amaze. 

And the swift hounds, affrighted as he flies, 

Run to the shade, and bark against the skies 

This golden bowl with generous juice was ci owned, 
The first libations spnnkled on the ground. 

By turns on each celestial power they call j 650 

With Phoebus’ name resounds the vaulted halL 
The courtly tram, the strangers, and the rest. 

Crowned wuth chaste laurel, and wuth garlands dressed, 
'IMiile wath rich gums the fuming altars blaze, 

Salute the God in numerous hjanns of praise 
Then thus the king “ Perhaps, my noble guests, 
These honoured altars, and tliese annual feasts 
To bright Apollo’s awful name designed. 
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Unknown, with wonder may perplex your mind 
Great was the cause , our old solemnities 660 

From no blind zeal or fond tradition rise , 

But saved from death, our Argives yearly pay 
These grateful honours to the God of Day 
“ When by a thousand darts the Python slam 
With orbs unrolled lay covering all the plain, 
(Transfixed as o’er Castalia’s streams he hung, 

And sucked new poisons with his triple tongue) 

To Argos’ realms the victor god resorts. 

And enters old Crotopus’ humble courts 

This rural prince one only daughter blest, 670 

That all the charms of blooming youth possessed , 

Fair was her face, and spotless was her mind, 

Where filial love with virgin sweetness joined 
Happy ' and happy still she might have proved, 

Were she less beautiful, or less beloved ' 

But Phcebus loved, and on the flowery side 
Of Nemea’s stream, the yielding fair enjoyed 
Now, ere ten moons their orb with light adorn. 

The illustrious offspring of the god was born, 

The nymph, her father’s anger to evade, 680 

Retires from Argos to the sylvan shade , 

To woods and wilds the pleasing burden bears, 

And trusts her infant to a shepherd’s cares 
“ How mean a fate, unhappy child ' is thine ' 

Ah, how unworthy those of race divine ' 

On flowery herbs in some green covert laid, 

His bed the ground, liis canopy the shade, 

He mixes with the bleating lambs his cries, 

While the rude swain his rural music tries, 

To call soft slumbers on his infant eyes 690 

Yet even in those obscure abodes to live. 
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Was more, alas J than cruel fate would give, 

For on the grassy \erdure as he lay, 

And breathed the freshness of the early day, 

Devouring dogs the helpless infant tore, 

Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapped the gore 
The astonished mother, \\hen the rumour came, 
Forgets her father, and neglects her fame, 

With loud complaints she fills the yielding air. 

And beats her breast, and rends her flowing hair; 700 
Then wild with anguish to her sire she flics : 

Demands the sentence, and contented dies. 

“ But touched w*ith sorrow for the dead too late, 

The raging god prepares to a\ enge her fate. 

He sends a monster, homble and fell, 

Begot by furies in the depths of hell, 

The pest a Mrgin’s face and bosom bears; 

High on a crown a rising snake appears. 

Guards her black front, and hisses m her hairs . 

About the realm she w'alks her dreadful round, 7 to 
When night with sable wings o*cr-.prcads the ground, 
Devours joung babes before their parents' C}es, 

And feeds and llirivcs on public iniscrics 

” But generous rage the bold Cho*^a!biH w.arms, 
Choroebus, famed for nrlue, as for arms , 

.Some few like him, in'^phed with martial fltinc, 

Thought .a short life we'l loa for endless fume 
These, where two w.*ys in tquol ic.rt-. dtvidt., 

*l'hc threful mon'lcr from af ‘r dticned , 

T%.o bleed ng b'‘bcs depending *'t her side; 

%\i.oi'e yltalr, warm with life, U.e dfau^, 

And iR tht.r beart'^ uitkrt t- fier cruel ckiv * 


Tne jfsnb' s 
li-t Ch 


srfu'trd bt.? v.nl rstended 

i<j the fritTii 
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Deep in her breast he plunged his shining sword, 

And hell’s dire monster back to hell restored 
. The Inachians view the slain with vast surprise, 

Her tivisting volumes and her rolling eyes. 

Her spotted breast, and gaping womb embrued 
With livid poison, and our children’s blood 730 

The crowd in stupid wonder fixed appear. 

Pale even in joy, nor yet forget to fear 
Some with vast beams the squalid corpse engage. 

And weary all the wild efforts of rage. 

The birds obscene, that nightly flocked to taste. 

With hollow screeches fled the dire repast , 

And ravenous dogs, allured by scented blood. 

And starving wolves, ran howling to the wood 
“ But fired with rage, from cleft Parnassus’ brow 
Avengmg Phoebus bent his deadly bow, 740 

And hissing flew the feathered fates below , 

A night of sultry clouds involved around 
The towers, the fields, and the devoted ground , 

And now a thousand lives together fled. 

Death wth his scythe cut off the fatal thread, 

And _a whole province in his triumph led 

“ But Phoebus, asked why noitious fires appear, 

And raging Sinus blasts the sickly year , 

Demands their lives by whom his monster fell, 

And dooms a dreadful sacrifice to hell 750 

“ Blessed be thy dust, and let eternal fame 
Attend thy Manes, and preserve thy name , 

Undaunted hero ' who divinely brave, 

In such a cause disdained thy life to save , 

But viewed the shrine with a superior look. 

And Its upbraided Godhead thus bespoke • 

“ ‘ With piety, the soul’s secv»-est guard, 
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And conscious virtue, still its own reward, 

AVilling I come, unknowing how to fear , 

Nor shalt thou, Phoebus, find a suppliant here. 760 
Thy monster's death to me was owed alone, 

And 'tis a deed too glorious to disown 
Behold him here, for whom, so many days, 

Impervious clouds concealed thy sullen rays , 

For whom, as man no longer claimed thy care, 

Such numbers fell by pestilential air ' 

But if the abandoned race of human kind 
From gods above no more compassion find , 

If such inclemency in heaven can dwell. 

Yet why must unoffending Argos feel , 77 ° 

The vengeance due to this unlucky steel ? 

On me, on me, let all thy fury fall. 

Nor err from me, since I deserve it all 
Unless our desert cities please thy sight, 

Or funeral flames reflect a grateful light 
Discharge thy shafts, this ready bosom rend, 

And to the shades a ghost tnumphant send , 

But for my country let my fiite atone. 

Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my own ’ 

“ Merit distressed, impartial heaven relieves . 7 So 

Unwelcome life relenting Phoebus gives , 

For not the vengeful power, that glowed witli rage 

With such amazing virtue durst engage 

The clouds dispersed, Apollo’s ^^rath e\pired, 

And from the wondering god the unwilling youth retired 
1 hence we these altars in his temple raise. 

And offer annual honours, feasts, and praise , 

1 hese solemn feasts propitious Phoebus please • 

These honours, still renewed, his ancient wrath ap- 
pease. 
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“But say, illuslnous guest” (adjoined the king) 790 
“What name you bear, from what high race you 
spnng? 

The noble Tydeus stands confessed, and known 
Our neighbour prince, and heur of Calydon. 

Relate your fortunes, while the friendly night 
And silent hours to various talk invite ” 

The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eyes. 
Confused, and sadly thus at length replies . 

“ Before these altars how shall I proclaim 
(Oh, generous prince) my nation or my name. 

Or through what veins our ancient blood has rolled ? 
Let the sad tale for ever rest untold ! 80 r 

Yet if propitious to a wretch unknown. 

You seek to share in sorrows hot your own, 

Know then from Cadmus I derive my race, 

Jocasta’s son, and Thebes my native place ” 

To whom the king (who felt his generous breast 
Touched with concern for his unhappy guest) 

Rephes — “ All, why forbears the son to name 
His wretched father known too well by fame ? 

Fame, that delights around the wdrld to stray, 810 
Scorns not to take our Argos in her way, 

E’en those who dwell where suns at distance roll, 

» * 

In northern wilds, and freeze beneath the pole , 

And those who tread the burning Libyan lands. 

The faithless Syrtes and the moving sands ; 

Who view the western sea’s extremest bounds. 

Or drink of Ganges in their eastern grounds , 

All these the woes of Oedipus have known. 

Your fates, your fuiies, and your haunted town 

If on the sons the parents’ crimes descend, 820 

What pnnce from those his lineage can defend ? 

' O — 
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Be this thy comfort, that ’tis thine to efface 
With Mrtuous acts thy ancestor's disgrace. 

And be thyself the honour of thy race. 

But see ' the stars begin to steal away, 

And shine more faintly at approaching day ; 

Non pour the nine, and in your tuneful lays 
Once more resound the great Apollo’s praise.” 

“ Oh, father Phoebus ' whether Lycia’s coast 
And snony mountains thy bright presence boast, 830 
Whether to sweet Castalia thou repair. 

And bathe in silver dews thy yellow hair; 

Or pleased to find fair Delos float no more. 

Delight in Cynthus, and the shady shore , 

Or choose thy seat m Ihon's proud abodes, 

The shining structures raised by labouring gods, . 

By thee the bow and mortal shafts are borne , 

Eternal charms thy blooming )OUth adorn . 

Skilled in the Ians of secret fate above, 

And the dark counsels of almighty Jove, 840 

*Tis thine the seeds of future war to know. 

The change of sceptres, and impending noe ; 

When direful meteors spread through gloning air 
l/mg trails of light, and shake their blazing liair 
Th> rage the Phrygian felt, nho durst aspire 
To excel the music of thy heavenly lyre ,* 

Thj shads avenged lend Titjais’ guilty flame. 

The immortal viclim of thy mother’s fame , ‘ 

Th) hind slew P)thon, and the dame nho lost 
Her numerous offspring for a fatal boast. 850 

In Phleg}as’ doom thy just rcicngc appears, 
Condemned to funes and cicrnil fears; 

He Mens his food, but dreads, niih lifted eje, 

Tnc mouhkrmg rock that trembles from on high. 
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“ Propitious hear our prayer, O power divine ' 
And on thy hospitable Argos shine, 

Whether the style of Titan please thee more, 
Whose purple rays the Achsemenes adore , 

Or great Osins, who first taught the swain 
In Phanan fields to sow the golden grain , 

Or Mitra, to whose beams the Persian bows, 
And pays, m hollow rocks, his awful vows , 
Mitra, whose head the blaze of light adorns. 
Who grasps the struggling heifer’s lunar horns.” 


IMITATIONS OF ENGLISH POETS. 

DONt BY Tllfc AUTHOR I.V HIS VOOTH. 


I— CHAUCER 

Women ben full of ragene. 

Yet swmken not sans secresie. 

Thilke moral shall ye understand, 

From schoole-boy’s tale of fayre Irelond . 
■Which to the Fennes hath him betake. 

To filch the gray ducke fro the lake 
Right then, there passen by the nay 
His aunt, and eke her daughters In ay 
■Ducke in Ins trowses hath he hent, 

Not to be spied of ladies gent 
“ But ho > our nephew, (cneth one) 

“ Ho ' ” quoth another, ” Cozen John , ” 
And stoppen, and lough, and callen out, — 
This sely clerk full low doth lout . 

They asken that, and talkcn this, 
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“ Lo here is coz, and Jiere is miss ” 

But, as he glozeth with speeches soote, 

The ducke sore tickleth his erse-roote ; 
Fore-piece and buttons all-to-brest, 

Forth thrust a white neck, and red crest 
Te-he,” cried ladies j clerke nought spake 
Miss stared , and gray ducke cneth quake. 

“ O raoder, mo'der,” (quoth the daughter) 

“ Be thilke same thing maids longer a’ter ? 
Bette is to pyne on coals and chalke, 

Then trust on mon, whose yerde can talke/’ 


II— SPENSER 
THE ALLEY 
1 

In every town, where Thamis rolls his lyde, 

A narrow pass there is, with houses low'. 

Where ci er and anon, the stream is eyed, 

And many a boat soft sliding to and fro 
I here oft are heard the notes of infant w'oc, 

I’hc short thick sob, loud scream, and shnller squall . 
How can ye, mothers, vex your children so? 

Some plaj, some cat, some cack against the wall. 

And as the) crouchen low, for bread and butter call. 

11 

And on the broken paicment, here and there, 

Polh nnny a «:ttnl.ing sprat and hernng lie, 

A brantly .and tobacco shop is near, 

And hens, and dogs, and hogs arc feeding by j 
And here a s,ailo/s jacket hangs to dr) 

At c%cr) door are ';'inhuml m.’ilrons seen. 
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Mending old nets to catch the scaly fry , 

Now singing shrill,' and scolding eft between. 

Scolds answer foul-mouthed scolds , bad neighbourhood 
' I ween. 

' in 

The snappish cur, (the passengers annoy) 

Close at my heel with yelping treble flies, 20 

The whimpering girl, and hoarser-screaming boy, 

Join to the yelping treble shrilling cries , 

The scolding quean to louder notes doth rise. 

And her full pipes those shnlling cries confound , 

To her full pipes the grunting hog replies , 

The grunting hogs alarm the neighbours round. 

And cuis, girls, boys, and scolds, m the deep bass are 
drowned 

IV 

Hard by a sty, beneath a roof of thatch, 

Dwelt Obloquy, who in her early days 

Baskets of fish at Billingsgate did watch, 30 

Cod, whiting, oyster, mackrel, sprat, or plaice : 

There learned she speech from tongues that never cease 
Slander beside her, like a magpie, chatters. 

With envy, (spitting cat) dread foe to peace , 

Like a cursed cur, malice before her clatters, 

And vexing every wight, tears clothes and all to tatters 

V 

Her dugs were marked by every collier’s hand. 

Her mouth was -black as bull-dogs at the stall . 

She scratched, bit, and spared ne lace ne band. 

And bitch and rogue her answer was to all , 

Nay, e’en the parts of shame by name would call 
Yea, when she passed by or lane or nook. 
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Would greet the man who turned htm to the wall. 

And by his hand obscene the porter tooh, 

Nor ever did ashance like modest virgin look. 

•VI 

Such place hath Deptford, na%7-building town, 
Woolwich and Wapping smelling strong of pitch j 
Such I^mbeth, envy of each band and gown, 

And Twickenam such, which fairer scenes cnnch, 

Grots, statues, urns, and Johnston’s^ dog and bitdi, 50 
Ne village is without, on either side, 

All up the silver Thames, or all adown ; 

Ne Richmond’s self, from W'hosc tall front arc eyed 
Vales, spires, meandnng streams, and Windsor's towery 
pnde. 


Ill —WALLER. 

OF A LADY SINGING TO HER LUTE 

Fair charmer, cease, nor make your voice’s pnze, 

A heart resigned, the conquest of your eyes : 

Well might, alas I that threatened vessel fail, 

Which winds and lightning both at opce assail. 

We were too blest with these enchanting lays, 

■\Vhich must be heavenly when an angel plays : 

But killing charms your lorer’s death contnve. 

Lest heavenly music should be heard alive 
Orpheus could charm the trees, but thus a tree, 

Taught by your hand, can charm no less than he . 10 

A poet made the silent wood pursue. 

This vocal wood had drawn the poet too 

j 

' Old Mr Johnston, the retired Scotch Secretary of Stale, who 
lived at Twickenham — Carruihers 
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Transformed, gazes on himself again. 

Here aged trees rathedral walks compose, 

And mount the hill in \cnerable rows: 

There the green infants in their beds arc laid. 

The gtirdcn’s hope, and Us cspccted shade. 

Here orange trees with blooms and pendants shine, 
And \ernil honours to their autumn join , 

E\cccd their promise in the npened store, 

Yet m the rising blossom promise more. ' 20 
There in bright drops the crystal fountains play, 

By laurels shielded from the piercing daj , 

Where Daphne, now a tree as onec a maul, 

Still from Apollo \ indicates her shade, 

Still turns her beauties from the imading beam. 
Nor seeks in v.am for succour to the stream 
The stream at once prcser\es her virgin leaves, 

At once a shelter from her boughs receives, 

Where summer’s beauty midst of w'intcr slaj s, 

And winter’s coolness spile of summer’s rays 30 


WEEPING 

W;hile Celia’s tears make sorrow’ bright. 
Proud gnef sits swelling in her eyes ; 
The sun, next those the fairest light, 

Thus from the ocean first did rise . 
And thus through mists wre see the sun, 
Wiich else we durst not gaze upon 

These silver drops, like morning dew', 
Foretell the fervour of the day; 

So from one cloud soft showers we view’ 
And blasting lightnings burst away 
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Saw Others happy, and with sighs withdrew; 

Not that their pleasures caused her discontent, 

She sighed not that they stayed, but that she went lo 
She went, to plain-w'ork, and to purling brooks. 

Old fashioned halls, dull aunts, and croaking rooks : 
She went from opera, park, assembly, play, 

To moming-wralks, and prayers three hours a day. 

To part her time ’twixl reading and bohea ; 

To muse, and spill her solitary tea ; 

Or o’er cold coffee trifle with the spoon, 

Count the slow clock, and dine exact at noon ; 

Dh ert her eyes with pictures in the fire. 

Hum half a tunc, tell stones to the squire , 20 

Up to her godly garret after seven, 

There starve and pray, for tliat’s the way to heaven 
Some squire, perhaps you take delight to rack j 
Whose game is whisk, whose treat a toast in sack , 

Who visits with a gun, presents you birds, 

Then gives a smacking buzz, and cries, — “ No w'ords'” 
Or with his hound comes hollowing from the stable, 
Makes lote with nods, and knees beneath a table , 
Whose laughs are hearty, though his jests are coarse. 
And loves you best of all things— but his horse. 3 ° 
In some fan evening, on your elbow laid, 

You dream of triumphs in the rural shade , 

.In pensive thought recall the fancied scene. 

See coronations nse on every green , 

Before you pass the imaginary sights 
Of lords, and earls, and dukes, and gartered knights, 
While the spread fan o’ershades your closing eyes , 
Then give one flirt, and all the vision flies 
Thus vanish sceptres, coronets, and balls. 

And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls ' 
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So when your slave, at some dear idle time, 

(Not plagued with headaches, or the want of rhyme) 
Stands in the streets, abstracted from the crew, 

And while he seems to study, thinks of you , 

Just when his fancy points your spnghtly eyes, 

Or sees the blush of soft Parthenia ^ nse, 

Gay pats my shoulder, and you vanish quite, 

Streets, chairs, and coxcombs, rush upon my sight, 
Vexed to be still in town, I knit my brow. 

Look sour, and hum a tune, as you may now. 50 

ON RECEIVIVG FROM THE RIGHT HON THE 
LADY FRANCES SHIRLEY A STANDISH AND 
TWO PENS* 

Yes, I beheld the Athenian Queen 
Descend in all her sober charms , 

** And take,” (she said, and smiled serene,) 

' “Take at this hand celestial arms 

“ Secure the radiant weapons wield , 

This golden lance shall guard desert. 


^ In the first edition it is “the blush of Parthenissa,” which was 
the principal designation of Martha Blount in the correspondence 
> of the sisters with James Moore — CarrtUhers 

® To enter into the spirit of this address, it is necessary to pre- 
mise, that the poet was threatened mth a prosecution in the House 
of Lords, for the two poems entitled the Epilogue to the Satires. 
On which with great resentment against his enemies for rot being 
Willing to disbnguish between 

“Grave epistles bnnging vice to light” 
and licenbous libels, he b^an a third dialogue, more severe and 
sublime than the first and second , which being no secret, matters 
were soon compromised His enemies agreed to drop the pro- 
sccubon, and he promised to leave the third dialogue unfinished 
and suppressed This affair occasioned this little beautiful poem, 
to which it alludes throughout, but more especially m the four last 
stanzas — Warburton, 9 
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And if a vice dares keep the field, 

This steel shall stab it to the heart ” 

Awed, on niy bended knees I fell. 

Received the weapons of the sky; 

And dipt them in the sable well, 

The fount of fame or infamy. 

What 7w//? what weapons 1 (Flavia cries,) 

A standish, steel and golden pen ! 

It came from Bertrand’s,^ not the skies ; 

I gave it you to write again 

But, friend, take heed whom j ou attack, 
You’ll bnng a house (I mean of peers) 
Red, blue, and green, nay white and black, 
Lambeth and all about your ears. 

You’d write as smooth again on glass. 

And run, on ivory, so glib. 

As not to stick at fool or ass. 

Nor stop at flattery or fib 

Athenian Queen • and sober charms 1 
I tell ye, fool, tliere’s nothing in’t : 

’Tis Venus, Venus gives these arms; 

In Dryden’s Virgil see the pnnt. 

Come, if you’ll be a quiet soul. 

That dares tell neither truth nor lies. 

I’ll hft you in tlie harmless roll 

Of those that sing of these poor eyes. 

^ A fatnous toy-shop at Bath — Warburton, 
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EPITAPHS 

His saltern accumulcm donis, ct fungar inani 
Muncrc. Virg /En vii vv 885, 6 


I —ON CHARLES EARL OF DORSET, 

IN THE CHURCH OF WITHYAM IN SUSSEX (1706) 

Dorset, the grace of the courts, the muses’ pride. 

Patron of arts, and judge of nature, died 

The scourge of pride, though sanctified or great, 

Of fops in learning, and of knaves m state . 

Yet soft his nature, though severe his lay; 

His anger moral, and his wisdom gay. 

Blest satirist • who touched the mean so true. 

As showed, vice had his hate and pity too 
Blest courtier < who could king and country please. 

Yet sacred keep his friendships, and his ease 10 

Blest peer ' his great forefathers* every grace 
Reflecting, and reflected in his race , 

Where other Buckhursts, other Dorsets shine. 

And patnots stiU, or poets, deck the line 

II —ON SIR WILLIAM TRUMBAL, 

ONE or THE PRINCIPAL SECRETARIES OF STATE TO 
KING WILLIAM HI 

Who having resigned his jilacc, died in his retirement at East- 
hamsted in Berkshire, 1716 

A PLEASING form , a firm, yet cautious mind , 
Sincere, though prudent, constant, yet resigned 
Honour unchanged, a pnnciple protest. 

Fixed to one side, hut moderate to the rest 
An honest courtier, yet a patriot too , 

Just to his pnnee, and to his country true 
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Filled Tvith the sense of age, the fire of )'Outh, 

A scorn of ^mnghng, >ct a zeal for truth ] 

A generous faith, from superstition free 
A love to peace, and hate of tjranny, lo 

Such this man was; who now', from earth removed, 
At length enjoys that liberty he loved 

III -ON THn HON. SIMON IIAItCOURT, 

ONLY SON OF THE LOFD CHANCntLOP HARCOLRT ; 

At the Qiurcli of Slanlort-Horcourt m Oxfordshire, ryao 

To this sad shnne, whoe’er thou art ' draw near , 
Here lies the friend most loved, the son most dear ; 
■\Vho ne’er knew* joy, but friendship might divjdc, 

Or gave his father gnef but when he died 
How' vain is reason, eloquence how weak ! 

If Pope must tcU what Harcourt cannot speak. 

Oh let thy once-loved friend inscribe thy stone, 

And, with a father’s sorrowrs, mix his own ' 

IV —ON JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ 

IN WCSTMINSTTR AUBEY 

JACOBUS CRAGGS, 

lsrc.l MAGN/E WRITANNJ/r A SFCRFTIS 
ET CONSILIIS SANCTIORIBUS, 

PRINCinS PARITFR AC TOPULI AMOR FT DFLICI'E 
1 1MT TITULTS FT IM IPIA MAJOR 
AN NOS, IIEU PAUCOS, XXW. 

OB FEB XVI MDCCNX. 

Statesman, yet friend to truth • of soul sincere. 

In action faithful, and m honour clear ' 

Who broke no promise, served no pnvate end , 
Who gained no title, and who lost no fnend , 
Ennobled by himself, by all approved , 

Praised, wept, and honoured, by the muse he loved 
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V.— INTENDED FOR MR. ROWE, 

IN WTSTMlSSTbR ABBEY 

Thy relics, Rowe, to this fair urn we trust. 

And sacred, place by Dryden’s awful dust . 
Beneatli a rude^ and nameless stone he lies. 

To which thy tomb shall guide inquiring eyes 

VI— ON MRS CORBET, 

Whe died of a Cancer in her Breast 
Here rests a woman, good without pretence, 

Blest with plain reason, and ivith sober sense 
No conquests she, but o’er herself, desired, 

No arts essayed, but not to be admired 
Passion and pnde were to her soul unknown. 
Convinced that virtue only is our own 
So unaffected, so composed a mind , 

So firm, yet soft , so strong, yet so refined , 
Heaven, as its purest gold, by tortures tned , 

The saint sustained it, but the woman died i a 

VII— ON THE MONUMENT OF THE HON ROBERT 
DIGBY, AND OF HIS SISTER MARY, 

ERECTED BY THEIR FATHER, THE LORD DIGB\, 

In the Churdi of Sherborne in Dorsetshire, 1727 
Go ! fair example of untainted youth. 

Of modest wisdom, and pacific truth . 

^ The tomb of Mr Drjden was erected upon this hint by the 
Duke of Buckingham , to which was originally intended this 
epitaph. 

This Shcflield raised The sacred dust below 
, Was Diyden once The rest who does not know? 
which the autlior since changed mto the plain inscription now upon 
It, being only the name of that great poet 

J DRYDEN 

Natus Aug. 9, 1631 Mortuus Maij i, 170a 
JOANNES SHEFFIELD DUX BUCKINGHAMIENSIS POSUIT 
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Composed in sufferings, and in joy sedate, 

Good without noise, without pretension great 
Just of thy word, in every thought sincere, 

■Who knew no ivnsh but what the world might hear* 
Of softest manners, unaffected mind, 

Lover of peace, and fnend of human kind; 

Go live > for heaven’s eternal year is thine. 

Go, and exalt thy moral to divine lo 

And thou, blest Maid > attendant on his doom, 
Pensive hast followed to the silent tomb. 

Steered the same course to the same quiet shore. 
Not parted long, and now to part no more ’ 

Go then, where only bliss sincere is known • 

Go, where to love and to enjoy are one ' 

Yet take these tears, mortality’s relief, 

And till we share your joys, forgive our grief. 
These little rites, a stone, a verse, receive j 
’Tis all a father, all a fnend can give ! 20 

VIII —ON SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 

IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY, 1723^ 

Kneller, by heaven, and not a master, taught. 

Whose art was nature, and whose pictures thought , 
Now for two ages having snatched from fate 
Whate’er was beauteous, or whate’er was great. 

Lies crowned with princes’ honours, poets’ lays. 

Due to his merit, and brave thurst of praise 
Living, great nature feared he might outvie 
Her works , and dying, fears herself may die 

^ Pope had made Sir Godfrey Kneller, on his death-bed, n pro- 
mise to write his epitaph, which he seems to have performed with 
reluctance He thought it “the worst thing he e\er wrote m his 
life {SpenceJ—Eoscoe 
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IX.— ON GENERAL HENRY WITHERS, 

IK WESTMINSTER ABIIEY, 1 729. 

Here, Withers, rest ! thou bravest, gentlest mind. 

Thy country’s friend, but more of human kind 
Oh born to arms ' O worth in youth approved ' 

O soft humanity, in age beloved 1 
For thee the hardy veteran drops a tear. 

And the gay courtier feels the sigh sincere. 

Withers, adieu 1 yet not with thee remove 
Thy martial spirit, or thy social love • 

Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage. 

Still leave some ancient virtues to our age lo 

Nor let us say (those English glories gone) 

The last true Briton lies beneath this stone 

X —ON MR ELIJAH FENTON, 

AT EASTIIAMSTEAD IK BERKS, 1 730 

This modest stone, what few vain marbles can. 

May truly say. Here lies an honest man . 

A poet, blessed beyond the poet’s fate, 

"Whom Heaven kept sacred from the proud and great • 
Foe to loud praise, and friend to learned ease. 
Content with science in the value of peace 
Calmly he looked on either life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear , 

From nature’s temperate feast rose satisfied. 

Thanked heaven that he had lived, and that he died 

XL— ON MR GAY, 

, IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY, I732 

.Op manners gentle, of affection mild , 

In wit, a man ; simplicity, a child 

With native humour tempering virtuous rage. 
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Fonned to delight at once and lash the age 
Above temptation, m a low estate, 

And uncorrupted, even among the great 
A safe companion, and an easy friend, 

Unblamed through life, lamented in thy end 
These are thy honours • not that here thy bust 
Is mixed with heroes, or with kings thy dust, lo 
But that the worthy and the good shall say. 
Striking their pensive bosoms — Here lies Gay. 

XII —INTENDED FOR SIR ISAAC NEWTON, 

IN UESTMINSTFR ABBEY. 

ISAACUS NEWTONUS 
Qucm Immortalem 
Testantur Tempus, Natura, Ccelum 
M[ortalem 

Hoc marmor fatetur 

Nature and nature’s laws lay hid in night 
God said. Let Newton be I and all was light 

XIII -ON DR FRANCIS ATTERBURY, 

BlSHOF OF ROCHESTER, 

WHjo died in exile at Pans, 1732, {bis only daughter having expired 
in his arms, immediately alter she armed in France to see 
him) 

Dialogue 

SHE 

Yes, we have lived — one pang, and then we part > 
May Heaven, dear father ' now have all thy heart 
Yet ah ' how once we loved remember still, 

Till you are dust like me 

HE 

. Dear shade • I will 

Then mix this dust with thine — O spotless ghost ' 

O more than fortune, friends, or country lost • 
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Is there on earth one care, one wish beside ? 

Yes — Save iny country, Heaven, 

He said, and died. 

XIV— ON EDMUND D OF BUCiaNGHAM, 

Wio died in the nmetcenth ycir of his age, 1735 ^ 

If modest youth, with cool reflection crowned, 

And every opening virtue blooming round, 

Could save a parent’s justest pride from fate. 

Or add one patriot to a sinking state , 

This weeping marble had not asked thy tear. 

Or sadly told, how many hopes he here • 

The living virtue now had shone approved. 

The senate heard him, and his country loved 
Yet softer honours, and less noisy fame 
Attend the shade of gentle Buckingham 10 

In whom a race, for courage famed and art. 

Ends in the milder merit of the heart , 

And chiefs or sages long to Britain given. 

Pays the last tribute of a saint to heaven 

XV.— FOR ONE WHO WOULD NOT BE BURIED IN 
WESTMINSTER ABBEY * 

Heroes, and kings ' your distance keep * 

In peace let one poor poet sleep, 

■Who never flattered folks like you ; 

Let Horace blush, and Virgil too 

ANOTHER, ON THE SAME. 

Under this marble, or under this sill. 

Or under this turf, or e’en what they will , 

’ Only son of John Sheffield, Duke of Buckinghamshire, by 
Katharine Damley, natural daughter of James II — Eoscof 
® These lines were placed by .Warburton on the monument 
erected by him to Pope m Twickenham Church. 
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Whatever an heir, or a friend in his stead, 

Or any good creature shall lay o'er my head, 

Lies one who ne’er cared, and still cares not a pm 
What they said, or may say of the mortal within • 
But, who living and dying, serene still and free. 
Trusts m God, that as well as he was, he shall be. 


TO THE AUTHOR OF A FOEM ENTITLED 
SUCCESSIO 

Begone, ye critics, and restrain your spite, 

Codrus writes on, and will for ever write. 

The heaviest muse die swiftest course has gone. 

As clochs run fastest wlien most lead is on; 
llTiat though no bees around your cradle flew. 

Nor on your lips distilled their golden dew; 

Yet have we oft discovered in their stead 
A swarm of drones that buzzed about your head 
When you, like Orpheus, stnke die warbling lyre. 
Attentive blocks stand round jou and admire lo 
Wit passed through thee no longer is the same, 

As meat digested takes a different name ; 

But sense must sure thy safest plunder be, 

Since no repnsals can be made on thee 
Thus thou mayst nse, and m thy daring flight 
(Though ne'er so weighty) reach a wondrous height 
So, forced from engines, lead itself can fly. 

And ponderous slugs move nimbly dirough the sky 
Sure Bavius copied Maevius to the full, 

And Chtenlus' taught Codrus to be dull; ' 20 

^ Feihaps by Chsenlus, the juvenile satinst designed Flecknoe 
or Shadwell, uho had received their unmortality of dulness from 
his master Catholic in poetry and opmions, Dryden —lyisratlu 
cited by j 
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I Therefore, dear friend, at my ad\icc give o’er 
This needless labour j and contend no more 
To prove a dull succession to be true. 

Since 'tis enough we find it so m you. 

ARGUS 

"Homer’s account of Ul>sses’s dog Argus is the most pathetic 
‘ imaginable, alt the circumstances considered, and an excellent proof 
' of the old bard's good-nature. Ulysses had left him at Ithaca 
I a\hen he embarhed for Troy, and found him at hts return after 
j twenty years (whidi by the way is not unnatural, as some critics 
I have said, since I remember the dam of my dog was twenty two 
; > ears old when she died May the omen of longcnty prove fortu- 
I nale to her successors •) You shall have it m aerse " — Fo/>e tf H 
J Cnmiell, Oct, ip, 1709 

| ^ 

WimN aviso Ulysses, from his natne coast 
I Long kept by wars, and long by tempests tossed, 

I Arrived at last, poor, old, disguised, alone, 
j To all his friends and even his Queen unknown, 
Changed as he was, with age, and toils, and cares. 
Furrowed his reverend face, and white his hairs. 

In his own palace forced to ask his bread, ‘ 

Scorned by those slaves his former bounty fed, 

Forgot of all his own domestic crew : 

The faithful dog alone his rightful master knew ’ 10 

Unfed, unhoused, neglected, on the clay, 

Like an old sen'ant, now cashiered, he lay, 

Touched with resentment of ungrateful man. 

And longing to behold his ancient lord again. 

Him when he saw — ^he rose, and crawled to meet, 
(’Tw'as all he could) and fawned, and kissed his feet, 
Seized with dumb joy — then falling by his side, 

Owned his returning lord, looked up, and died' 
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OCCASIONED BY SOME VERSES OF HIS GRACE 
THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM 

Muse, ’tis enough at length thy labour ends, 

And thou shalt live, for Buckingham commends. 

Let crowds of cntics now my verse assail. 

Let Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail 
This more than pa)'S whole years of thankless pain. 
Time, health, and fortune are not lost in vain. 
Sheffield approves, consenting Phoebus bends. 

And I and Malice from this hour are friends 


ON MRS TOFTS, 

A CELEBRATED OPERA-SINGER 

* 

So bright is thy beauty, so charming thy song. 

As had drawn both the beasts and their Orpheus along, 
But such IS thy avarice, and such is thy pnde. 

That the beasts must have starved, and the poet have 
died. 


EPIGRAM ON THE FEUDS ABOUT HANDEL AND 
BONONCINI 

Strange i all this difference should be 
’Twixt hveedle-dum and tiveedle-dee ' 




EPIGRAM 

You beat your pate, and fancy wit will come 
Knock as you please, there’s nobody at home 

EPITAPH 

Well, then, poor G lies under ground' 

So there’s an end of honest Jack 
So little justice here be found, 

’Tis ten to one he’ll ne’er come back. 
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THE BALANCE OF-EUEOTE 
Now Europe’s balanced, neither side prevails. 

For nothing’s left in either of the scales 

TO A LADY WITH “THE TEMPLE OF FAME” 
What’s fame with men, by custom of the nation. 

Is called in women only reputation. 

About them both why keep we such a pother? 

Part you with one, and I’ll renounce the other 

IMPROMPTU TO LADY WINCHILSEA 

OCCASIONED BY FOUR SATIRICAL VERSES ON WOMEN-WITS, IN 
THE “RATE or THE LOCK " 

Tlie four verses arc apparently canto n , vers 59-62 
In vain you boast poetic names of yore. 

And cite those Sapphos we admire no more 
Fate doomed the fall of every female ivit , 

But doomed it then, when iirst Ardelia wnt 
Of all examples by the world confessed, 

I knew Ardelia could not quote the best , 

Who, like her mistress on Bntannia’s throne. 
Fights and subdues in quarrels not her own 
To wnte their praise you but in vam essay, 9 
E’en while you wnte, you take that praise away 
Light to the stars the sun does thus restore, 

But shines himself till they are seen no more 

EPIGRAM 

ON THE TOASTS OF THE KlT-CAT CLUB, ANNO I716 

Whence deathless Kit-Cat took its name. 

Few cntics can unnddle , 

Some say from pastry-cook it came, 

And some from cat and fiddle 
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From no trim beaux its name it boasts, 

Grey statesmen or green wits , 

But from this pell-mell pack of toasts 
Of old “ cats ” and young “ kits.” 

A DIALOGUE 
1717 

Pope — Since my old friend is grown so great 
As to be Minister of State, 

I’m told, but ’tis not true, I hope. 

That Graggs will be ashamed of Pope 

Cra^s — ^Alas ' if I am such a creature 

To grow the woree for growing gi eater. 
Why, faith, in spite of aU my brags, 

’Tis Pope must be ashamed of Graggs 

ON DRAWINGS OF THE STATUES OF APOLLO, 
VENUS, AND HERCULES, 

MADE FOK FOFE BY SIR GODFREY KNELEER 

What god, what genius, did the pencil move. 
When Kneller painted these ? 

’Twas friendship warm as Phoebus, kind as love. 
And strong as Hercules 

PROLOGUE DESIGNED FOR MR. D’URFEY’S 
LAST PLAY 

FIRST FUBLISHED IN POFE AND SWIFT'S MISCELLANIES 

Grown old m rhyme, ’twere barbarous to discard 

Your persevenng, unexhausted bard 

Damnation follows death in other men; 

But your damned poet lives, and wntes again. 

The adventurous lover is successful still, 

Who stnves to please the fair against her will 
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Be kind, and make him in his wishes easy, 

^^^lO m your own despite has strove to please ye 
He scorned to borrow from the wits of yore j 
But ever wnt, as none e’er isnt before lo 

You modem wits, should each man bnng his claim, 
Have desperate debentures on your fame , 

And httle would be left you, I’m afraid, 

If all your debts to Greece and Rome were paid. 

From his deep fund our author largely draws , 

Nor smks his credit lower than it was. 

Though plays for honour in old time he made, 

’Tis now for better reasons — to be paid 
Believe him, he has known the world too long, 

And seen the death of much immortal song 20 

He says, poor poets lost, while players won. 

As pimps grow rich, while gallants are undone 
Though Tom the poet wnt with ease and pleasure, 

The comic Tom abounds in other treasure. 

Fame is at best an unperforming cheat. 

But ’tis substantial happiness to eat 
Let ease, his last request, be of your giving. 

Nor force him to be damned to get his living. 

A PROLOGUE BY MR. POPE, 

TO A PLAY rOR MR DENNIs’s BENEUT IN 1733, WHEN HE WAS 
OLD, BLIND, AND IN GREAT DISTRESS, A LITTLE BEFORE 
HlS DEATH.' 

As when that hero, who m each campaign, 

Had braved the Goth, and many a vandal slain, 

' Dennis being mucli distressed very near the close of his life, 
rt was ^posed to act a play for his benefit and Thomson, 
Mallet, Benjamin Martin, and Pope took the lead upon the occa* 

Provoked Husband (by Vanbrugh 
and Cibber), was represented at the Haymarket, Dec. 18, 1733, 


56 o 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


Lay fortune-struck, a spectacle of woe • 

Wept by each fnend, forgiven by every foe 
Was there a generous, a reflecting mind. 

But pitied Belisanus old and blind? 

Was there a chief but melted at the sight? 

A common soldier, but who clubbed his mite ? 

Such, such emotions should in Bntons nse, 

IVhen pressed by want and weakness Dennis lies ; lo 
Dennis, who long had warred with modern Huns, 

Their quibbles routed, and defied their puns , 

A desperate bulwark, sturdy, firm, and fierce 
Against the Gothic sons of frozen verse • 

How changed from him who made the boxes groan, 
And shook the stage with thunders all his own* 

Stood up to dash each vain pretender’s hope, 

Maul the French tyrant, or pull down the Pope* 

If there’s a Briton then, true bred and bom. 

Who holds dragoons and wooden shoes in scorn* 20 
If there’s a cntic of distinguished rage , 

If there’s a senior, who contemns this age , 

Let him to-night his just assistance lend. 

And be the cntic’s, Bnton’s, old man’s friend 

MACER A CHARACTER. 

When simple Macer, now of high renown, 

First fought a poet’s fortune in the town, 

’Twas all the ambition his high soul could feel, 

To wear red stockings, and to dine with Steele 
Some ends of verse his betters might afford, 

and Pope condescended so far ns to Hy aside his resentment against 
his former antagonist as to wnte a proldgue, which was spoken by 
Theophilus Cibber ^the laureate’s son)— Geneste, English Stage, 
■«ol 111 , p 318 
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And gave the harmless fellow a good word. 

Set up with these he ventured on the town, 

And with a borrowed play out-did poor Crown 
There he stopped short, nor since has writ a tittle, 
But has the wit to make the most of little , 

Like stunted hide-bound trees, that just have got 
Sufficient sap at once to bear and rot 
' Now he begs verse, and what he gets commends, 
Not of the wits his foes, but fools his friends 
So some coarse country wench, almost decayed, 
Trudges to town, and first turns chambermaid. 
Awkward and supple, each devoir to pay, 

She flatters her good lady twice a day. 

Thought wondrous honest, though of mean degree, 
And strangely liked for her simplicity 
In a translated suit, then tnes the town. 

With borrowed pins, and patches not her own 
But just endured the winter she began. 

And in four months a battered Harridan 
Now nothing left, but withered, pale, and shrunk, 
To bawd for others, and go shares with Punk 

UMBRA 

Close to the best known author Umbra sits, 

The constant index to all Button’s wits 
“ Who’s here ?” cries Umbra “ only Johnson,” — “ 
Your slave,” and exit / but returns with Rowe 
“ Dear Rowe, let’s sit and talk of tragedies 
Ere long Pope enters, and to Pope he flies 
Then up comes Steele he turns upon his heel, 
And m a momentt fastens upon Steele j 
But cries as soon, “ Dear Dick, I must be gone, 
Eor, if I know his tread, here’s Addison ” 
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Says Addison to Steele, *‘*Tis time to go 
Pope to the closet steps aside with Rowe 
Poor Umbra left in this abandoned pickle, 

E’en sets him down, and wntes to honest T w 

Fool ' ’tis m vain from wit to wit to roamj 
Know’, sense, like charitj, begins at home. 

TO MR JOHN MOORE, 

AUTHOR OF THE CrXEBRATED WORM lOW'DER. 

From tlie Mucellames, 

How much, egregious Moore, are w e 
Deceived by shows and forms > 

t^Tiate’er we think, whate’er we see. 

All human-kind are w orms 

Man is a very worm by birth, 

Vile, reptile, weak, and vain' 

A while he crawls upon the earth. 

Then shrinks to earth again 

That woman is a worm, we find 
E’er since our grandam’s evil ; 

She first conversed ivith her own kind, 

That ancient worm, the devil 

The learned themselves we book-worms name. 
The blockhead is a slow-w’orm j 

The n)Tnph whose tail is all on flame, 

Is aptly termed a glow-worm . 

The fops are painted butterflies, 

That flutter for a day. 

Fust from a worm they take their rise, 

And in a worm decay 

The flatterer an ear-wng grows. 

Thus worms suit all conditions . 
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Misers are muck-worms, silk-woims beaux, 

And death-watches physicians. 

That statesmen have the worm, is seen. 

By all their winding play , 

Their conscience is a worm within. 

That gnaws them night and day 

Ah, Moore ' thy skill were well employed. 

And greater gam would rise, ' 

If thou couldst make the courtier void 
The worm that never dies ' 

O learned friend of Abchurch Lane,^ 

Who settest our entrails free. 

Vain is thy art, thy powder vain. 

Since worms shall eat even thee 

Our fate thou only canst adjourn 
Some few short years, no more > 

'Even Button’s wits to worms shall turn, 

Who maggots were before 

SANDY’S GHOST, OR, A PROPER NEW BALLAD ON 
THE NEW OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. 

AS IT WAS INTENDED TO BE TRANSLATED BY PERSONS 
or QUALITY 

Sir Walter Scott, quoted by Roscoe, explains the ballad to refer 
to a translation of the Metamorphoses published by Sir Samuel 
Garth 

Ye lords and Commons, men of wit. 

And pleasure about town. 

Read this ere you translate one bit 
Of books of high renown 

” ' Abchurch (properly Upchurch) Lane, Lombard Street 


564 MISCELLANEOUS 

Beware of Latin authors all ! 

Nor think your verses sterling, 

Though with a golden pen you scrawl, 
And scnbble in a Berlin 

For not the desk with silver nails, 

Nor bureau of expense, 

Nor standish well japanned avails 
To writing of good sense 

Hear how a ghost m dead of nigh^ 

With saucer eyes of fire, 

In woeful wise did sore affright 
A wit and courtly squire. 

Rare Imp of Phoebus, hopeful youth 
Like puppy tame that uses 
To fetch and carry, in his mouth. 

The works of all the muses 

Ah ' why did he wnte poetiy', 

That hereto was so civil , 

And sell his soul for vanity, 

To rhyming and the devil? 

A desk he had of cunous work. 

With glittering studs about , 

Within the same -did Sandys lurk, 

Though Ovid lay without 

Now as he scratched to fetch up thought. 
Forth popped the spnte so thin 
And from the key-hole bolted out, 

All upright as a pin 

With vhiskers, band, and pantaloon, 

And ruff composed most duly . 
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This squire he dropped his pen full soon, 

"While as the light burnt bluely. 

“Ho * Master Sam," quoth Sandys’ sprite, 
“Write on, nor let me scare ye , 

Forsooth, if rhymes fall in not nght, 

To Budgell seek, or Carey. 

“ I hear the beat ot Jacob’s drums, 

Poor Ovid finds no quarter • 

See first the merry P comes ^ 

In haste, without his garter 

“ Tlien lords and lordhngs, squires and knights. 
Wits, witlings, pngs, and peers ! 

Garth at St. James’s, and at White’s, 

Beats up for volunteers 

“What Fenton will not do, nor Gay, 

Nor Congreve, Rowe, nor Stanyan, 

Tom Burnett or Tom D’Urfey may, 

John Dunton, Steele, or any one. 

“ If Justice Philips’ costive head 
Some frigid rhymes disburses , 

They shall like Persian tales be read. 

And glad both babes and nurses 

“ Let Warunck’s muse with Ashurst join, 

And Ozell’s with Lord Hervey’s . 

Tickell and Addison combine. 

And Pope translate with Jervas 

“ Lansdowne himself, that lively lord, 

"Who bows to every lady. 


^ The Earl of Pcmljrolve, probably — Eoscoe 
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Shall join with Frowde in one accord, 

And be like Tate and Brady 

“Ye ladies too draw forth your pen, 

I pray where can the hurt lie ? 

Since you have brains as well as men, 

As witness Lady Wortley 

“ Now, Tonson, ’list thy forces all, 

Review them, and tell noses , 

For to poor Ovid shall befall 
A strange metamorphosis 

“ A metamorphosis more strange 
Than all his books can vapour," 

“To what” (quoth squire) “shall Ovid change?” 
Quoth Sandys “ To n aste paper,” 

THE TRANSLATOR 

Egbert Sanger served his apprenticeship with Jacob Tonson, 
and succeeded Bernard Lintot in his shop at Middle Temple 
Gate, Fleet Street Lmtot pnntcd Ozcll’s translation of Perxault’s 
Characters, and Sanger his translation of Boilcau’s Lutnn, recom 
mended by Rowe, in 1709 — JVarlon 

OzELL, at Sanger’s call, invoked his muse — 

For who to sing for Sanger could refuse? 

His numbers such as Sanger’s self might use. 

Reviving Perrault, murdenng Boileau, he 
Slandered the ancients first, then Wycherley; 

Which yet not much that old bard’s anger raised, 

Since those nere slandered most, whom Ozell praised 
Nor had the gentle satire caused complammg, 

Had not sage Rowe pronounced it entertaining : 

How great must be the judgment of that writer j o 
YTio the Plain-dealer damns, and pnnts the Biter ' 
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THE THREE GENTLE SHEPHERDS 
Of gentle Philips ivill I ever sing, 

With gentle Philips shall the valleys ring. 

My numbers too for ever mil I vary, 

With Gentle Budgell and mth gentle Carey. 

Or if in ranging of the names I judge ill, 

With gentle Carey and with gentle Budgell ; 

Oh ' may all gentle bards together place ye, 

Men of good hearts, and men of delicacy. 

May satire ne’er befool ye, or beknave ye. 

And from all mts that have a knack, God save ye i 

LINES WRITTEN IN WINDSOR FOREST 

All hail, once pleasing, once inspiring shade ' 

Scene of my youthful loves and happier hours ' 
■Where the kind muses met me as I strayed. 

And gently pressed my hand, and said, “ Be ours'- 
Take all thou e’er shalt have, a constant muse ; 

At court thou mayst_^be liked, but nothing gain 
Stock thou mayst buy and sell, but always lose. 

And love the bnghtest eyes, but love in vain.” 

TO MRS MARTHA BLOUNT ON HER BIRTHDAY 

1723 

Oh > be thou blest with all that heaven can send. 
Long health, long youth, long pleasure, and a fnend 
Not wrth those toys the female world admire. 

Riches that vex, and vanities that tire 
With added years if hfe bnng nothing -new, 

But, like a sieve, let every blessing through. 

Some joy still lost, as each vain year runs o’er. 

And all we gain, some sad reflection more j 
Is that a birth-day? ’tis alas • too clear. 
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’Tis but the funeral of the former year. 

Let joy or ease, let affluence or content, 
And the gay conscience of a life well spent, 
Calm every thought, mspmt every grace, 
Glow m thy heart, and smile upon thy face. 
Let day improve on day, and year on year, 
Without a pain, a trouble, or a fear j 
Till death unfelt that tender frame destroy, 
In some soft dream, or ecstacy of joy, 
Peaceful sleep out the Sabbath of the tomb, 
And wake to raptures in a hfe to come 


lO 


20 


THE CHALLENGE 

A COURT 

To the tunc of “ To all ) ou Ladies now at Land,” Aa By Dorset 
Wntlen aum 1717 — Warloit 

I 

To one fair lady out of court, 

And tno fair ladies in. 

Who think the Turk^ and Pope^ a sport. 

And wit and love no sinl 
Come, these soft lines, with nothing stiff 111, 

To Bellenden,® Lepell,* and Griffin ® 

With a fa, la, la. 

II 

^^^lat passes in the dark third row. 

And what behind the scene. 

Couches and crippled chairs I know, 

^ Ulnclc, the little Turk - The author 

* Mary, youngest daughter of the second Lord Bcllcndcn, after- 
wards mamed to Colonel Cnmphell, 

* Miss Mary Lepell, and afterwards married to Lord Hervev 
' Sister to Lady Rich 
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And garrets hung with green, 

I know the swing of sinful hack, 

Where many damsels cry alack 
With a fa, la, la. 

Ill 

Then why to courts should I repair. 

Where's such ado with Townshend 
To hear each mortal stamp and swear, 

And every speech with “zounds” end, 
To hear them rail at honest Sunderland,® 
And rashly blame the realm of Blunderland. 
With a fa, la, la. 


IV. 

Alas < like Schutz I cannot pun. 

Like Grafton court tlie Germans , 

Tell Pickenbourg how slim she’s grow n, 

Like meadows run to sermons , 

To court ambitious men may roam, 

But I and Marlborough ® stay at home. 

With a fa, la, la. 

V 

In truth, by what I can discern. 

Of courtiers, ’twixt you three, , 

Some wit you have, and more may learn 
From court, than Gay or me • 

Perhaps, in time, you’ll leave high diet. 

To sup with us on milk and quiet 
With a fa, la, la 

* Lord Townsliend was dismissed from office in 171b 
® Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland 

® Hennetta, Duchess of Marlborough, is bebc^ed to he the 
“Flaiia” qI Moral Essays, Ei 11 
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VI 

At Leicester Fields, a house full high, 

With door all painted green, 

"Where ribbons wave upon the tie, 

(A milliner, I mean ,) 

There may you meet us three to three. 

For Gay can well make two of me 
With a fa, la, la. 

MI 

But should you catch the prudish itch. 

And each become a coward. 

Bring sometimes with you Lady Rich, 

And sometimes Mrs Howard , 

For vngms, to keep chaste, must go 
Abroad with such as axe not so. 

With a fa, la, la 

Mil 

And thus, fhir maids, my ballad ends , 

God send the king safe landing , 

And make all honest ladies friends 
To armies that are standing , 
preserve the limits of those nations. 

And take off ladies’ limitations. 

With a fa, la, la 

ANSNVEB. TO TH"E POULOWING QUESTION OP 
MRS HOWE 

What is prudery? 

’Tis a beldam. 

Seen with wit and beauty seldom 
’Tis a fear that starts at shadows 
’Tis (no, ’tisn’t) like Miss Meadows 
’Tis a virgin hard of feature. 
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Old, and void of all good-nature, 

Lean and fretful, would seem wise. 
Yet plays the fool before she dies 
’Tis an ugly envious shrew, 

That rails at dear Lepell and you. 

SONG, BY A PERSON OF QUALITY 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1733 

I 

Fluttering spread thy purple pinions. 
Gentle Cupid, o’er my heart, 

I a slave in thy dominions ; 

Nature must give way to art 

II 

Mild Arcadians, ever* blooming, 

Nightly nodding o’er your flocks, 
See my weary days consuming. 

All beneath yon flowery rocks. 

III 

Thus the Cyprian goddess weeping, - 
Mourned Adorns, darling youth . 
Him the boar m silence creeping. 
Gored witli unrelenting tooth, 
rv. 

Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers , 
Fair Discretion, stnng the lyre. 
Soothe my ever-waking slumbers . 
Bright Apollo, lend thy' choir. 

V. 

Gloomy Pluto, kmg of terrors. 

Armed in adamantine chains, 

Lead me to the crystal mirrors, ' 
Watenng soft Elysian plains 



MISCELLANEOUS 


VI 

Mournful cypress, verdant mllow, 

Gilding my Aurelia’s brows, 

Morpheus hovering o’er my pillow. 

Hear me pay my dying vows 

vn 

Melancholy smooth M®ander, 

Swiftly purling m a round. 

On thy margin lovers wander, 

With thy flowery chaplets crowned. 

VIll 

Thus when Philomela drooping, 

Softly seeks her silent mate, 

See the bird of Juno stooping , 

Melody resigns to fate 

ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT ^ 

I KNOW the thing that’s most uncommon, 

(Envy, be silent, and attend ') 

I know a reasonable woman. 

Handsome and -witty, )’^et a friend. 

Not warped by passion, awed by rumour, 

Not grave through pnde, or gay through folly, 
An equal mixture of good humour. 

And sensible soft melancholy. 

“Has she no faults then” (Envy says), “sir?” 

Yes, she has one, I must aver, lo 

^Vhen all the world conspnes to praise her. 

The woman’s deaf, and does not hear 

* Mrs Howard, afterwards Countess of Suffolk, and mistress of 
George II 
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THE BASSET-TABLE 

A^ ECLOGUE 

Only this of all the town eclogues was Mr Pope's j and is here 
printed from a copy corrected by his own liand. — The humour of 
it consists in this, thnt the one is in love with the game, and the 
other with the sharper. — Wat burton 

Cardelia. Smilinda. - 

CAEOELIA 

The basset-table spread, the talker come j 
Why stays Smiknda in the dressing-room ? 

Rise, pensive nymph, the talker waits for you ; 

SMII ItCDA 

Ah, madam, since my Sharper is uiitme, 

I joyless make my once adored Alpeu 
I saw him stand behind Ombreka’s chan, 

And whisper witli that soft, deluding air. 

And those feigned sighs which cheat the listening fair 

CARDCLJA 

Is this the cause of your romantic strains? 

A mightier gnef my heavy h^rt sustains lo 

As you by love, so I by fortune crossed, 

One, one bad deal, three Septleva’s have lost. 

SMILIKDA 

Is that the gnef, which you compare with mine? 
With ease, the smiles of fortune I resign 
Would all my gold in bne bad deal ivere gone j 
Were lovely Sharper mine, and mine alone 

‘ ^ CARDELIA. 

A lover lost, is but a common care , 

Andpnident nymphs against that change prepare. 

The knave of clubs thnee lost Oh > who could guess 
This fatal stroke, this unforeseen distress ? 
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SMIUNDA 

See Betty Lovet ' very i propos, 

She all the cares of love and play does know; 

Dear Betty shall the important point decide , 

Betty, who oft the pain of each has tried , 

Impartial, she shall say who suffers most, 

By cards’ ill usage, or by lovers lost 

LOVET. 

Tell, tell your griefs , attentive will I stay, 

Though Jime is precious, and I want some tea. 

CARDELIA. 

Behold this equipage, by Mathers wrought. 

With fifty guineas (a great pen’worth) bought 30 
See, on the tooth-pick. Mars and Cupid stnve. 

And both the struggling figures seem alive. 

Upon the bottom shines the queen’s bright face ; 

A myrtle foliz^e round the thimble-case 
Jove, Jove himself, does on the scissors shine; 

The metal, and the workmanship, divine ' 

SMILINDA. 

This snuff-box, — once the pledge of Sharper’s love, 
“When rival beauties for the present strove , 

At Corticelh’s he the raffle won , 

Then first his passion was in public shown 40 

Hazardia blushed, and turned her head aside, 

A nval’s envy (all in vain) to hide. 

This snuff-box, — on the hinge see brilliants shine 
This snuff-box will I stake , the prize is mine 

CARDELIA. 

Alas ! far lesser losses 'than I bear, 

Have made a soldier sigh, a lover swear 
And oh' what makes the disappointment hard. 
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’Twas my own lord that drew the fatal card 
In complaisance, I took the queen he gave , 

Though my own secret wish was for the knave. 50 
The knave won Sonica, which I had chose , 

And, the next pull, my Septleva I lose 

SMILINDA 

But ah' what aggravates the killing smart, 

The cruel thought, that stabs me to the heart } 

This cursed Ombreha, this undoing fair. 

By whose vile arts this heaiT I j 
S he, at whose name I shed these spiteful tears. 

She owes to me the very charms she wears. 

An awkward thing, when first she came to town, 

Her shape unfashioned, and her face unknown 6( 
She was my fnend, I taught her first to spread 
Upon her sallow cheeks enlivening red*. 

I introduced her to the park and plays , 

And, by my interest, Cozens made her stays 
Ungrateful wretch, with mimic airs grown pert. 

She dares to steal my favourite lover’s heart 


CAannUA. ' 

Wretch that I was, how often have I swore. 

When Winnall tallied, I would punt no more? 

I know the bite, yet to my rum run. 

And see the folly, -which I cannot shun 

SMILINDA. 

How many maids have Sharper’s vows deceived? 
How many cursed the moment they believed ? 

Yet his known falsehoods could no warning prove 
Ah I what is warning to a maid in love? 

CAaOELlA. 

But of what marble must that breast be fonne-d, 
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To gaze on basset, and remain unn armed? 

When kings, queens, knaves, arc set in decent rank, 
Exposed m glonous heaps the tempting bank. 

Guineas, half-guineas, all the shining tram, 

The winner’s pleasure, and the loser’s pain So 

In bright confusion open rouleaux he, 

TJiey strike the soul, and glitter in the e}e. 

Fired by the sight, all reason I disdain; 

My passions rise, and will not bear the rein 
Look upon basset, you who reason boast , 

And see if reason must not there be lost 

SMIUND^. 

What more than marble must that heart compose, 
Can hearken coldly to ray Sharpers \ons? 

Then, when he trembles > when his blushes rise > 

When awful love seems melting m his eyes 1 90 

With eager beats his Mechlin cravat moves 
“ He loves," — I whisper to myself, “ He loves 
Such unfeigned passion in his looks appears, 

I lose all memory of my former fears , 

My panting heart confesses all his charms, 

I yield at once, and sink into his arms . 

Think of that moment, you w’ho prudence boast ; 

For such a moment, prudence well were lost. 

CAROrUA. 

At the Groom-porter’s, battered bullies pla}', 

Some dukes at Mary-bone bowl time away 100 

But who the bowl or rattling dice compares 
To basset’s heavenly joys, and pleasing cares ? 

SMILIXDA 

Soft Simplicetta doats upon a beau • 

> Alluding to the Duke of Buckingluomshire (SUeffidd) 
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Pmdina likes a manj and 3auglis at'skow. 

Their several graces in my Sharper meet} 

Strong as the footman, as the master sweet. 

io\rT. 

Cease your contention, which has been loo long j 
I grow impatient, and the tea's too strong. 

Attend, and jneld to \shat I now decide, 

The equipage shall grace Srailinda’s side : , i ro 

The snu(f-bo\ to Cardelia I decree, 

Now lea\e complaining, and begin your tea. 

TO LAOV MARV WORfLEV MONTAGU. 

I 

3n beauty, or wit, • 

No mortal as yel 

To question your empire has dared: 

But men of discerning 
Have thought that in learning, 

To jield to a lad> was hard. 

II. 

Impertinent schools, 

AVith musty dull rules, 

Have reading to females denied ^ 

So Papists refuse 
The Bible to use, 

Lest flocks should be wise as their guide 

III 

'Tnas a woman at first 
(Indeed she iras curst) 

In knowledge that tasted delight, 

And sages agree 
The laws should decree 
To the first .possessor the right 

2 o 


if 
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IV 

Then bravely, fair dame, 

Resume the old claim, 

Which to your whole sex does belong , 

And let men receive, 

From a second bright Eve, 

The knowledge of right and of wrong. 

V. 

But if the first Eve 
Hard doom did receive, 

"When only one apple had she, 

What a punishment new 
Shall be found out for you, 

Who tasting, have robbed the whole tree? 

EXTEMPORANEOUS LINES, ON THE PICTURE OF 
LADY MARY W MONTAGU, 

BY KNELLER 

Bowles, f torn Dallawa^^s Life of Lady M TV M 
The playful smiles around the dimpled mouth. 
That happy air of majesty and truth; 

So would I draw (but oh' ’tis vain to try. 

My narrow genius does the power deny,) 

The equal lustre of the heavenly mind. 

Where every grace with every virtue’s joined. 
Learning not vain, and wisdom not severe, 

With greatness easy, and with ivit sincere , 

With just description show the work divine, 

And the whole princess in my work should shine 

IMITATION OF TIBULLUS 
Here, stopped by hasty death, Alexis lies, 

Who crossed half Europe, led by Wortley’s eyes 
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EPITAPHS ON JOHN HUGHES AND SARAH DREW. 

Pope, in 1 letter to Lady M W Montajgu, Sept ist, 1718, re- 
lates the aneedote of the death of two lovers "as constant as ever 
were found in romanee,” by name John Hewet and Sarah Drew, 
who were simultaneously struck by bghtning at a harvest-home 

f 

When eastern lovers feed the funeral iire, 

On the same pile the faithful fair expire ' 

Here pitying heaven that virtue mutual found, 

And blasted both, that it might neither wound 
Hearts so sincere the Almighty saw well pleased, 
Sent his own lightning, and the victims seized 

1. 

Think not, by rigorous judgment seized, 

A pair so faithful could expire j 
Victims so pure heaven saw well pleased, 

And snatch them m celestial fire ’ 10 

ir 

Live well, and fear no sudden fate j 
When God calls virtue to the grave, 

Alike ’tis justice, soon or late, 

Mercy alike to kill or save. 

Virtue unmoved can hear the call. 

And face the flash that melts the balir 

ON THE COUNTESS OF BURLINGTON CUTTJNG 
PAPER. 

Pallas grew vapounsh once, and odd. 

She would not do the least right thing, 

Either for goddess, or for god, 

Nor work, nor play, nor paint, nor sing. 

Jove frowned, and, "Use,” he cried, "those eyes 
So skilful, and those hands so taper. 


58o MTSCLLLAN’LOVS 

Do something exquisite and wise *' — 

She bowed, obeyed him, — and cut paper 

This vexing him who gave her bn th. 

Thought by all heaven a burning shame , lo 
What does she next, but bids, on earth, 

Her Burlington do just the same 

t 

Pallas, you give yourself strange airs , 

But sure you’ll find it hard to spoil 
The sense and taste of one that bears 
The name of Saville and of Boyle. 

Alas • one bad example shown. 

How quickly all the sex pursue ' 

See, madam, see the arts o^erffirown, 

Between John Overton and you > 20 

ON A PICTURE OF QUEEN CAROLINE, 

DRAWN RY LADY BURLINGTON 

Peace, flattering Bishop* lying Dean! 

This portrait only paints the Queen • 

THE LOOKING-GLASS 

ON MRS PULTENLX ’ 

With scornful mien, and various toss of air, 
Fantastic, vain, and insolently fair. 

Grandeur intoxicates her giddy brain. 

She looks ambition, and she moves disdain 
Far other carnage graced her vu-gin life, 

But charming Gumley’s lost m Pulteney^s wife 
Not greater arrogance m him we find. 

And this conjunction swells at least her mind 


^ Anna Mana Gutnley, daughter of John Gumley of Isleworth 
who had gamed his fortune hy a glass manufactoiy^ ’ 
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0 could the sire, renowned m glass, pioduce 
One faithful mirror for his daughter’s use I 10 

Wherein she might her haugh^ errors trace,. 

And by reflection learn to mend her face : 

The wonted sweetness to her form restore, 

Be what she was, and charm manhmd once more* 

ON CERTAIN LADIES 
When other fair ones to the shades go down, 

Still Chloe, riavia, Delia, stay in town; 

Those ghosts of beauty wandering here icside, 

And haunt the places where their honour died 

' CELIA. 

Celia, we know, is sixty-five. 

Yet Celia’s face is seventeen j 
Thus winter in her breast must live, 

‘ INTiile summer in her face is seen. 

How cruel Celia’s fate, who hence 
Our heart’s devotion cannot try, 

Too pretty for our reverence, 

- too ancient for our gallantry I 

EPIGRAM 

ENGRAVED ON THE COLLAR OF A DOG WHICH 1 GAVE TO HIS 
RO\AL lUGlINESS 

I AM his Highness’ dog at Kew ; ' 

Pray tell me, sir, whose dog are you? 

LINES SUNG BY DURASTANTI WHEN SHE TOOK 
LEAVE OF THE ENGLISH STAGE. 

TUF WORDS WLRl IN HASTE PUT TOGETHER BV MR POPE, AT 
THE REQUESr OF THE EARL OF PFTLREOROUGH 

Generous, gay, and gallant nation. 

Bold in arms, and bright in arts : 
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Land secure from all invasion, 

All but Cupid’s gentle darts • 

From your charms, oh who would run? 

Who would leave you for the sun? 

Happy soil, adieu, adieu • 

Let old charmers yield to new j 
In arms, in arts, be still more shining , 

All your joys be still increasing j 
All j'our tastes be still refining; 

All your jars for ever ceasing 

But let old charmers jueld to new. 

Happy soil, adieu, adieu ' 

ON HIS GROTTO AT TWICKENHAM, 

COMPOSED OF MARBLES, SPARS, GEMS, ORES, A^D MINERALS 

Thou who shalt stop, where Thames’ translucent wave 
Shines a broad mirror through the shadowy cave , 

Where lingenng drops from mineral roofs distill. 

And pointed crystals break the sparkling nil, 

Unpolished gems no ray on pride bestow. 

And latent metals innocently glow . 

Approach > Great Nature studiously behold. 

And eye the mine without a Vish for gold 
Approach, but awful' Lo ' the Egerian grot. 

Where, nobly-pensive, St John sate and thought, 10 ' 
Where British sighs from dying Wyndham stole. 

And the bright flame was shot through Marchmont’s 
soul 

Let such, such only tread this sacred floor, 

Who dare to love their country, and be poor 
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VERSES TO MR 
ST JASILS’s palace, LONDON, OCT 22 

Fjnv words are best , I wish you well ; 

Bethel, I’m told, will soon be here , 

Some morning walks along the Mall, 

And evening friends, wll end the year. 

If, ih this interval, between 
The falling leaf and coming frost. 

You please to see, on Twit’nam green, 

Your friend, your poet, and your host : 

For three whole days you here may rest 
From office business, news and strife , 

And (what most folks would think a jest) 

, Want nothing else, except your wife 

TO MR GAY, 

WHO HAD CONGRATULATED MR POPE ON FINISHING HIS HOUSE 
AND CARDENS 

Ah, friend ' ’tis true — this truth you lovers know — 
In vain my structures nse, my gardens grow , 

In vain fair Thames reflects the double scenes 
Of hanging mountains, and of sloping greens 
Joy lives not here, — to happier seats it flies, 

And only dwells where Wortley casts her eyes 
What are the gay parterre, the chequered shade, 

The morning bower, the evening colonnade. 

But soft recesses of uneasy minds, 

To sigh unheard in, to the passing winds? lo 

So the struck deer in some sequestered part 
Lies doun to die, the arrow at his heart, 

He, stretched unseen in coverts hid from day. 

Bleeds drop by drop, and pants his life away 


^ Probably Craggs 
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UPON THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH’S HOUSE AT 
WOODSTOCK- 

See, Sir, here's the grand approach; 

Tins 11 a} IS for his Grace’s coach: 

There lies Ihc bridge, and liere's tlic clock, 
Observe ihe lion and the cock, 

The spacious court, the colonnade, 

And mark how wide the hall is made I 
The chimneys arc so well designed, 

They never smoke in anj w ind 
This gallery’s contnved for walking, 

The windows to retire and talk in, 10 

The council chamber for debate, 

And all the rest are rooms of state. 

Thanks, sir, cried I, His \ cry fine, 

But where d’ye sleep, or where d’}e dine? 

I find, by all ) ou have been telling, 

'I'liat 'tis a house, but not a dw elhng. 

ON BEAUFORT HOUSE G.\TE AT CHISWICK. 

I WAS brought from Chelsea last jcar. 
Battered with wind and weather, 

Inigo Tones put me together. 

Sir Hans Sloane let me alone , 

Burlington brought me hither. 

LINES TO LORD BATHURST 
“ A w'ood!” quoth Lewis, and with that 
He laughed, and shook his sides of fat 
His tongue, wnth cj'e that marked his cunning, 
Thus fell a-reasoning, not a-running 
“ Woods are — not to be too prohv— 

Collective bodieS of straight sticks 
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It is, my lord, a mere conundrum 

To call things wood for what grows under ’em 

For shrubs, when nothmg else at top is, 

Can only constitute a coppice. lo 

But if you will not take my word. 

See anno quint of Richard Thirds 
And that’s a coppice called, when docked, 
Witness an prim of Harry Oct ^ 

If this a wood you will maintain. 

Merely because it is no plain, 

Holland, for all that I can see, 

May e’en as well be termed the sea. 

Or Conmgsby^ be fair harangued 

An honest man, because not hanged ” 20 

INSCRIPTION ON A PUNCH-BOWL, 

IN THE SOUTH SEA YEAR (1720), FOR A CLUB, CHASED WITH 
3 UT 1 TER PLACING CALLISTO IN*THE SKIES, AND EUROPA 
WITH THE BULL. 

i 

Come, fill the South Sea goblet full j 
The gods shall of our stock take care j - 
Europa pleased accepts the bull. 

And Jove with joy puts.'off the bear 

EPIGRAM 

3 \Iv lord^ complains that Pope, stark mad with gardens. 
Has cut three trees, the value of three farthings 
“ But he’s my neighbour,” cnes the peer polite 
“ And if he visit me. I'll waive the right ” 

What’ on compulsion, and against my wiU, 

A lord’s acquaintance ? Let him file his bill ! 

I Thomw, jiret Coningsby a zealous promoter of the Re- 
volution of 16S8 -Carruihers - 
® Lord Rndnor — IVoifon 
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EPIGRAM 

EXPLAINED BY CARUUTHERS lO REFER TO THE LARGE SUMS OP 
MONEY GIVEN IN CHARITY ON ACCOUNl OF THE SEVERITY 
OF THE WEATHER ABOUP THE YEAR I74O 

Yes ' ’tis the time (I cned,).impose the chain, 
Destined and due to wretches self-enslaved, 

But when I saw such charity^ remain, 

I half could wish this people should be saved 

Faith lost, and hope, our charity begins. 

And ’tis a wise design in pitying heaven. 

If this can cover multitude of sins, 

To take the only way to be forgiven. 


OCCASIONED BY READING THE TRAVELS OF 
CAPTAIN LEMUEL GULLIVER 

I.— TO QUINBUS FLESTRIN, THE MAN-MOUNTAIN 


AN ODE BY TILLY-TlT, POET LAUREATE TO HIS MAJESTY 
OF LILLIPUT. TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH 


In amaze. 

Lost I gaze, 

Can our eyes 
Reach thy size? 
May my lays 
Swell Tvith praise. 
Worthy thee< 
Worthy me ' 

Muse, inspire. 

All thy fire • 

Bards of old 
Of him told, 
"When they said 
Atlas’ head 
Propped the skies 


See • and believe your eyes ' 
See him stride 
Valleys wide. 

Over woods, 

* • 

Over floods • 

When he treads. 
Mountains’ heads 
Groan and shake* 
Armies quake 
Lest his spurn 
Overturn 
Man and steed • 
Troops, take heed ’ 
Left and nght. 

Speed your flight! 
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Lest an host 
Beneath Ins foot be lost. 
Turned aside, 
From his hide, 

Safe from wound, 
Darts rebound 
From his nose 
Clouds he blows : 
When he speaks. 


A’^hen he eats. 
Famine threats ' 
When he drinks, 
Neptune shrinks' 
Nigh thy ear. 

In mid air. 

On thy hand 
Let me stand, 

So shall I, 


Thunder breaks ' Lofty poet, touch the sky 


II —THE LAMENTATION OF GLUMDALCLITCH FOR 
THE LOSS OF GRILDRIG 

A PASIORAI/ 

Soon as Glumdalchtch missed her pleasing care, 

She wept, she blubbered, and she tore her hair 
No British miss smcerer gnef has known. 

Her squirrel missing, or her sparrow floivn 
She furled her sampler, and hauled in her thread. 

And stuck her needle into Gnldrig’s bed. 

Then spread her hands, and with a bounce let fall 
Her baby, like the giant in Guildhall 
In peals of thunder now she roars, and now 
She gently whimpers like a lowing cow 10 

Yet lovely in her sorrow still appears, 

Her locks dishevelled, and her flood of tears 
Seem like the lofty barn of some rich swain. 

When from the thatch dnps fast a shower of ram 
In vain she searched each cranny of the house, 

Each gaping chink impervious to a mouse 
“Was it for this” (she cried) “with daily care 
Within thy reach I set the vinegar 1 
And filled the cruet with the acid tide. 
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While pepper-water worms thy bail supplied, 

Wheie twined the silver eel around thy hooh, 

And all the little monsters of the brook. 

Sure in that lake he dropped, my Grilly’s drouned ’’ 
She dragged the cruet, but no Gnldrig found 
“Vain is thy courage, Gnlly, vain tliy boast. 

But httle creatures enterprise the most. 

Trembling, Fve seen thee dare the kitten’s paw, 
Nay, mix with children, as they played at taw. 

Nor fear the marbles as they bounding flew. 
Marbles to them, but rolling rocks to you 
“ Why did I trust thee with that giddy youth ? 
VHio from a page can ever learn the truth ? 

Versed in court tricks, that money-loving boy 
To some lord’s daughter sold the living toy, 

Or rent him hmb from limb in cruel play, 

As children tear the wings of-flies away 
From place to place o’er Brobdingnag I’ll roam. 

And never will return or bnng thee home 
But who hath eyes to trace the passing wind? 

How, then, thy fairy footsteps can I find? 

Dost thou bewildered wander all alone, 

In the green thicket of a,mossy stone , 

Or tumbled from the toadstool’s slippery round, 
Perhaps all maimed, he grovelling .on the ground? 
Dost thou, embosomed m the lovely rose, 

Or sunk within the peach’s down, repose ? 

Within the king-cup if thy limbs are spread. 

Or m the golden cowslip’s velvet head 
O show me. Flora, 'midst those swfeets, the flower 
Where sleeps my Gnldrig m his fragiant bower 
“ But ah ' I fear thy httle fancy-roves 
On httle females, and on httle loves. 
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Tliy pigm) children, and thy liny spouse, 

Th} baby pla} things that adorn thy house, 

Doors, windows, chimncj's, and the spacious rooms, 

Equal in she to cells of hone) combs 

Hast thou for these now ventured from the shore, 

Thy bark a bcan-shcII, and a straw thy oar ? 

Or in thy bo\, non bounding on the mam. 

Shall 1 ne’er bear th) self and house again? 60 

And shall I set thee on my hand no more, 

To see thee leap the lines, and traverse o’er 
iNIy spacious palm ? Of stature scarce a span. 

Mimic the actions of a real man? 

No more behold thee turn my natch’s key, 

As seamen at a capstern anchors neigh? 

How nert thou wont to walk with cautious tread, 

A dish of tea like milk-pail on thy head? 

Hon chase the mitc that bore thy cheese anay. 

And keep the rolling maggot at a bay?” 70 

She said, but broken accents stopped her voice. 

Soft as the speaking-trumpet’s mellow noise , 

She sobbed a storm, and mped her flon ing eyes, 

Which seemed like two broad suns m misty skies. 

O squander not thy gnef , those tears command 
To neep upon our cod m Newfoundland 
The plenteous pickle shall preserve the fish, 

And Europe taste thy sorrows m a dish 

III— TO MR LEMUEL GULLIVER, 

TIinCRAlEFUI APDRISS OrTHE UMIAPI’V IIOUYIINIINMS, NOW 
IN Sr AVERV ANU BONDAGl IN TNOI AND 

To thee, we wretches of the Houyhnhnm band, 
Condemned to labour in a barbarous land. 

Return our thanks. Accept our humble lays. 
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And let each grateful Houyhnhnm neigh thy praise 

O happy Yahoo, purged from human crimes, 

By the sweet sojourn in those Virtuous climes, 

Where reign our sires , there, to thy country’s shame. 
Reason, you found, and virtue were the same 
Their precepts razed the prejudice of youth. 

And even a Yahoo learned the love of truth lo 

Art thou the first who did the coast explore , 

Did never Yahoo tread that ground before ? 

Yes, thousands ' But in pity to their kind. 

Or swayed by envy, or tlirough pride of mind. 

They hid their knowledge of a nobler race. 

Which owned, would all their sires and sons disgrace. 

You, like the Samian, visit lands unknown, 

And by their wiser morals mend your own. 

Thus Orpheus travelled to reform his kind, 

Came back, and tamed the brutes he left behind 20 

You went, you saw, you heard with virtue fought, 
Then spread those morals which the Houyhnhnms 
taught 

Our labours here must touch thy generous heart. 

To see us strain before the coach and cart. 

Compelled to run each knavish jockey’s heat* 
Subservient to Newmarket’s annual cheat* 

With what reluctance do we lawyers beai, 

. To fleece theu: country clients twice a year? 

Or managed in your schools, for fops to ride. 

How foam, how fret beneath a load of pride * 30 

Yes, we are slaves — ^but yet, by reason’s force. 

Have learned ,to bear misfortune, like a horse 

O would the stars, to ease my bonds, ordain 
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That gentle Gulhver might guide my rem’< 

Safe would I bear him to Ins journey’s end, 

For 'tis a pleasure to support a friend 
But if my life be doomed to serve the bad, 

0» mayst thou never want an easy pad' 

Houyhnhnm. 


IV— MARY GULLIVER TO CAPTAIN LEMUEL 
GULLIVER, 

AN EPISTLE. 


ARGUMENT. 


The captain, some tune after his return, being retired to Mi 
Simpson’s in the country, Mrs Gulliver, apprehcndmg from 
bis late behaviour some estrangement of bis affections, ■writes 
him the following expostulating, soothing, and tenderly com- 
plaining epistle 


Welcome, thrice welcome, to thy native place ’ 

— ^What, touch me not? what, shun a wife’s embrace? 
Have I for this thy tedious absence borne. 

And waked, and wished whole nights for thy return? 

In five long years I took no second spouse , 

■\Vhat Redriff wife so long hath kept her vows ? 

Your eyes, your nose, inconstancy betray. 

Your nose you stop, your eyes you turn away 
’Tis said, that thou shouldst cleave unto thy wife , 

Once thou didst cleave, and I could cleave for life ro 
Hear, and relent' hark how thy children moan. 

Be kind at least to these they are thy own, 

Be bold, and count them all , secure to find 

The honest number that you left behind 

See how they pat thee with their pretty paws 

Why start you? are they snakes? or have they claws? 

Thy Christian seed, our mutual flesh and bone 

Be kind at least to these, they are thy own ‘ 

Biddel, like thee, might farthest India rove , 
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Pray heaven, ’twas all a wanton maiden did I 
Glumdalclitch too— with thee I mourn her case • 
Heaven guard • the gentle girl from all disgrace > 90 

O may the king that o,ne neglect forgive, 

And pardon her the fault by which I live • 

Was there no other way to set him free ? 

My life, alas ' I fear proved death to thee 

0 teach me, dear, new words to speak my flame ! 
Teach me to woo thee by thy best-loved name • 
Whether the style of Gnldrig please the most. 

So called on Brobdingnag’s stupendous coast. 

When on the monarch's ample hand you sate. 

And hallooed m his ear intngues of state , too 

Or Qumbus Plestnn more endearment brings j 
When like a mountain you looked down on kings . 

If ducal Nardac, Lilliputian peer, 

Or Glumglum’s humbler title soothe thy ear : 

Nay, would kind Jove my organs so dispose. 

To hymn harmonious Houyhnhnm through the nose. 
I’d call thee Houyhnhnm, that high-sounding name , 
Thy children’s noses all should twang the same 
So might I find my loving spouse of course 
Endued with all the virtues of a horse no 

LINES ON SWIFT’S ANCESTORS 
Swift set up a pHin monument to his grandfather, and also pre- 
sented a cup to the church of Goodndi, or Gothendge (ra Here- 
fordshire) He sent a pencilled elevation of the monument (a 
simple tablet) to Mrs Howard, who returned it with the following 
lines, inscnbed on the drawing by Pop& Ihe paper is endorsed, 
in Swift’s hand “Model of a monument for my grandfather, with 
Pope’s roguery "Scott's Life of Swift 

Jonathan Swift 
Had the gift. 

By fathenge, mothenge 
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And by.brotherige, 

To come from Gothcnge, 
But now IS spoiled clean, 
And an Irish dean* 

In this church he has put 
stone of two foot, 

^ilh a cup and a can, sir, 

1 respect to his grandsire; 

), Ireland, change thy tone. 
And cry, O hone 1 O hone 1 
For England hath its own 


FROM THE GRUB STREET JOURNAL. 

ESTABLISHED IN JANUARY 1730, AND CARRIED ON FOR EIOHr 
YEARS BY roPL AND HIS FRIENDS 

I —EPIGRAM 


OCCASIONrO BY SFCING SOME SHEETS OF DR BENTLEY’S 
EDITION or MILTON'S "PARADISE LOST " 

Did Milton’s prose, O Charles, thy death defend ? 

A furious foe unconscious proves a friend. 

On Milton’s verse does Bentley comment ? — Know 
A weak officious friend becomes a foe. 

While he but sought his author’s fame to further. 
The murderous critic has avenged thy murder. 




II— EPIGRAM 

Should Dennis print, how once you robbed your 
brother. 

Traduced your monarch, and debauched your mother. 
Say, what revenge on Dennis can be had , 

Too dull for laughter, for reply too mad? 

Of one so poor you cannot take the law , 

On one so old your sword you scorn to draw, 

Uncaged then let the harmless monster rage, 

Secure in dulness, madness, want, and age 
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III— MR J M SMYTIIE. 

CATFCHISED ON HIS ONE I WSTLE TO MU* FOrt 

What makes you write at this odd rate ? 

Why, sir, it is to imitate. 

Whatmakes you steal and tnfle sO? 

Why, ’tis to do as others do. 

But there’s no meaning to be seen. 

Why, that’s the very thing I mean, 

' IV.— EPIGRAM 

ON MR MOORE's going TO I AW W ITH MR. Oil TR • INSCRIBED 

TO ATTORNEY TIBBAED 

Once in his life Moore judges right • 

His sword and pen not w'orth a straw. 

An antboT that could never vjnte, 

A gentleman that dares not fight, 

Has but one way to tease — ^by Jaw. 

This suit, dear Tibbald, kindly hatch, 

Thus thou mayst help the sneaking elf , 

And sure a printer is his match. 

Who's but a publisher himself 
V— EPIGRAM 

A GOLD watch found on cinder whore. 

Or a good verse on Jemmy Moore, 

Proves but what either should conceal. 

Not that they’re nch, but that they steal 
VI —EPITAPH 

ON JAMES MOORE-SMITHE. 

Here lies what had nor birth, nor shape, nor fame , 

No gentleman ' no man • no-thing 1 no name • 

For Jamie ne’er grew James ; and what they call 
More, shrunk to Smith — ^and Smith’s no name at all 
Yet die thou canst not, phantom, oddly fated 
For how can no-thing be annihilated ? 
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VII —A QUESTION BY ANONYMOUS 
Tell, if you can, which did the worse, 
Caligula or Grafton’s Grace ? 

That made a consnl of a horse. 

And this a laureate of an ass 




VIII— EPIGRAM 

GrCat George, such servants since thou well canst lack, 
Oh I save the salaiy, and drink the sack. 

IX —EPIGRAM 

Behold, ambitious of the British bays, 

Cibber and Duck contend in rival lays. 

But, gentle Colley, should thy verse prevail. 

Thou hast no fence, alas < against his Hail . 
Therefore thy claim resign, allow his right 
For Duck can thresh, you know, as well as write 


ON SEEING THE LADIES AT CRUX-EASTON WALK 
IN THE WOODS BY THE GROTTO 

EXTEMPORE BV MR. POPr 

Authors the world and their dull brains have traced 
To fix the ground where Paradise was placed j 
Mind not their learned whims and idle talk , 

Here, here’s the place where these bright angels walk 


INSCRIPTION ON A GROTTO, THE WORK OF NINE 

LADIES 

Herd, shunning idleness at once and praise, 

This radiant pile nine rural sisters raise , 

The ghttenng emblem of each spotless dame. 

Clear as her soul and shining as her frame , 

Beauty which nature only can impart, 

And such a polish as disgraces art j 
But fate disposed them in his humble sort. 

And hid in deserts what would charm a court. 
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VERSES LEFT BY MR POFE, 

ON HIS LYING IN THE SAME BED WHICH WlLMOT, fHF CELE- 
BRATED EARL OF ROCHESTER, SLEPT IN AT ADDERBURY, 
THEN BELONGING TO THE DUKE OF ARGYLE, JULY 9TH, 

1739 

With no poetic ardour fired 
I press the bed where Wilpiot lay. 

That here he loved, or here expired, 

Begets no numbers grave or gay. 

Beneath thy roof, Argyle, are bred 

Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lie 

Stretched out in honour’s nobler bed, 

Beneath a nobler roof— the sky 
< 

Such flames as high in patriots burn. 

Yet stoop to bless a child or wife , 10 

And such as mcked kings may mourn, 

When freedom is more dear than life. 

TO THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF OXFORD, 

UPON A PIECE or NEWS IN MIST (MIST’S JOURNAL), THAT THE 
REV MR W REFUSED TO WRITE AGAINST MR POPE BE- 
CAUSE HIS BEST PATRON HAD A FRIENDSHIP FOR THE 
SAID P 

Wesley, if Wesley ’tis they mean, 

They say on Pope would fall, 

Would his best patron let his pen 
Discharge his inward gall 

What patron this, a doubt must be, 

"Which none but you can clear. 

Or father Francis, cross the sea. 

Or else Earl Edward here 

That both were good must be confessed, 

And much to both he ones. 
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But which to him wull be the best 
The Lord of Oxford knows 

TRANSLATION OF A PRAYER OF BRUTUS 

The Rev Aaron Thompson, of Queen’s College, Oxon , trans- 
lated the Chronicle of Geoffrey of Monmonth He submitted the 
the translation to Pope, who gave him the following lines, 
being a translation of a prayer of Brutus — Carnithers 

Goddess of w’oods, tremendous m the chase, 

To mountain wolves and all the savage race, 

Wide o’er the aenal vault extend thy sway, 

And o’er the infernal regions void of day 
On thy third reign look down, disclose our fate. 

In what new station shall we fix our seat? 

When shall we next thy hallowed altars raise. 

And choirs of virgins celebrate thy praise ? 

LINES WRITTEN IN EVELYN’S BOOK ON COINS 
Tom Wood of Chiswick, deep divine, 

^ To painter Kent gave all this coin 

’Tis the first coin. I'm bold to say. 

That ever churchman gave to lay. 

TO MR. THOMAS SOUTHERN, 

ON HIS BIRTHDAY, 1742 

Resigned to live, prepared to die. 

With not one sin, but poetiy. 

This day Tom’s fair account has run 
(Without a blot) to eighty-one 
Kind Boyle, before his poet, lays 
A table,i with a cloth of bays , 

And Ireland, mother of sweet singers. 

Presents her harp® still to his fingers 

* He was invited to dine on his birthday with this nobleman 
(Lord Orrery), who had prepared for him the entertainment of 
which the bill of fare is here set down — Warbmton 

* The harp is generally wove on the Irish linen, such as table- 
cloths, &c — Warhurton 
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The feast, his towering geYiius marlcs 
In yonder wld goose and the larks ' lo 

The mushrooms show his wit was sudden ' 

And for his judgment, lo, a pudden ' 

Roast beef, though old, proclaims him stout. 
And grace, although a bard, devout. 

May Tom, whom heaven sent down to raise 
The price of prologues and of plays,^ 

Be every birth-day more a winner, 

Digest his thirty thousandth dinner , 

AValk to his grave without reproach, 

And scorn a rascal and a coach. 20 

BISHOP HOUGH 

A BISHOP, by his neighbours hated. 

Has cause to wish himself translated ; 

But why should Hough desire translation, 

Loved and esteemed by all the nation ? 

Yet if It be the old man’s case. 

I’ll lay my life I know the place . 

’Tis where God sent some that adore him, 

And whither Enoch went before him 


^ This alludes to a story Mr Southern told about the same, to 
Mr P and Mr W ofDiyden, who, when Southern first nrote 
for the stage, was so famous for his prologues, that the players 
would act nothing w’lthout that decoration His usual price till 
then had been four guineas but when Southern came to him for 
the prologue he had bespoke, Dryden told him he must have six 
guineas for it, “which (said he) young man, is out of no disre- 
spect to you, but the players haae had my goods too cheap” — 
Warbttrton 


THC END. ‘ 


•S; Cowan &• Co , Strathmore Printing IVorU, Perth, 
3-20 12 83-J<H-«-C0-C 14 
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VI 

Afflicted sense thou kindly dost set free, 

Oppressed with argumental tyranny. 

And routed reason finds a safe retreat in thee 

With thee in private modest dulness lies, 

And in thy bosom lurks m thought’s disguise , 20 ' 

Thou vamsher of fools, and cheat of all the uise • 

VIII 

7et thy indulgence is by both confest, 

Tolly by thee lies sleeping in the breast. 

And ’tis in thee at last that wisdom seeks for rest. 

iv. 

Silence the knave’s repute, the whore’s good name, 

The only honour of the wishing dame , 

Thy very want of tongue makes thee a kind of fame. 

X 

But couldst thou seize some tongues that now are free. 
How Church' and State should be obliged to thee ' 29 
At senate, and at bar, how welcome wouldst thou be ' 

XI 

Yet speech even there, submissively withdraws. 

From rights of subjects, and the poor man’s cause • 
Then pompous silence reigns, and stills the noisy laws. 

xn 

Past services of friends, good deeds of foes. 

What favourites gain, and what the nation owes. 

Fly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repose. 

XIII 

The country wit, religion of the town. 

The courtier’s learning, policy of the gown. 

Are best by thee expressed y and shine in thee alone. 
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The parson’s cant, the lawyer’s sophistry, 
Lords quibble, critics jest, all end m thee, 
All rest in peace at last, and sleep eternally. 


VI.— E. OF DORSET. 

ARTEMISIA 

Though Artemisia talks, by fits, 

Of councils, classics, fathers, wits ; 

Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and I.ocke* 
Yet in some things methinks she fails, 
’Twere well if she would pare her nails, 

And wear a cleaner smock. 

Haughty and huge as High-Dutch bride. 
Such nastiness, and so much pride 
Are oddly joined by fate 
On her large squab you find her spread. 
Like a fat corpse upon a bed. 

That lies and stinks in state 

She wears no colours (sign of grace) 

On any part except her face j 
All white and black beside • 

Dauntless her look, her gesture proud. 

Her voice theatncally loud, 

And masculine her stride; 

So have I seen, in black and white 
A prating thing, a magpie hight. 

Majestically stalk , 

A stately, worthless animal. 

That plies the tongue, and wags the tail. 

All flutter, pnde, and talk 
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THRYNE 

* 

Phryxe had talents for mankind, , 

Open she ■nas, and nnconfined, 

Like some free port of trade 
Merchants unloaded here their freight, 

And agents from each foreign state, 

Here first their entry made 

Her learning and good breeding such, 
l^Tiether the Italian or the Dutch, 
Spaniards or French came to her • 

To all obliging she’d appear : 

’Twas St Signor, 'twas YaZi/ Mynheer, 
’Twas iSV tons plait, Monsieur. 

Obscure by birth, renowned by crimes, 

Still changmg names, religions, climes, 

At length she turns a bride 
In diamonds, pearls, and rich brocades. 
She shines the first of battered jades. 

And flutters in her pride 

So have I known fliose insects fair 
(^^^llch cunous Germans hold so rare) 

Still very shapes and dyes ; 

Still gam new titles* mth new forms, 

First grubs obscene, then wngghng worms. 
Then painted butterflies 


YIJ—DY. SWIFT 

THE HAPPY LIFE OF A COUNTRY PARSON 

Parson, these things in thy possessing 
Are better than the bishop’s blessing 




TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS S^S 

A wife that makes conserves ^ a steed 
That carries double when there’s need 
October store, and best Virginia, 

Tithe-pig, and mortuary guinea • 

Gazettes sent gratis down, and franked, 
or which thy patron’s weekly thanked 
A large Concordance, bound long since 
Sermons to Charles the First, when Pnnce, lo 
A chronicle of ancient standing ; 

A Chrysostom to smooth thy band in 
The Polygot — three parts, — ^my text, - 
' Howbeit, — ^likewise — now to my next 
Lo here the Septuagmt, — ^and Paul, 

To sum the whole, — the close of all 
He that has these, may pass his life, 

Drink with the squire, and kiss his wife , 

On Sundays preach, and eat his fill , 

And fast on Fndays — ^if he will, 20 

Toast Church and Queen, explain the news. 
Talk with church-wardens about pews. 

Pray heartily for some new gift. 

And shake his head at Doctor S 1. 
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IMITATIONS OF HORACE 
BOOK L EPISTLE VII 

IMlTAXm IN THE fitANNER OF DR SWIFT 

’Tis true, my lord, I gave my vord, 

I would be witli you, June the third, 
Changed it to August, and (m short) 

Have kept it — as you do at court 
You humour me when I am sick, 

I^Tiy not vhen I am splenetic? 

In town, what objects could I meet? 

The shops shut up m every street, 

And funerals blackenmg all the doors. 
And yet more melancholy whores 
And what a dust in every place * 

And a thin court that wants your face. 
And fevers raging up and dowm. 

And W* and H** both in town > 

“ The dog-days are no more the case." 
Tis true, but wmter comes apace. 

Then southward let your bard retire. 

Hold out some months 'twixt sun and fire, 
And you shall see the first warm weather, 
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Me and the butterflies together 
My lord, your favours well I know, 

’Tis with distinction you bestow,' 

And not to every one that comes, 

Just as a Scotsman does his plums 
“Pray take them, sir, — enough’s a feast: 
Eat some, and pocket up the rest ” — 
What? rob your boys? those pretty rogues 
“ No, sir, you’ll leave them to the hogs ” 
Thus fools lYith compliments besiege ye. 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 

Scatter your favours on a fop, 

Ingratitude’s the certain crop. 

And ’tis but just, Fll tell ye wherefore. 

You give the things you never care for, 

A wise man always is or should 
Be mighty ready to do good; 

But makes a diiTerence in his thought 
Betwixt a guinea and a groat 

Now this I’ll say you’ll find in me 
A safe companion, and a free, 

But if you’d have me always near — 

A word, pray, in your honour’s ear. 

1 hope It is your resolution 
To give me back my constitution ' 

The spnghtly wit, the lively eye, 

The engaging smile, the gaiety. 

That laughed down many a summer sun, 
And kept you up so oft till one . 

And all that voluntary vein, 

As when Belinda raised my strain. 

A weasel once made shift to slink 
In at a corn-loft through a chink. 
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But having amply stuffed his skin, 

Could not get out as he got in . 

Which one belonging to the house 
(’Twas not a man, it Tvas a mouse) 

Observing, cried, “You *scape not so, 

Lean as you came, sir, you must go ’* 

Sir, you may spare your application. 

I’m no such beast, nor his relation j do 

Nor one that temperance advance. 

Crammed to the throat with ortolans: 

Extremely ready to resign 

All that may make me none of mine 

South-sea subscriptions take who please. 

Leave me but liberty and ease 
’Twas what I said to Craggs and Child, 

Who praised my modesty, and smiled 
Give me, I cned, (enough for me) 

My bread, and independency' 70 

So bought an annual rent or two. 

And lived — ^]ust as you see I do , 

Near fifty, and "without a wife, 

I trust that sinking fund, my life 
Can I retrencl ? Yes, mighty well. 

Shrink back to my paternal cell, 

A little house, ivith trees a-row. 

And, like its master, very low 
There died my father, no man’s debtor. 

And there I’ll die, nor worse nor better So 
To set this matter full before ye, 

Our old friend Swift wull tell his story 
• " Harley, the nation’s great support,” — 

But you may read it, I stop short 



mSCELLANEOVS 


5 


DOOK II SATIRE VI 

Tlin riRST PART IMITATED IN THE YEAR 1714, BY DP SMiri 
THE LATIEU PART ADDED ATTERMARDS 

IVn often mshed thai I had clear 
For life, SIX hundred pounds a year, 

A handsome house to lodge a fncnd, 

A river at my garden’s end, 

A terrace-walk, and half a rood 
Of land, set out to plant a ivood 
Well, now I have all this and mhre. 

I ask not to increase my store , 

But here a gnevance seems to he. 

All this is mine Jjut till I die , 

I can’t but think ’tivould sound more clever, 

To me and to my heurs for ever. 

If I ne’er got or lost a groat, 

By any trick, or any fault, 

And if I pray by reason’s rules. 

And not like forty other fools 
As thus, “ Vouchsafe, O gracious Maker ' 

To grant me this and the other acre . - 
Or, if it be thy will and pleasure. 

Direct my plough to find a treasure 20 
But only what my station fits. 

And to be kept in my nght wits 
Preserve, Almighty Providence, 

Just what you gave me, competence : 

' And let me in these shades compose 
Somethmg m verse as true as prose , 

Removed from all the ambitious scene, * 

Nor puffed by pnde, nor sunk by spleen 
In short. J’m perfectly content, „ 
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T^cl me l»ut luo on thi'^ ntU 'fVent; 

Nor rro<5 the Channel tn jrc .t jcir. 

To <-pcn'i tix monihs with h?:r«% 

I matt b) all means come to tonm. 

’Tis for the ter%'ice of the crown 
" I^v.is, the dean will be of use. 

Send for him up, talc no exetre.” 

Tlie to.I, the danper of the re'>'; ; 

Great ministcn ne’er tlnnl of theac ; 

Or kt It co5t fuc lumdrcrl poundj 
No matter where the moncyN foMod^ 

It IS hat so much more in debt. 

And that ihcv ne’er consMcrcd yet. 

"Good Mr Dean go change )onr f cum 
L et my lord Iron yoti’rc come to tonn,” 

3 hurry me m Instc away. 

Not thinking u is Itncc day. 

And find his honour in r pound, 

Hemmed bj a tnple circle round, 
Chequered with ribbons blue and green: 
How should I thrust mjsclf liclwcen? 
Some vrag observes me thus pcrpkxt, 
And, smiling, whispers to the next, 

" I thought the Dean had been too proud 
To jostle here among a crond " 

Another in a surly fit, 

Tells me I hate more zeal than mt, 

"So eager to express your lo\c. 

You ne’er consider whom you shove. 

But rudely press before a duke ” 

I own I’m pleased wntli this rebuke. 

And take it kindly meant to shoiv 
What T desire the world should know 
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I get a whisper, and wnthdraw , 

When twenty fools I never saw 
Come with petitions fairly penned, 

Desmng I would stand their friend. 

This, humbly offers me his case — 

That, begs my interest for a place — 

A hundred other men’s affairs. 

Like bees, are humming in my ears 70 

“ To-morrow my appeal comes on. 

Without your help the cause is gone " — 

** The duke expects my lord and you, 

About some great affair, at two ” — 

“ Put my Lord Bolmgbroke in mind, 

To get my warrant quickly signed. 

Consider, ’tis my first request” — ■ 

“ Be satisfied. I’ll do my best ” — 

Then presently he falls to tease, 

“ You may for certain, if you please , 80 

I doubt not, if his lordship knew — 

And, Mr Dean, one word firom you " — 

’Tis (let me see) three years and more, 
(October next it will be four) 

Since Harley bid me first attend, 

And chose me for an humble fnend. 

Would take me in his coach to chat, 

And question me of this and that. 

As, “What’s o’clock?” and, “How’s the wind?” 
“Whose chariot’s that we left behind?” 90 
Or gravely try to read the lines 
Wnt underneath the country signs , 

Or, “ Have you nothing new to-day 
From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay?” 

Such tattle often entertains 
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^Fy Iftnl nn«l me s<; Cir ?s famine i, 

.Ai onff a week v.e tmei <’ovvn 
'ro Wjfulsor, ftn«l fif tin to towr, 

AVher<‘ sU that u:/tY /w, 

be pTochimcil ?t Chnnn;: CrO'*s tea 
some I know av.tli cn\} 

Ikrniisc ihcv af»c me *^0 ' «.!! 

*' Hon tbmk >’Oj of our Mentl the Dcin? 

I nomkr ntni '■ome ptop!e mean. 

My lord and he arc i^ovvn *-0 treil, 

Alnajs iQ^^'-lhcr, AVtV 

^\ hat, they adniirc him for bis jokes— 

Sec but the fortune of some fob.b !” 

There ilics about a *-tranpe report 

Of some exp-ess arrived at court; 2 to 

I'm stopped by nil the foob I tncct, 

And catechised in c\ cry street 
'•You, Mr. Dtin, frequent the great; 

Inform us, v.iH the tmperor treat? 

Or do the pnnls and papers lie?” 

“ raiib, sir, you know as much as T.” 

" Ab, Doctor, bow joa loac to jest ’ 

’Tis now' no secret " — “ I protest 
'Tis one to me" — "Then tell ns, praj, 

When are the troops to Im c tlieir pij 120 
And, though I solemnly declare 
I know no more than my Lord Major, 

The} stand amazed, and think me gron n 
The closest mortal ever known 

Thus in a sea of folly tossed, 

My choicest hours of life are lost ; 

ATet always wishing to retreat, 
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Oh, could I see my country seat ' 

There, leaning near a gentle brook. 

Sleep, or peruse some ancient book, 130 

And there in sweet oblivion drown 
Those cares that haunt the court and town 
O charming noons * and nights divine 1 
Or when I sup, or when I dine 
My friends above, my folks below, 

Chatting and laughing all a-row, 

The beans and bacon set before ’em, 

The grace-cup sensed with all decorum 
Each willing to be pleased, and please, 

And even the very dogs at ease ! 140 

Here no man prates of idle thmgs,' 

How this or that Italian sings, 

A neighbour’s madness, or his spouse’s. 

Or what’s in either of the Houses 
But something much more our concern, 

And quite a scandal not to learn • 

Which is the happier, or the wiser, 

A man of merit, or a m'lser? 

Whether we ought to choose our friends. 

For then own worth, or our own ends ? ^ 150 

What good, or better, we may call. 

And what, the very best of all? 

Our friend, Dan Prior, told, (you know) 

A tale extremely i piopos 
Name a town life, and in a tnce. 

He had a story of two mice 
Once on a time (so runs the fable) 

A country mouse, right hospitable. 

Received a town mouse at his board 

Just as a farmer might a lord ido 
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>\ frugal mouse upon the whole, 

\ci loved his fnend, and Ind n soul, 

Knew wint uas handsome, and would do't, 

On just o< casjon, ectitt j-w tc-uff. 

He brought him Ixvcon (nothing lean), 

Pudding, that might have j>!ea*cd a dean. 
Cheese, Mieh as mui in SufiblK make, 

Put wished it Stilton for his utke; 

Yet, to his guot though Jio way sparing, 

He att himself the ruul and paring 17° 

Our courtier scarce could touch a hit, 

Put showed his breeding and his wit ; 

I Ic did his best to seem to eat, 

And cried, “ 1 sow you’re mighty neat 
Put lord, iw) friend, this savage scene 5 
Tor (Jod's sake, come, and live with men - 
Consider, mice, hkc men, must die, 

Both small and great, both > ou and 1 : 

Then spend your life m joy and sport, 

(This doctrine, friend, I learnt at court).’* iSo 
The veriest hermit m the nation 
Maj jdcld, God knows, to strong lemptalion. 
Away they come, through thick and thin. 

To a tall house near Lincoln's Inn, 

(’Twas on the night of a debate, 

"NMicn all their lordships had sat late ) 

Pchold Uic place, where if a poet 
Shined in description, he might show it , 

Tell how .(he moonbeam trembling falls, 

And tips with silver all the walls, 190 

Palladtan walls, Venetian doors, 

Grotcsco roofs, and stucco floors . 

But let It (in a word) be said, 
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The moon was up, and men a-bcd, 

The napkins white, the carpet red . 

The guests withdrawn had left the treat, 

And down tlie mice sate, fefe A icte 
Our courtier walks from dish to dish, 

Tastes for his fnend of fowd and fish , 

Tells all their names, la)s down the law, 200 
** Qtte (a est hon / Ah ^ula (a / 

That jellj’s nch, this malmsey healing, 

Pray, dip your whiskers and your tail in.” 

Was ever such a happy swam? 

He stuffs and swills, and stuffs again 
“ I’m quite ashamed — ^*115 mighty rude 
To cat so much — ^but all’s so good. 

I have a thousand thanks to gi\ e — 

My lord alone knows how to live.” 

No sooner said, but from the hall 210 

Rush chaplain, butler, dogs and all . 

“A rat, a rat 1 clap to the door ” — 

The cat comes bouncing on the floor. 

O for the heart of Homer’s mice, 

Or gods to save them in a trice ! 

(It was by Providence they think. 

For your damned stucco has no clunk ) 

"An’t please your honour,” quoth the peasant, 

“ This same dessert is not so pleasant . 

Give me again my hollow tree, 

A crust of bread, and liberty ' ” 


220 
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EPISTLE TO KOBEirr, EARL OF OXFORD, AND 
EARL MORI IMLR ^ 

Such 'v\ crc ihc notes thy once loved poet sung, 

Till death untimely stopped Ins tuneful longue. 

Oh just beheld, and lost 1 admired and mourned ! 

With softest manners, gentlest arts adorned • 

Blessed m each science, blessed in cverj strain ' 

Dear to the muse ' to Harley dc.ar — in vam * 

For Inm, thou oft hast bid tlic world attend, 

Fond to forget the statesman m the fnend ; 

For Swift and him despised the farce of stale, 

The sober follies of the wise and great, lo 

Dexterous the craving, fawning crowd to quit 
And pleased to escape from flattery to wit 
Absent or dead, still let a friend be dear 
(A sigh the absent claims, the dead a tear) j 
Recall those nights that dosed thy toilsome days , 

Still hear thj Parnell m his living lays, 

Who, careless now of interest, fame, or fate. 

Perhaps forgets that Oxford e’er was great; 

Or, deeming meanest w’hat w e greatest call, 

Beholds thee glonous only in thy fall 20 

And sure, if aught below the seats divine 
Can touch immortals, ’tis a soul like thine . 

A soul supreme in each hard instance tried, 

Above all pain, all passion, and all jiridc. 

The rage of pow’er, the blast of public breath, 

The lust of lucre, and the dread- of death 

^ This epistle was sent to the EnrI of Oxford with Dr Pai noil’s 
poems published by our author, after the siid earl’s imprisonment 
TO the Tower, and retreat into tlie coiintiy', in the ) car 1 721 
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In vain to deserts thy retreat is made , 

The muse attends thee to thy silent shade • 

*Tis hers, the brave man’s latest steps to trace, 

Rejudge his acts, and dignify disgrace. 30 

When interest calls off all her sneaking train. 

And all the obliged desert, and all the vain j 
She waits, or to the scaffold, or the cell. 

When the last lingering friend has bid farewell 
Even now, she shades thy evening walk with bays 
(No hireling she, no prostitute to praise) , 

Even now, observant of the parting ray, 

Eyes the calm sunset of thy various day. 

Through fortune’s cloud one truly great can see. 

Nor fears to tell, that Mortimer is he. 40 

EPISTLE TO JAMES CRAGGS,! Esq, 

SECRKTARY OF STATE 

A SOUL as full of worth, as void of pride. 

Which nothing seeks to show, or needs to hide, 

Which nor to guilt nor fear, its caution owes. 

And boasts a warmth that &om no passion flows. 

A face untaught to feign , a judging eye. 

That darts severe upon a nsing he, 

And strikes a blush through frontless flatteiy 
All this thou wert, and being this before. 

Know, kings and fortune cannot make thee more 
Then scorn to gain a friend by servile ways, 10 

Nor wish to lose a foe these virtues raise , 

But candid, free, sincere, as you began, 

f 

* James Graggs was made Secretaiy of War in 1717, when the 
Earl of Sunderland and Mi. Addison were appointed Secretaries 
of State . — Bnoles 
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Proceed, — minister, but stiil a man 
Be not, exalted to whate’er d<^cc, 

Ashamed of any fnend, not even of me : 

The patriot’s plain, but untrod, path pursue j 
If not, 'tis I must be ashamed of you. 

EPISTLE TO MIL JERVAS,* 

niTH Mr DK\U!-SS TRANSIATIOS OF FRLSNOV’S ART O** 
PUNTING 

Tins Ncrse be thine, my friend, nor thou refuse 
This, from no \ enal or ungrateful muse . 

Wielher tli} hand strike out some free design, 
life awakes, and dawns at c\ery line , 

Or blend in beauteous tints the coloured mass, 

And from the can\'as call the mimic face ; 

Read these instructive leaves, m which conspire 
Fresnoy’s close art, and Dryden’s native fire ; 

And reading wnsh, like theirs, our fate and fame, 

So mixed our studies, and so joined out name , 

Like them to shine through long-succeeding age, 

So just thy skill, so regular mj' rage. 

Smit with the love of sister-arts we came, 

And met congenial, mingling flame wnth flame. 

Like fnendly colours found them both unite, 

Aud each from -each contract new strength and light 
How oft m pleasing tasks we wear the day. 

While summer suns roll unperceived avvaj ; 

How oft our slowly-growing w’orks impart, 

While images reflect from art to art j 
How oft review'; each finding like a Inend 
Something to blame, and something to commend • 

cpisttc, and the ivro following, were wnltcn some jc 
before the rest, and onginallj pniilcd in 1717 
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WTiat flattenng scenes our wandering fancy wrought, 
Rome’s pompous glones nsmg to our thought ' 

Together o’er the Alps methmks we fly, 

Tired \wth ideas of fair Italy. 

With thee, on Raphael’s monument I mourn. 

Or ivait inspiring dreams at Maro's urn . 

With thee repose, where Tully once was laid, 

'Or seek some rum’s formidable shade . 30 

While fancy brings the vanished piles to view. 

And builds imaginary Rome anew , 

Here thy well-studied marbles fix our eye , 

A fading Fresco here demands a sigh . 

Each heavenly piece unwearied we compare, 

Match Raphael’s grace with thy loved Guido’s air, 
Caracci’s strength, Correggio’s softer hue, 

Paulo’s free stroke, and Titian’s warmth divme. 

How finished with illustrious toil appears 
This small, well-polished gem, the work of years ' 40 

Yet still how faint by precept is exprest 
The living image in the painter’s breast ' 

Thence endless streams of fair ideas flow. 

Stake in the sketch, or in the picture glow , 

Thence beauty, waking all her forms, supplies 
An angel’s sweetness, or Bridgewater’s eyes 
Muse ' at that name thy sacred sorrows shed. 

Those tears eternal, that embalm the dead • 

Call round her tomb each object of desire, 

^Each purer fraine informed with purer fire 50 

Bid her be all that cheers or softens life. 

The tender sister, daughter, friend, and wife 
Bid her be all that makes raankmd adore , 

Then view this marble, and be vam no more • 

Yet still her charms in breathing paint engage j 
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Her modest cheek shall warm a future age. 

Beauty, frail flower that every season fears. 

Blooms m thy colours for a thousand years 
Thus Churchill’s raqe shall other hearts surprise,^ 

And other beauties envy Worsley’s eyes 6o 
Each pleasing Blount shall endless smiles bestow, 

And soft Belinda’s blush for ever glow 

Oh lasting as those colours may they shine, 

Free as thy stroke, yet faultless as thy line , 

New graces yearly like thy works display, 

Soft without weakness, without glaring gay. 

Led by some rule, that guides, but not constrains , 

And finished more through happiness than pains 
The kmdred arts shall in their praise conspire , 

One dip the pencil, and one string the lyie 70 

Yet should the graces all tliy figures place. 

And breathe an air divine on every face , 

Yet should the muses bid my numbers roll 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their soul , 

With Zeuxis’ Helen thy Bridgewater vie. 

And these be sung till Granville’s Mira die, 

Alas' how littleTrom the grave we claim I 
Thou but preservest a face, and I a name. 

^ Churchill’s race Mere the four beautiful daughters of John, the 
great Duke of Marlborough Henrietta, Countess of Godolpliin, 
aflenvards Duchess of Marlborough , Anne, Countess of Sunder- 
land, Ehzabetli, Countess of Bridgewater, and Mary, Duchess of 
Montagu 

• Frances Lady Worsley, wife of Sir Robert Worsley, Bart , 
mother of Lady Carteret, wife of John Lord Carteret, afterwards 
Earl Granville — Wat ton This name originally stood Wortley, 
but the compliment u as transferred from her after her quarrel w ith 
Pope, by the alteration df a single letter —Carntikers 
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EPISTLE TO MISS BLOUNT,^ WITH THE ^YORKS OF 

VOITURE 

In these gay thoughts the loves and graces shine, 

And all the writer lives in every line , 

His easy art may happy nature seem, 

Trifles themselves are elegant in him 
Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate. 

Who without flattery pleased the fair and great , 

Still with esteem no less conversed than read , 

"With wit well-natured, and with books well-bred 
His heart, his mistress, and his fnend did share. 

His time, the muse, the witty, and the fair lo 

Thus wisely careless, innocently gay, 

Cheerful he played the trifle, life, away, 

Till fate scarce felt his gentle breath supprest, 

As smiling infants sport themselves to rest 
Even rival wits did Voiture’s death deplore. 

And the gay mourned who never mourned before. 

The truest hearts for Voiture heaved with sighs, 

Voiture was wept by all the bnghtest eyes 
The smiles and loves had died in Voiture’s death. 

But that for ever in his lines tliey breathe 20 

Let the strict life of graver mortals be 
A long, exact, and serious comedy. 

In e\ ery scene some moral let it teach. 

And, if It can, at once both please and preach 
Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear, 

And more diverting still than regular. 

Have humour, wit, a native ease and grace. 

Though not too stnctly bound to time and place 
Cntics m wit, or life, are hard to please. 


^ Teresa Blount 
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Few write to those, and none can live to these 
Too much your sex is by their forms confined, 
Severe to all, but most to womankind , 

Custom, grown blind with age, must be your guide , 
Your pleasure is a vice, but not your pnde , 

By nature yielding, stubborn but for fame , 

Made slaves by honour, and made fools by shame. 
Marriage may all those petty tyrants chase, 

But sets up one, a greater, in their place. 

Well might you wish for change by those accurst, 
But the last tyrant ever proves the worst 
Still in constraint your suffering sex remains, 

Or bound in formal, or in real chains : 

IVhole years neglected, for some months adored, 
The fawning servant turns a haughty lord 
Ah quit not the free innocence of life. 

For the dull glory of a virtuous wife , 

Nor let false shows, or empty titles please ; 

Aim not at joy, but rest content inth ease 
The Gods, to curse Pamela ivith her prayers, 

Gave the gilt coadi and dappled Flanders mares. 
The shining robes, nch jewels, beds of state, 

And, to complete her bliss, a fool for mate 
She glares in balls, front boxes, and the ring, 

A vain, unquiet, glittering, wretched thing » 

Pride, pomp, and state but reach her outward part. 
She sighs, and is no duchess at her heart 
^ But, madam, if the fates withstand, and you 
Are destined Hjunen’s willing victim too. 

Trust not too much your now resistless charms, 
Those, age or sickness, soon or late disarms ; 

Good humour only teaches charms to last. 

Still makes new conquests, and maintains the past, 

— 
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Ij5ve, raised on beauty, will like that decay, 

Our hearts may bear its slender chain a day. 

As flowery bands in wantonness are worn, 

A morning’s pleasure, and at evening torn , 

This binds m ties more easy, yet more strong, 

The willing heart, and only holds it long 
Thus Voiture’s ^ early care still shone the same. 

And Montausier^ was only changed in name 70 

By this, even now they live, even now they charm. 
Their wit still sparkling, and their flames still warm 
Now croivned with myrtle, on the Elysian coast. 
Amid those lovers, joys his gentle ghost . 

Pleased, while with smiles his happy lines you view, 

w^d» finds a fairer Rambouillet in you 

The brightest eyes of France inspired his muse . 

The bnghtest eyes of Britain now peruse. 

And dead, as living, ’tis our author’s pride 

Still to charm those who charm the world beside So 


EPISTLE TO THE SAME, ON HER LEAVING THE 
TOWN AFTER THE CORONATION ® 


As SOME fond virgin, whom her mother’s care 
Drags from the town to wholesome country air. 
Just when she learns to roll a melting eye. 

And hear a spark, yet think no danger nigh , 
From the dear man unwilling she must sever. 
Yet takes one kiss before she parts for ever 
Thus from the world fair Zephalinda * flew, 


* Mademoiselle Paulct 

* The Duke of Montnusier, believed to have been the original of 
Moli&re’s Misanthrope 

* Of King George the first, 1715 

^ The assumed name of Teresa Blount, under which she corres- 
ponded for many years with a Mr Moore, under the feigned name 
of Alexis — BvwUs, 





